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PREFACE. 

This  book  is  partly  made  up  of  contributions  to  the 
'  Fortnightly  Eeview,'  the  '  New  Quarterly  Magazine,' 
and  the  '  Cornhill  Magazine^'  I  have  modified  these 
papers  greatly,  interpolated  much  new  matter,  cor- 
rected where  my  knowledge  has  increased,  and  in 
many,  I  may  say  in  most  parts,  I  have  altogether 
rewritten  my  first  essays. 

I  have  called  my  book  '  Portugal :  Old  and  New,* 
hoping  thereby  to  make  the  title  as  descriptive  as  I 
could.  I  trust  the  name  may  not  be  thought  preten- 
tious, or  the  book  altogether  a  nondescript,  or  the 
chapters  of  it  disjointed. 

I  am  afraid  the  title  may  to  some  critics  seem  to 
promise  a  great  deal  more  than  I  have  performed. 
Portugal^  Old  and  New^  may  indeed  be  taken  to  mean 
an  account  of  all  that  Portugal  has  been  and  all  that 
she  now  is  ;  but  this  of  course  would  be  an  impossible 
expectation  to  fulfil  with  a  work  in  one  volume.     I 
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liofH^  tlu»  reader  cxpecta  uulhing  from  me  so  exhaus- 
tive ui  ?u  jionderous. 

My  lHx>k  is  so  far  nondesfript  that  it  is  neither  a 
l)ook  of  lii.xlory,  nor  of  criticism,  nor  of  pure  descrip- 
tion ;  nor  an  antiquarian  work,  nor  a  social  nor  a  sta- 
tistical one,  nor  a  book  of  travel ;  but  it  is  a  medley 
of  all  these  ihin^'^,  and  yet,  if  I  have  only  succeeded 
ill  currying  out  my  conception,  it  is  not  disjointed. 

In  the  inns  of  the  more  uncivilized  parts  of  this 
IVninsula  it  is  common  to  ofler  to  the  travel- 
ler, not  a  dinner  of  separate  courses,  but  one  where 
they  are  mingled  and  compounded  into  a  single  dish. 
A  large,  deep  pipkin  is  set  before  him,  in  which  meat 
and  game  and  fowl  of  all  available  kinds,  vegetables 
i»f  ever)'  variety,  pot  herbs  and  garnishing  and  spices, 
have  been  seethed  all  l(»gethcr.  Into  this  pipkin,  or 
(flln^  tlic  guest  dips  a  sjxjon  at  a  venture  and,  j)erha])s 
hairfamishe<i  with  long  fasting  and  eager  for  meat  or 
,' line,  he  is  di.sai)jv)inted  at  drawing  forth  nothing 
more  "s.-itisfvinL'  than  a  piece  of  vfllnw  guiird  «»r  a 
!«rarlet  eaj»«sii-iun.  On  the  other  liand,  the  fastidious 
traveller,  trifling  with  his  Olio  and  diving  for  the 
Iighte?«t  «"n.«trnance,  may  get  a  more  substantial  morsel 
of  Inx'l  or  but  on  than  he  cares  fi^r. 

The  reader  of  my  Ixjok  may,  I  fear,  meet  with  ill 
lurk  of  the  same  kiud.     There  i.««  readiuL'  in  it  that 
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may  seem  over-heavy  for  some  tastes,  and  reading  that 
may  seem  too  hght  for  the  tastes  of  others. 

As  a  sample  of  sohd  ingredients  there  is  the 
chajDter  on  the  great  Warrior  King  of  Portugal,  and 
this  perhaps  is  very  heavy  reading ;  but  then,  not  to 
know  about  him  is  to  be  ignorant  of  all  that  concerns 
the  rise  of  Portugal  into  the  category  of  nations. 
Before  Affonso  Henriquez  there  was  no  Portugal  at 
all.  Since  he  Hved  and  died,  and  because  he  hved, 
there  has  been  in  this  corner  of  Europe  an  enduring 
kingdom  which,  in  spite  of  its  size,  is  in  the  true  sense 
of  the  word  a  great  kingdom. 

Again,  no  account  of  Portugal  can  approach  com- 
pleteness which  omits  mention  of  the  rise  and  pro- 
gress of  its  Hterature,  and  tells  nothing  of  its  agricul- 
ture ;  for  the  nation  is  an  essentially  literary  nation, 
and  its  agriculture  has  at  all  times  been  the  source  of 
its  strength  and  its  greatness.  On  both  subjects  I 
have  only  written  after  long  and  close  study  at  first 
hand. 

I  suppose  that  when  an  educated  foreigner  comes 
to  a  country  which  is  strange  to  him  and  with  which 
he  wishes  to  acquaint  himself,  he  would  first  set  to 
work  by  learning  something  of  its  early  history,  of  its 
hterature,  of  its  chief  industries,  of  the  manners  and 
habits  of  the  people,  of  their  government,  of  the  physi- 
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cal  ai«|)ecl.s  ul'  the  laud  aiui  its  aiitifiuities ;  then,  if 
lie  luul  llie  oppprtuiiity,  lie  would  travel  a  little  over 
the  country  and  see  what  he  could  with  his  own  eyes. 
I  have  myself  done  something  of  all  this,  and  in  the 
following  pages  I  have  tried  as  well  as  I  could  to  put 
before  others  the  result  of  what  I  have  learned. 

OSWALD   CRAWFUKD. 

uruKru:    ci/wf  ;/i<m,  1870. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE    RISE    OF    PORTUGAL. 

There  is  in  liiiman  nature  a  cravincr  for  somethincr 
beyond  the  mere  chronicling  of  great  deeds.  In  rude 
times,  amid  the  selfish  strujicrle  of  the  more  masterful 
passions  of  men,  heroic  or  generous  actions  possess 
an  impressiveness  which  strongly  affects  the  sympa- 
thies of  contemporaries ;  but  such  deeds  do  not 
always  succeed  in  reaching  down  to  the  knoAvledge 
of  succeeding  generations,  for  it  is  unfortunate  that  a 
rare  coincidence  of  poet  and  hero  should  be  indis- 
peiisable  for  any  effectual  tradition  of  renown,  and 
that  either  without  the  other's  help  runs  no  small 
peril  of  obhvion.  In  primitive  ages,  the  imagination 
of  poets  seems  to  be  finite.  There  is  no  instance  of  a 
ballad-monger  or  early  poet  having  evolved  a  hero. 
To  most  thoughtful  men,  Homer's  poems  are  evidence 
enough  that  great  deeds'were  done  before  Troy;  and 
if  we  had  no  better  voucher  for  the  heroism  of 
Ruy  Dias,  El  Campeador,  the  hero  of  Spanish  medigeval 
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romaiu'e,  we  iniglit  be  (•oulciit  to  liiid  one  in  the 
preat  epic  of  '  The  Cid.' 

Kiiiir  Allnnsit  IIenri(iuez,  Avho  rarvcd  out  witli  liis 
sword  ji  kini;tU)in  wliicli  liis  descendants  still  rule, 
was  perhaps  as  great  a  hero  as  the  Cid  himself,  but 
only  a  vague  rumour  nf  his  ex])loits  has  come  down 
ti)  Us.  Vdtf  sacro  card;  he  has  lacked  the  meed  of 
poet's  song.  Tlie  two  warriors,  the  Cid  and  AfTonso 
llenri<|uez,  lived  within  a  generation  of  each  other  ; 
both  fought  chielly  jigainst  the  same  powerful  enemy, 
in  the  same  age  of  chivalry  ;  but  while  Ruy  Dias 
missed  the  purpose  ol'  his  life,  Affonso  Ilenricjuez 
attaine<l  the  ijreat  enil  he  had  set  to  himself  While 
ihe  mark  made  upon  the  age  by  the  Sj)anish  cliani- 
j)i<)n  was  obliterated  even  in  his  ovvn  hfetime,  the 
ftcliievemeiUs  of  the  Portuguese  conqueror  have 
changed  the  whole  course  of  Peninsular  history,  and 
established  a  dynasty  which  sui'vives  to  this  day  ; — 
an  iniitressive  uionumcuL,  aiiinn^  ihe  shiftinir  elements 
of  Peninsular  history,  of  the  daring  and  wisdom  of  its 
founder.  Yet  what  avails  it  to  a  man  to  have  done 
great  deeds,  to  live  a  great  life,  and  to  win  a  wide 
renown,  if  the  chief  pa  it  of  his  fame  is  to  die  with  the 
death  of  the  witnesses  of  his  exploits,  and  only  to  find 
a  short  record  in  the  stuj)id  aiiuals  (»f  monkish  and 
Moorish  chroniclers?  A  noble  life  is  rare  en()U<di  in 
the  world  to  make  us  regret  that  the  stoiy  of  one 
should  be  .so  nearly  extinguislii'd. 

I  shall  endeavour  in  the  following  ])ages  to  revive 
m>  much  of  tlie  life  and  doings  of  King  .AfTonso  TTem-i- 
qucz  as  can  be  extracted    from    ihe  .sranty   ;iiiii;i]s   of 
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the  clironiclers,  Spanisli,  Portuguese,  and  Moorish, 
that  have  survived  the  seven  hundred  years  wliich 
have  elapsed  since  his  death. 

The  two    schools  of  modern  histor}'  at    present 
most  in  vogue  might  find  a  very  promising  battle-field 
in  the  life  of  this  ^reat  Portuguese  Kincf  and  Con- 
queror.     A  writer  of  the  one  school  might  argue  that 
King  Afibnso  was  forced  by  the  tendencies  of  his  age 
to  the  course  he  followed  ;  while  a  historian  of  the 
opposite  type  might  contend  that  the  King's  mil  and 
strong  individuality  had  impressed  themselves  on  the 
minds  of  his  contemporaries,  and  had  warped  their 
mils  to  comphance  with  his  own.     Profounder   in- 
quirers will  reject  both  theories  as  being  thoroughly 
insufficient,  and,  discerning  a  clear  expression  of  the 
great  law  of  historical  progression  even  in  the  scanty 
records  of  the  early  annahsts,  they  will  perceive  that 
the  changes  in  the  community,  both  moral  and  poHti- 
cal,  were  surely  and  irresistibly  evolved  from  modifi- 
cations of  the  opinions  and  habits  and  sentiments  of 
the  people.     Nevertheless,  had  this  warrior  prince, 
the  founder  of  an  enduring  nationality,  been  less  of  a 
true  leader  of  men,  Portugal  would  probably  have 
shared  the  evanescent  fate  of  the  contemporary  Pen- 
insular  kingdoms  ;  and  so  also  would  King  Afibnso 
Henriquez  have  lost  the  labour  of  his  life,  had  he  not 
had  to  deal  with  a  people  singularly  apt  ahke  for  the 
arts  of  war  and  peace,  and  had  he  not  lived  in  an  age 
when  all  the  components  of  society  were  ready  to  be 
forced  into  fresh  combinations  by  a  strong  will  and  a 
strong  hand. 
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It  i.s  h.-irdly  iioross:ii-v  :it  \]\\<  diiy  \o  repeat  at  any 
lenizth  tlie  history  <A'  the  n-envery  <•!'  tlu^  I'eniiisula 
from  tlie  MosUmii  invaders.  Nevertheless,  to  remind 
tlie  reader  of  tlie  state  of  tlie  north-west  part  of 
the  Peninsnla  dnrin^'  the  eleventh  century,  and  to 
pive  a  slight  sketch  of  the  nature  of  the  country 
itself,  may  serve  to  make  what  is  to  follow  more 
clear  and  more  interestin<i. 

If  we  look  at  any  fairly  good  maj)  of  Spain,  we 
sliall  see  that  in  the  extreme  north  of  the  Peninsula 
the  province  of  Asturias  is  almost  wholly  occupied,  as 
well  as  the  art  of  the  ma])-maker  can  represent  such 
features,  l)y  frequent,  and  lofty,  and  precipitous 
mountains.  If  the  map  be  correctly  drawn,  the  hills 
will  appear  with  a  gradual  rise  from  the  sea  clifl's 
washed  by  the  waters  of  the  Bay  of  l^iscay,  till  they 
tower,  at  the  extreme  south  of  the  ])rovince,  into  a 
mountain  range  whose  highest  ])eaks  are  snow-capped 
for  almost  the  whole  year,  and  whose  .southern  wall- 
likc  declivities  face  tlic  modern  y)rovince  of  Leon.  Tf 
we  look  closer,  we  shall  perceive — sure  sign  that 
the.se  mountain  ranges  overtoj)  those  in  the  surround- 
ing country — that  the  numerous  streams  and  rivers 
taking  their  rise  in  the  Asturian  mountain  .sj'stem 
flow,  some  of  them  towards  the  west,  .some  to  the 
east,  and  some  to  the  .south  ;  forming  in  each  case 
great  water  arteries,  which,  l)<)th  geogra|>liic:il]y  and 
j)olitically,  have  at  all  times  exerci.sed  an  extriMuc 
importanre  upon  the  history  oi"  Xortlu'rn  Spain  and 
Portugal. 

The  Kbro,  rising  in  or  near  the  eastern   spurs  of 
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the  Asturian  ranges,  flows  south-eastward  to  the 
Mediterranean,  and  divided,  in  early  times,  the 
Navarrese  mountaineers  from  those  of  the  Asturias 
and  from  the  people  of  the  plain  country  to  the 
south  ;  just  as  it  has  formed,  more  than  once  within 
the  present  century,  a  natural  boundary  between 
liberal  Spain  and  absolutist  Carhsm. 


Skutoli  Map  of 

NORTH  SPAIN 

and 

POUTIGAL. 


The  streams  of  the  western  Asturian  watershed, 
meeting  in  the  river  ]\Iinlio,  flow  due  west  to  the 
Atlantic,  separating  modern  Galicia  from  Portugal, 
and  formed  in  mediaeval  times  the  boundary  line 
wdiich  sometimes  restrained  Saracen  invasion  of  the 
northern  region,  and  sometimes  Gahcian  aggression 
towards  the  south. 

The  waters  that  flow  to  the  south  from  the  Astu- 
rian mountains  are  more  numerous,  and  the  streams 
fuller,  than  those  running  east  and  west.  They  meet, 
in  time,  to  form  the  great  river  Douro,  whose  tribu- 
taries, sw^eeping  in  broad  semicircles  through  what 
was  the  ancient  kingdom  of  Leon,  wash  the  walls  of 
many  cities  famous  in  Moorish  and  Spanish  history 
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of    Lrnii    and    Zainora,    of   Carrion,    Burgos,    and 

Valladolid — ami  in  time  join  their  waters  and  enter 
ri>rtii«,'ucse  territory  tlirougli  tlie  defiles  and  moun- 
tain valleys  which  lie  along  the  frontier  of  Spain 
and  Portugal.  Flowing  due  west  always,  through  a 
liillv  and  difficult  coun  ry,  the  Doiiro  is  the  chief 
water-way  of  northern  Portugal — a  deep  and  rapid 
river — and,  entering  the  Atlantic,  forms  a  harbour 
which  j)()ssessed  commercial  importance  before  the 
invasion  of  the  liomans,  and  whicli,  during  the  long 
period  belore  the  Moors  had  retreated  from  the 
southern  jxirtion  of  (he  kingdom,  was  the  principal 
seat  of  Christian  trade,  as  well  as  the  key  of  the 
Ciiristian  j)osition.  It  retained  during  these  early 
times  tlu'  designation  Partus,  first  given  to  it  by  the 
Uoinans,  which  i>  preserved  in  its  modern  name  of 
Oporto.  The  hill  fort  of  Cale  ^  stood  on  the  southern 
bank  of  the  river,  witliin  two  miles  of  the  sea,  and 
Portus  Cale,  or  Portugale,  came  to  be  the  designa- 
tion of  the  adjacent  district,  and,  in  process  of  time, 
of  tlie  wiiole  kingdom. 

The  broad  tract  of  mountainous  country  drained 
by  these  several  rivers  was  the  first  battle-field  of 
Ciwistian.s  and  Mahometans,  and  here  the  great  issue 
between  the  rival  creeds  and  races  was  finally  decided. 

'  Sir  Charlc*  Mumiy.  rcrontly  our  Minister  Jit  tlie  Court  of 
LiH)H>i),  a  jr»-ntloinjin  iiitiinatoly  acquaiiit<(l  with  tlio  Ka.st,  informs 
mo  thnt  CbIc  is  u  |»un>  Am>»ic  iflic,  ('iiliili  si^'nifyin;,'  «  '  ca.stlo  '  or 
•fort' — tJio  liwt  %«»Wfl  fif  tlic  woril  Ixang  the  guttural  a  nnpro- 
nounmitilo  l.y  Kurr.jKam  or^.in.s  of  Hj^x-ch.  I  do  not  think  thnt 
liny  writ«T  han  notiii-il  th.it  Portn^'al  is  a  word  in  part  of  T^atin 
ii  >l  ifi  part  of  Arahic  origin. 
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The  tide  of  Moslem  invasion,  whicli  had  swept 
over  every  other  part  of  the  Peninsula  with  a  resist- 
lessness  and  a  rapidity  characteristic  of  Arabian  con- 
quest, broke  when  it  reached  the  precipitous  ranges 
of  the  Asturian  mountains  ;  and  a  remnant  of  tlie 
Christian  Visigoths,  retreating  among  their  recesses, 
preserved  a  perfect  independence  throughout  the 
long  Moslem  domination  over  the  rest  of  the  Pen- 
insula. 

Asturias  became  a  kingdom  in  718,  only  ten 
years  after  the  Mahometan  subjugation  of  the  re- 
mainder of  the  Peninsula ;  and  in  the  course  of  con- 
tention with  the  Saracens,  the  Httle  kingdom  enlarged 
its  boundaries  to  the  south  and  west,  took  in  the 
richer  territory  of  Leon  on  its  southern  frontier,  and 
its  monarch  in  time  assumed  the  title  of  King  of 
Leon. 

A  little  later,  other  Christian  kingdoms  began  to 
emerge,  as  the  wave  of  Moorish  dominion  retreated 
from  the  unprofitable  regions  of  northern  Spain. 
On  the  southern  slopes  of  the  Pyrenees,  a  Christian 
nation  was  forming  itself  under  circumstances  some- 
what similar  to  those  in  Asturias.  Confined  at  first 
to  ihe  difficult  country  north  of  the  Ebro,  the  Kings 
of  Navarre  and  Aragon  in  process  of  time  won  the 
land  to  the  south  of  that  river  ;  and  on  the  table- 
land of  central  Spain,  Castile  had  also  come  into  exist- 
ence as  a  kingdom. 

These  Christian  kingdoms  by  no  means  contented 
themselves  with  fighting  against  the  common  enemy, 
and  warfare  against  each  other  was  as  frequent  and  as 
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lierce  na  with  the  Saracens.  Into  tlie  vicissitudes  of 
these  petty  wars  it  is  not  necessary  to  enter  heie. 
SufTicc  it  to  say  tliat  Sanclio,  King  of  Navarre,  at 
his  death  in  lOoo,  liad,  hy  tlie  fortune  of  war,  come 
to  reign  over  tlie  principal  portion  of  free  Christian 
S|)ain.  His  sway  included  what  is  now  French  and 
Spanish  Navarre,  a  part  of  modern  Aragon,  the 
great  corn-growing  upland  plain  which  now  is  more 
or  less  included  in  the  ])rovince  of  Old  Castile,  and 
some  portion  ol"  the  kingdom  of  Leon. 

This  extensive  realm  was  divided  among  three 
sons,  the  most  notable  of  whom  was  Fernando,  whose 
ca})acity  for  war  and  the  kingly  arts  of  intrigue  and 
annexation  elevates  him  somewhat  conspicuously 
above  the  many  warlike  captains  and  ra])acious 
sovereigns  of  that  age  and  country,  and  has  earned 
him  the  title  of  The  Great.  For  Fernando  the  vice- 
royalty  of  Castile  was,  by  the  terms  of  his  father's 
will,  elevated  int(>  a  kingdom  ;  and  the  new  King 
almost  immediately  engaged  in  hostilities  with  the 
soverejfrn  of  Leon  and  Asturias,  and  won  over  him 
the  bloodiest  battle  that  had  yet  1)een  fought  in 
Christian  Spain.  The  Leonese  King  fell,  and  Fernando 
forced  himself  upon  the  peoj)le  of  Leon,  and  assumed 
thereafter  the  title  of  King  of  Leon  and  Castile. 
Shortly  afterwards,  war  broke  out  between  Fernando 
and  his  brother  the  King  of  Navarre.  Again  was 
Fernando  the  victor.  The  King  of  Navjirre  died  on 
tlie  fn'ld,  his  tro()|>s  and  his  Saraeeii  allies  were  com- 
pletely routed,  and  King  Feniando's  moderation,  or 
his  policy,  wa.s  shown  by  hi.s  refusing  the  crown   of 
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Navarre,  thus  easily  within  his  grasp.     He  allowed 
his  bj'other's  son  to  succeed  to  the  throne. 

The  rest  of  King  Fernando's  life  was  occupied 
with  raids,  more  or  less  successful,  into  Saracen 
Portusral  in  the  east,  and  as  far  to  the  west  as 
Valencia ;  but  these  expeditions,  depending  for  their 
success  upon  temporary  dissensions  among  the  Ma- 
hometans, were  of  no  more  lasting  importance  than 
the  many  other  and  similar  marauding  expeditions 
made  by  both  Christian  and  Moslem  in  these  ages 
into  the  heart  of  each  other's  possessions.  With  one 
exception :  the  Portuguese  expedition  yielded  fruit 
in  the  conquest  and  occupation,  in  the  year  1064,^  of 
the  city  of  Coimbra,  in  Portugal,  an  important  strong- 
hold set  in  the  midst  of  the  rich  and  beautiful  valley 
of  the  Mondego.  In  the  following  year  King  Fer- 
nando died,  and,  like  his  own  father,  divided  his 
dominions  among  his  children. 

I  shall  be  forced  to  a  somewhat  fuller  narrative 
of  the  events  which  followed  upon  this  second  parti- 
tion of  the  countrv,  for  in  the  vicissitudes  and  in  the 
fortunes  of  the  rough  soldier-kings  who  divided  King 
Fernando's  dominions  among  them,  are  to  be  found 
the  more  immediate  causes  of  the  rise  of  the  Portu- 
guese monarchy  in  the  succeeding  generation. 

The  King  left  three  sons  and  two  daughters. 
Sancho,  the  eldest  son,  became  King  of  Castile ; 
Alonso  inherited  the  throne  of  Leon  and  of  the 
Asturias  ;  for  Garcia  the  nortli-w^estern  province   of 

'  The  date  of  this,  the  earliest  important  event  in  the  history 
of  Portugal,  is  much  disputed. 
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Oalicia,  wlii*-li  liad  liiliicrlo  l)eL'ii  ;i  \  iccroydlty,  was 
iiuuleiiitn  a  kiiiL^doin  ;  and  the  two  dau^liters  became 
titular  (JueeiKs — the  ekle.st,  Urraea,  of  Zaniora,  and 
Elvira,  <>f  Touro. 

IIi.*itory  is  never  so  apt  to  the  proverbial  re})etition 
of  itself  as  in  such  rude  times  as  these,  wliere  tlie 
pai*isions  ol"  mankind  are  not  complicated  with  the 
tastes  and  the  repulsions,  the  convictions  and  tlie 
ideas,  which  a  course  of  civilization  and  culture  en- 
}_'en<lers.  The  new  j)artition  of  the  country  led,  as  it 
had  done  before,  to  dissension  and  to  war.  A  bloody 
battle  shortly  to(»k  place  between  Alonso  of  Leon  and 
his  brother  of  Castile,  and  the  battle  went  against  the 
Kin^'of  Loon  ;  but  he  retired  to  his  capital  unpursued 
by  his  i)rothcr.  Kiii^^  Alonso,  destined  to  hi^h 
fortunes,  was  destined  also  to  reach  tliem  through  a 
serii's  of  strange  reverses.  A  year  or  two  afterwards 
hostilities  again  broke  out ;  and  tliis  time  Alonso, 
assisted  by  a  great  body  of  Oalician  troojKS,  probably 
furni.shed  by  his  brother  Garcia,  won  the  day,  but 
again  the  advantage  was  not  decisive. 

It  is  on  this  occasion  that  the  annalist  corro- 
borates the  romantic  legend  of  the  poets,  liuy  Dias, 
the  Cid,  wa.M  among  the  officers  and  counsellors  of 
the  defeated  King  Sancho.  Ii  is  related  that,  after 
the  battle,  he  advised  his  ma.ster  to  make  a  renewed 
attack  by  night  upon  the  victorious  Leonese.  The 
stratagem  wjis  succe.ssful,  and  the  Castilians  in  their 
turn  gainifl  the  victory.  King  Alonso  liimsclf  fell  a 
pri.Honer,  was  carried  in  trium|)li  |..  I'.urgos,  the  Cas- 
tihan   cajiital.   and  was   sid)scfpu'ntly  thrust  into   tlie 
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Convent  of  Sahagun,  and  forced  to  assume  tlie  cowl. 
From  this  confinement  the  King  of  Leon  escaped  by 
the  help  of  his  sister  Urraca,  Queen  of  Zamora,  and, 
llying  to  Toledo,  he  obtained  the  protection  of 
the  powerful  Emir,  Al-Mfinion,  the  ancient  ally  of 
his  father. 

The  immediate  result  to  Urraca  of  her  favouring 
of  the  weaker  brother  was  the  siege  of  her  capital 
Zamora  by  the  offended  Sancho — a  leaguer  as  famous 
in  song  as  it  was  important  in  history ;  for  while  the 
ballads  recount  the  romantic  prowess  of  the  Cid, 
the  chroniclers  join  with  them  in  recording  an  event 
which  led  to  a  complete  revolution  in  the  affairs  of 
northern  Spain.  A  Zamoran  knight,  watching  the 
hostile  lines  fi-oni  the  battlements  of  the  city,  saw 
King  Sancho  passing  incautiously  near  to  the  walls, 
mounted  his  horse,  set  his  spear  in  rest,  and  charged 
furiously  upon  the  Castilian  King.  Sancho  received 
a  mortal  w^ound,  and  the  Zamoran  knight  returned 
unhurt  into  the  city.  The  death  of  their  leader  dis- 
concerted the  besiegers.  The  siege  was  raised,  and 
Queen  Urraca  lost  no  time  in  communicating  with  her 
favourite  brother,  and  advising  him  to  claim  the 
vacant  throne.  Alonso,  hurrying  from  the  Court  of 
his  Saracen  host,  received  at  Zamora  the  renewed 
allegiance  of  his  former  Leonese  subjects. 

Alonso  thus  became,  by  his  elder  brother's  death. 
King  of  Leon,  of  Castile,  and — by  the  seizure  of 
Garcia's  kingdom — of  Galicia,  including,  as  this  latter 
kingdom  did,  a  large  portion  of  northern  Portugal. 
Almost  the  whole  of  his  long  reign  was  occupied  with 
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Will-  against  lliu  l^aracc'Ub.  Dissensions  among  the 
Moslem  rnlers  of  Spain,  qnite  as  much  perhaps  as 
their  own  warhke  capacity,  befriended  the  Christian 
soldiers  and  their  cliief.  Toledo,  the  ancient  seat  of 
Visigoth  rule,  and  now  a  centre  of  Moslem  learning 
and  government,  fell  into  the  King's  hands,  and 
became  the  caj)ital  of  Leon  and  Castile,  lint  that 
this  ascendency  of  the  Christians  was  not  entirely 
due  to  the  superiority  of  their  arms,  is  proved  clearly 
enough  by  the  issue  of  the  great  battle  of  Zalaca,  near 
Badajos.  Here  Alonso  found  himself  opi)osed  by  the 
famous  Almbravidian  Emir  Yusuf.  Contemporary 
chroniclers,  Moorish  and  Christian,  have,  no  doubt, 
us  usual,  innnensely  exaggerated  the  numbers  engaged 
on  each  side,  but  it  is  certain  tliat  the  whole  lighting 
power  of  the  Peninsula,  Christian  and  Moslem,  met 
on  the  field  of  Zalaca  ;  and,  what  is  significant  of 
the  curious  state  of  the  country,  and  is  evidence  that 
religion  went  for  little  in  these  early  contests  between 
men  of  the  rival  faiths,  it  is  related  that  while  bands 
uf  Christian  knights  had  engaged  themselves  on  the 
Emir's  side,  no  less  than  tliirty  thousand  Moslem 
troops  fought  under  the  banners  of  the  Christian  King. 
The  battle  raged  all  day,  and  by  nightfall  the 
Lconese  and  Castilian  lines  had  been  broken,  the 
rout  became  complete,  and,  by  the  admission  even 
of  Christian  chroniclers,  the  slaughter  was  enor- 
mous. Fortune,  however,  which  had  befriended 
King  Alon.so  before,  did  not  wh(jlly  desert  him  now. 
Tidings  from  his  African  home,  requiring  the  imme- 
diate presence  of  Yusuf  in  Africa,  reached  the  Almora- 
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vidian  cliief  in  tlie  very  hour  of  his  victory.  Tlie 
prosecution  of  tlie  campaign  was  left  to  a  Heutenant, 
and  the  opportunity  of  curbing  and  perhaps  of  com- 
pletely crushing  the  power  of  the  Christians  in  Spain 
was  for  the  time  lost  to  the  Saracens. 

The  latter  part  of  King  Alonso's  reign  and  life 
was  passed  without  any  further  great  change  of 
fortune.  With  the  internal  affairs  of  the  Leonese 
monarchy  we  have  now  to  concern  ourselves. 

Durino-  the  Ions  wars  of  the  eleventh  century, 
the  Christian  Courts  and  camps  of  Spain  had  been  at- 
tracting all  that  was  adventurous  in  the  chivalry  of 
Europe.  At  the  Court  of  King  Alonso  two  French 
knights  of  the  princely  house  of  Burgundy  had  made 
their  appearance.  Count  Raymond  and  Count  Henry 
were  first  cousins,  and  both  princes  quickly  obtained 
the  favour  of  the  Leonese  King.  To  Raymond,  the 
eldest,  he  gave  in  marriage  Urraca,  his  daughter  by 
Queen  Constance ;  on  Count  Henry  he  bestowed 
another  and  illegitimate  daughter,  Tareja,  the  child 
of  Ximena  Nunes,  a  Spanish  lady  of  noble  birth.  To 
Count  Raymond  he  confided  the  important  govern- 
ment of  Galicia  and  Portugal,  but  the  hands  of  the 
young  Burgimdian  Count  were  by  no  means  strong 
enough  to  retain  a  firm  grasp  on  this  outlying  depen- 
dency. 

In  the  spring  of  1095  Count  Raymond  marched 
southward  towards  the  Saracen  frontier,  gathering  to 
his  standard  a  large  army,  the  flower  of  the  Gahcian 
and  Portuguese  chivalry.  He  reached  the  Tagus, 
and  entrenched  himself  in  the  peninsula  formed  by 
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the  Atlantic  on  one  side  and  the  broad  estuary  of  the 
Ta«nis  on  the  otlier — a  spot  wliich  lias  sinee  become 
meiuorable  in  military  annals,  as  being  that  whereon 
WeUin«4on  formed  the  famous  defensive  lines  of 
Torres  Vedras. 

The  troops  of  Count  Raymond,  however,  found  no 
protection  in  the  trij)le  lines  of  hills  which  cross  the 
neck  of  the  peninsula.  Ilis  trooj)s  were  suddenly 
surrounded,  says  the  Compostellan  chronicler,  by 
an  inunense  multitude  of  Saracen  fij^diting  men,  Ray- 
mond's^ army  was  overthrown,  and  slaughter  and 
captivity  were  the  lot  of  the  Christian  warriors. 

It  was  no  iloubt  in  consequence  of  this  reverse 
that  Count  Henry,  the  husband  of  the  bastard  Tareja, 
was  deemed  fitter  to  hold  the  outlying  province  than 
his  cousin  ;  and  while  Raymond's  viceroyalty  was, 
slu)rtly  after  his  defeat,  limited  to  the  Galician 
])rovince,  Henry  was  made  governor  of  the  whole  of 
Portugal  between  the  Minho  and  the  Tagus. 

During  the  first  years  of  Count  Henry's  reign  the 
stonn.s  of  Saracen  conflict  were  sweeping  over 
southern  and  eastern  Spain  ;  but  the  new  ruler  was 
j)ro])ably  engaged,  to  judge  from  the  scanty  mention 
of  him  by  the  chroniclers,  rather  in  strengthening  his 
own  government  than  in  any  oflensive  action  against 
the  Moors. 

Count  Raymond  died  in  1107,  and  two  years 
afterwards  King  Alonso  also  died,  leaving  his 
daughter  Urraca,  Raymond's  widow,  then  about 
nineteen  years  of  age,  the  successor  to  the  crown. 
She  had  one  .son,  Alonso  Raimundes,  a  <liild  of  three. 
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and  with  tlie  common  testamentary  fatuity  of  absolnte 
sovereio-ns,  tlie  succession  to  the  crown  vras  to 
devolve  npon  this  infant  in  case  of  the  re-marriage 
of  Urraca.  The  yonng  widow  lost  little  time  in 
effecting  this  contingent  reversion  in  her  child's 
favour,  by  contracting  a  marriage  Avith  the  neigh- 
bouring sovereign,  Alonso  of  Aragon,  a  young  prince 
whose  activity  in  war  liad  already  obtained  for  liim 
the  title  of  El  Lidador — The  Warrior.  With  the  full 
consent  of  t]ie  nobles,  who  expected  to  find  in  so  war- 
hke  a  prince  a  successful  leader  in  their  constant 
warfare  with  tlie  Moors,  Alonso  El  Lidador  at  once 
assumed  the  crown  of  Leon  and  Castile ;  but  the 
clergy  opposed  the  marriage  on  the  ground  of  con- 
sanguinity, and  the  distant  province  of  Galicia, 
whither  Urraca  had  sent  her  child,  broke  into  a 
rebeUion,  instigated  by  the  hidalgos  who  composed 
the  household  of  the  infant  prince.  The  revolt  con- 
tinued, notwithstanding  the  violence  and  cruelty  of 
the  Ara^onese  Kinfj,  who  is  related  to  have  killed 
with  his  hunting-spear  a  noble  Galician  while  Urraca 
was  in  the  act  of  interceding  for  his  hfe.  Baffled  in 
his  attempts  to  subdue  the  rebelhon,  the  King  retired 
to  his  own  dominions. 

The  period  of  five  years  that  followed  is  occupied 
by  the  dissensions  and  intrigues  of  the  principal 
characters  of  the  age.  The  brutahty  of  the  Arago- 
nese  King  lost  him  almost  immediately  the  love  and 
the  fidelity  of  Urraca,  and  the  loyalty  of  his  new  sub- 
jects. Queen  Urraca,  possessing  the  inconstancy  and 
capriciousness  of  her  sex  and  lier  age,  possessed  also 


tho  nii»l)itit)ii  Mild  disloyally  wliicli  wvro  cluiraeteris- 
tic  of  most  ol  llie  eneruetic  sovereij^ns  of  the  time. 
TTor  patent  amours  ^vitli  a  Oastilian  iioMeinan  were 
probably  the  cause  of  the  King's  insultiuLj  her  with  a 
blow  before  the  assembled  Court,  and  imprisoning 
her  at  Castellar.  The  quarrel  was  appeased  for  the 
time  by  the  nobles,  but  the  Queen's  treacherous 
nature,  and  her  desire  for  further  vengeance  upon 
her  husband,  led  her  to  send  a  message  to  the 
guardians  of  her  child,  still  in  Galicia,  and  to  stir  up 
a  fresh  revolt  in  that  province. 

Count  Henry  of  Portuiral  had  lonj?  before  entered 
into  a  secret  alliance  with  the  King  of  Aragon  against 
Urraca  ;  but  at  the  invitation  of  the  infuriated  Queen 
he  readily  abandoned  the  husband,  to  ally  himself  to 
the  wife's  interest,  in  the  prospect  of  better  furthering 
his  own  ;  but  the  shrewd  and  cautious  Count  of 
Portugal  had  forgotten  to  allow  for  the  caprice  and 
for  the, envy  of  a  woman.  The  growing  strength  of 
Count  TTenry's  position  in  Portugal  began  probably 
to  alarm  her  ambition,  and  the  clironicler  tells  us 
that  I'rraca's  jeah)usy  was  arouse<l  by  hearing  her 
.sister  Tareja,  Henry's  wife,  spoken  of  l)y  her  own 
subjects  as  (iucen.'  She  reconciled  herself  suddenly 
with  her  husband,  to  the  discomfiture  of  her  new 
ally  ;  l)ut  by  this  time  friends  and  foes  had  probably 
got  to  perceive  the  nnstableness  of  her  character. 
She  was  dangerous  to  plot  with  or  against;  and  this 
is,  no  doubt,  one  raiiso  of  the  iniovontfulncss  of  her 

'   '  T>a  mujcr  do]  condo  rra  ya  llaTiiada  do  las  snyafl  reyna  lo 
qual  oyendo  la  reyna  nial  Ic  sahia.' — Chroniclf  of  Sahagun. 
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reign   and   the   iinfriiitfulness  of  lier  long   series    of 
perfidies  and  intrigues. 

These  various  plots  and  counterplots  were  inter- 
rupted by  the  death  of  Count  Henry  of  Portugal  in 
1114.  Tareja  was  left  a  widow  witli  an  infant  and 
only  son.  This  child  was  Alfonso  Henriquez,  des- 
tined to  become  the  first  and  most  famous  of  a  line 
of  famous  sovereigns  and  conquerors. 

Tareja,  the  bastard  daughter  of  the  Castilian  King, 
was  probably  at  the  time  of  her  husband's  death  not 
much  more  than  thirty  years  of  age.  The  chroniclers, 
one  and  all,  describe  her  as  possessed  of  singular  beauty 
and  attractiveness,  and  as  having  a  character  marked 
by  astuteness  and  energy.  As  a  ruler  she  was  am- 
bitious but  over-cautious,  and,  like  her  half-sister 
Urraca,  more  inclined  to  win  her  way  by  intrigue 
than  by  boldness  ;  and  she  never,  during  her  long 
reign,  willingly  committed  her  fortunes  to  the  chances 
of  war. 

I  pass  over  briefly  the  years  occupied  by  the  reign 
of  Urraca,  Queen  or  Eegent  of  Leon  and  Castile.  The 
King  of  Aragon  was  engaged  during  all  this  time 
witli  Saracenic  warfare  to  the  east  and  south,  and 
only  occasionally  thought  fit  to  invade  liis  now 
divorced  wife's  kingdom.  Tareja.  had  promoted  her 
lover,  Fernando  Peres,  to  a  position  in  the  state 
almost  as  high  as  that  which  had  been  occupied  by 
her  husband,  the  Count  of  Portugal.  She  slightly 
extended  her  possessions  to  the  north,  into  Galicia, 
and  thereby  gave  her  sister  and  suzerain  a  pretext 
for  invading  her  territory. 

c 


18  rt)RTT:r.AL  :     OLD    AND   M-\V. 

In  tlie  short  canipaiLiii  wliicli  ensued,  in  tlie  rir- 
ruinstances  whicli  led  to  it,  and  tlie  events  whirh 
followed,  a  new  aetor,  Gelniires.  l^isliop  of  Santiatio  de 
('oni])ostella  in  Galicia,  played  a  most  im])ortant  part. 
Tin's  wilv.  anihitions,  and  turbulent  cliurclinian,  the 
])rinie  mover  in  the  affairs  of  Leon  and  Poi-tugal 
(luiin<z several  years,  whose  vanity  seems  to  have  been 
as  rons])ieuous  as  his  other  ill  qualities,  has  left,  in 
the  well-known  '  Ilistoria  Compostellana,'  drawn  up 
at  his  eommand  and  for  his  own  glorification,  almost 
the  only,  and  far  the  best,  contem})orary  record  of 
this  period  which  we  possess.  In  this  chronicle  the 
naive  immorality  of  the  times  is  curiously  evidenced 
by  the  manner  in  Avhich  the  unscrupulous  disloyalty 
and  double-dealing  of  its  hero  are  set  down  by  the 
annalist  as  proofs  of  his  j)alron'a  dexterity  and 
policy. 

Gelmires  procured  war-<T;dleys  from  Genoa, 
manned  them  with  hardy  Galician  boatmen,  and 
harassed  the  Saracens  of  the  south  coast  with  a  kind 
of  naval  raid  from  which  the  Christians  had  them- 
selves long  been  sulTerers  at  the  hands  of  the  Moslems. 
He  made  Ids  influence  strongly  felt  thrrnighout  the 
wliolc  north-west  of  Spain.  The  shrine  of  St.  James 
of  Com])ostelIa.  then,  and  perhaps  still,  the  most 
famous  in  Christendom,  annually  attracted  crowds  of 
nil'frims  of  every  dcLH'ee,  and  was  the  source  of  a 
large  revenue  to  the  Conij)ostellaii  See.  Their  protec- 
tion against  Moorish  attack  led,  fifty  years  afterwards, 
fo  the  institution  of  the  famous-  Militant  Order  of 
Conij»o><t('llan   Knights,  and    the  service    was  at    this 
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time  performed  by  a  body  of  armed  men  under  the 
orders  of  the  Bishop.  Gehnires  increased  the  number 
and  improved  the  discipline  of  tliese  troops  till  they 
attained  to  the  numbers  and  organisation  of  an  army. 
Many  of  the  noblest  Galician  knights  enrolled  them- 
selves under  his  banners  ;  and  wlien  Urraca  proposed 
to  invade  her  sister's  territories,  she  invoked,  ratlier 
than  commanded,  the  aid  of  this  powerful  prelate, 
her  nominal  subject. 

The  chronicle  tells  us  that  he  was  divided  in  his 
mind  on  the  subject.  He  had  already  fomented  civij 
war  in  Urraca's  Galician  provinces,  favouring  the  now 
strong  party  which  rallied  round  her  son,  the  Infante 
Alonso  Eaimundes,  and  siding  with  Tareja.  Urraca, 
however,  was  now  in  Galicia  with  an  army.  He 
feared  to  provoke  her  too  far.  Urraca  had  craftily 
encouraged  the  citizens  of  Compostella  in  their  re- 
sistance to  the  Bishop  ;  they  had  already  formed 
themselves  into  a  guild  or  Hermandad,  one  of  those 
burghers'  leagues  which  afterwards  spread  tlirougli 
Spain,  and  whose  influence  has  lasted  to  this  day. 
Gelmires  was  forced  to  side  Avith  Queen  Urraca.  He 
enc(.'uraged  her  to  invade  Portugal,  not  sorry  pro- 
bably to  see  the  Leonese  arms  and  the  ambition  of 
Urraca's  adventurous  barons  diverted  from  Gahcia 
and  from  his  see. 

Urraca  invaded  Portugal,  and  Gelmires — this 
'  episcopal  Mephistopheles,'  as  he  is  angrily  called 
by  a  sedate  Portuguese  historian — joined,  Avith  little 
pressing  from  the  Queen,  an  expedition  against  his 
former  ally.     The  armies  of  tlie  rival  sister  Queens 
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met  on  tlie  banks  of  the  Minlio,  near  Tiiy:  Tareja 
was  worsted  ;  lier  troops  Avere  routed,  and  slie  her- 
self, llyinuf  for  lier  Hfe,  took  refuge  in  tlie  Castle  of  Lan- 
hoso.  UrraOa  besieged  the  castle,  ahd  took  her  sister 
prisoner;  but  this  capricious,  and — if  we  may  judge 
her  to  be  so  from  one  or  two  incidental  allusions 
by  the  chroniclers — this  somewhat  tehder-hearted 
sovereign,  did  not  choose  to  push  her  advantage  as 
far  as  the  scant  lunuanitv  of  the  times  miufht  have 
allowed.  Tareja  and  Urraca  negotiated  a  treaty  of 
peace,  by  which  Tareja  was  left  in  little  worse  a 
position  than  before  the  campaign ;  and  Urraca, 
thinking  the  moment  propitious  for  an  attempt  to 
check  the  ambition  of  Gelmires,  her  secret  enemy 
and  professed  ally,  suddenly  thre\v  the  Bishop  into 
jjrison.  But  she  had  not  calcidated  upojl  all  the 
power  of  the  ecclesiastic.  Her  own  son,  the  Infante, 
had  come  strongly  under  the  Bishop's  influence,  and 
he  slirewdlv  jiuessed  that  his  interests  had  more  in 
connnon  with  those  of  Grelmires  than  witli  those  of 
an  aml)itious  Queen-mother.  The  Infante  drew  off 
liis  troops  ;  tlie  ])rincipal  nobles  joined  him;  and  in 
less  than  a  wrek  Oalicia  Was  in  revolt,  and  Urraca 
was  compelled  to  release  the  })rclate. 

in  tlie  year  112G  died  Queen  Urraca,  and  the 
immediate  consequence  was  that  tlie  whole  of  the 
powerful  <'hivalry  of  Leijn  and  Castile,  divided  till 
nf)W  in  their  allegiance  between  mother  and  son,  went 
over  in  a  body  to  the  ])arty  of  the  young  King. 
From  this  time  forward  he  was  tlie  most  powerful 
Christian    monarch     of   Sj)aiii.      In    Portugal,   allairs 
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Avere  unsettled.  Tlie  Infanta  Tareja  had  aroused  the 
Jealonsy  of  the  Portuguese  1)y  the  favour  shown  to 
her  lover,  Fernando  Peres/  and  his  Galician  relations 
and  friends.  The  country  was  ill  governed,  and  the 
weakness  of  a  ruler  in  statesmanship  and  war  meant, 
in  those  times,  danger  of  disastrous  invasion  from 
every  powerful  neighbour.  Tareja  was  imprudent 
enouuh  to  refuse  her  allesfiance  to  the  new  Kins;  of 
Leon.  A  destructive  invasion  of  her  territories  was 
the  immediate  consequence,  and  she  was  compelled 
to  admit  his  rightful  suzerainty  over  the  Province  of 
Portugal.  She  had  jealously  kept  her  son  apart 
from  any  share  in  the  government,  but  the  heir  to 
the  throne  bes^an  to  attract  the  attention  of  the 
dissatisfied  nobles. 

The  time  has  now  arrived  to  say  something  of 
Prince  Affonso  Henriquez.  It  is,  unfortunately,  the 
common  way  of  early  annahsts  and  chroniclers  to 
touch  very  lightly  on  the  personal  traits  of  the 
characters  in  their  narrative,  which  to  inquirers  of  a 
later  age  are  of  paramount  interest  and  importance  ; 
and  the  young  Prince  of  Portugal  fares  little  better 

'  ."Some  Poi'tuguese  writers  have  contended  warmly  for  the 
legitimacy  of  the  connection  between  Feraando  and  Tareja.  He 
was  certainly,  however,  not  her  husband.  There  is  no  contem- 
porary mention  of  a  marriage.  She  indeed  calls  herself  in  one 
charter-gi-ant,  a  Galician  one,  'Comitis  Henrici  quondam  uxor 
nunc  vero  comitis  Femandi,'  but  this  proves  nothing  but  her 
wish  for  good  fame.  In  no  contemporary  Portuguese  charter 
does  she  so  designate  herself.  The  Historia  ComjJosffUfma 
distinctly  says  : — '  Ego  qui  relicta  sua  legitima  uxore  cum  matre 
ipsius  infantis  Regina  Tarasia  tunc  adultei'abatur.'  This  would 
seem  to  be  quite  conclusive. 
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than  tlie  many  fiLTures  of  sovereigns,  warriors,  ami 
churclinicMi  wliich  (ill  their  scanty  historical  can- 
vases ;  bnt  Allbnso  Henrique/  made  too  dee])  a 
mark  not  to  have  h'ft  some  trace  of  his  individuahty 
even  in  the  dry  narratives  of  the  chroniclers,  and  we 
can  <ralher  a  trait  hero  and  there  wherewith  to  make 
u\)  a  ])iecework  ])ortrait  wlii<h  shall  even  now  possess 
some  lifeHke  features. 

At  tlie  time  of  his  aunt  T'rraca's  death,  the  prince 
was  seventeen  years  old.  Even  at  tliis  early  age  he 
had  taken  ])art  in  the  annual  border  (iLditing  with 
Sj)aniards  on  the  north  and  east,  and  witii  Saracens  in 
the  south.  'JMie  j)erilous  state  of  the  country,  and 
])erliai)s  his  own  and)iti()ri,  had  led  to  his  receiving 
the  order  <»f  kiiiLihthood  at  the  uniisuallv  early  ai^e 
of  iburteen.  Tinee  years  of  incessant  adventure 
and  ])eril  liad  deve]oi)ed  tlie  character  and  shown  the 
higii  (|u;dilies  of  the  Infante.  lie  was  already  a 
captain  whom  his  men  could  follow  into  action  with 
enthnsiasiu,  ami  in  whose  good  judgment,  and  in  the 
very  graces  of  his  manner  and  person,  they  could 
discern  the  nire  rpialities  of  a  leader  of  men.  Writ- 
ing of  him  at  this  jx-riod,  a  nearly  contem])f)rarv  diro- 
nich'r  fells  us  that  the  pi'ince  was  a  skilful  and  \aliaut 
knight,  accomplished  and  persuasive  in  sj>ee(;h,  most 
politic  in  his  ontei'prises.  of  a  high  gcMiius.  Tioble  in 
bodilv  proportion-^,  and  of  a  \'erv  comelv  j)resence. 
\i  a  somewhat  later  date,  when  he  had  already 
redeeme(|  the  high  promise  of  his  youth,  another 
monkish  writer  of  the  ])eriod  somewhat  iv])roaches 
him  with  his  ardent  temperament  and  love  of  udveu- 
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tiire.  The  youth,  he  tells  us,  though  already  well 
skilled  in  the  art  of  ruling,  is  yet  over-fond  of  fame, 
and  is  used  to  be  carried  away,  like  an  over-light 
arrow,  by  every  breath  of  heaven.^  This  mobile  and 
ambitious  temperament  and  this  restless  energy,  httle 
as  they  might  recommend  themselves  in  the  eyes  of  a 
monk,  were  yet  the  very  quahties  to  save  a  country 
in  such  a  critical  emergency  as  Portugal  was  now 
undergoing.  Never  till  now  had  the  province  been 
so  threatened  witli  damper  from  without  and  within. 

The  differences  between  Tareja  and  the  nobles 
under  the  Infante  quickly  resolved  themselves  into 
war,  and  a  battle  was  fouoht  on  tlie  field  of  San 
Mamede,  near  Guimaraens,  the  then  capital  of  Portu- 
gal. Tareja  and  her  lover  were  routed  and  expelled 
from  the  kingdom,  and  a  single  day's  battle  placed 
the  rule  in  the  hands  of  Affonso  Henriquez.  Two 
years  after  this,  Tareja  died  in  exile. 

Affonso  Henriquez  owed  an  inherited  allegiance 
to  his  cousin,  tlie  King  of  Leon,  and  it  has  been 
supposed  to  have  been  his  desire  to  shake  off  this  tie 
which  induced  him  to  invade  his  cousin's  Galician 
provinces  in  the  following  spring;  but  it  was  pro- 
bably nothing  but  the  fire  and  imprudence  of  youth 
Avhich  led  him  to  this  rash  enterprise.  The  King  of 
Leon,  elsewhere  engaged  in  warfare,  deputed  to 
Archbishop  Gelmires  the  opposing  of  the  Portuguese 
raid,  but  the  cautious  churchman  held  back.     He  was, 

'  '  Qui  juvenis  etsi  regencli  imperii  Ijene  sciolus  tamen  amove 
laiidis  ardenter  plenus  ad  quoscunque  aurje  flatus  vit  ariuido  fragilis 
fei-ebatur.'     Ancient  document  quoted  by  Branda.  j 
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or  mniH'  |)r(il)al)ly  ho  ieiiiiK'd  to  he,  ill,  ;iih1  dis()l)eyc(l 
the  onU'T  ;  and  Alloiiso  IIouii(iiiez  carried  lire  and 
sword  tlirouLrh  OaHcia  unresisted.  In  tlie  followin*^ 
year  lie  au'ain  invaded  Galieia,  was  repulsed  l»y  his 
old  enemy,  Count  Fernando  Peres,  (Ui  the  frtmtier, 
renewed  the  attack,  and  defeated  tlie  Galicians.  ( )ii 
tliis  occasiojj  Afl'nnso  IIenri(iuez  hiiilt  a  castle  at 
Celmes,  in  that  province,  jtrovisioncd  and  garrisoned 
it.  From  this  Galician  raid,  or  from  a  similar  and 
]>revious  one.  he  was  recalled  into  PortULjal  by  the 
ijrowint:  power  of  Jiermudo,  a  brother  of  (Ntunt 
Fernanilo.  This  nol)l(Mnan,  risiuLf  to  influence  during 
his  brother's  ascendency,  had  fortified  himself  in  the 
C'astle  of  Seia,  near  the  Spanish  frontier,  among  the 
fastnesses  of  the  great  Estrella  range  of  mountains, 
the  wild<\st  and  most  inaecessi])le  in  the  whole  west- 
erji  IV-ninsula.  Here,  siiirounded  by  a  race  of 
hardy  and  wai'like  iTiouiitaiueers,  he  thought  it  safe 
to  defy  the  poNscr  of  Hie  iNirtugiM'se  prince.  AHbnso 
llcnrifjuez  sought  him  out  in  the  I'ecesses  of  the 
mountains,  besieged  and  took  Seia  by  a  c/zy  di  hki'ih 
and  e.xpelli'd  H(M'mudo  froni  INntugal.  Tn  tlie  mean- 
time the  yo'ing  |»riuce  had  himself  roused  the  appre- 
hensions or  the  indignation  (tf  the  King  of  Leon,w]io, 
with  a  numerous  army,  marched  ia|)idlv  towards 
(Tali<'ia,  and  laid  siege  to  Celmes  in  ihe  absence  of 
the  Portuguese  princ<'.  In  a  few  days,  and  after  serious 
loss  to  its  garri-^on,  (\'hne>  fell  into  the  hands  of  the 
Ix^onese  King. 

It  will   be  well   to   pause  here   f<»r  an   instant,   to 
consider  the  precarious  position   of  tin-  young  prince 
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and  of  liis  people.  At  tliis  time  tlie  Leonese  and 
Castilian  nation  was  growing  yeai'ly  in  extent  and 
power.  Under  a  warlike  leader  they  had  carried 
their  victories  beyond  tlie  Ebro  in  the  west,  and  the 
supremacy  of  tlie  King  of  Leon  had  been  acknow- 
ledged by  the  Navarrese  and  by  the  Court  of  Barce- 
lona, and  even  in  the  lands  beyond  tlie  Pyrenees. 
His  great  rival  the  Kino-  of  Aragon,  El  Lidador,  was 
now  dead  ;  his  successor  had  hastened  to  give  in  his 
submission  to  Kini?  Alonso  Eaimundes,  and  with  tlie 
exception  of  the  one  small  quasi-independent  province 
of  Portugal,  there  was  in  all  Christian  Spain  no  one  to 
dispute  the  ascendency  of  the  Leonese.  Their  King's 
dominion  was  as  wide  as  that  of  Fernando  the  Great, 
and  he  now  assumed  without  opposition  the  title  of 
Emperor. 

With  such  powerful  and  aggressive  neighbours 
on  the  eastern  and  northern  frontier  of  Portugal,  an 
enemy  lay  over  the  southern  border,  more  terrible  to 
the  Portuguese  even  than  the  Christian  chivalry  of 
Spain,  for  they  were  more  implacable,  as  being  enemies 
of  their  faith  as  well  as  of  their  race  ;  more  numerous, 
fo!  they  had  increased  and  multiplied  exceedingly  in 
the  great  plain  of  southern  Portugal,  rich  in  corn- 
lands  and  olive-groves  ;  and  they  could  draw  to  their 
standards,  on  the  emergency  of  battle,  huge  armies 
of  disciplined  men  from  the  adjacent  Andalusian 
provinces,  and  even  from  Morocco  itself.  Hemmed 
in,  between  Spaniards  on  the  one  side  and  Saracens 
on  the  other,  the  country  ruled  over  by  AfTonso 
Henriquez  was  in   extent  a    mere  province,  a  large 
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j)art  of  whose  surface  was  occii])ie(l  by  heatli  and 
wood  and  iiioimtaiii.  The  Portu«ial  ol"  Allbiifso  lieu- 
ri(|ue/  eomprised  ouly  tlu>  three  uortlieru  proviuces 
out  of  the  six  into  whicli  uioderu  Portugal  is  divided. 
A  hroad  frontier  band  of  hill  anil  hu'est,  untenanted 
by  uuiu  and  wasted  by  the  annual  passage  of  Moorish 
and  Christian  raiding  parties,  separated  the  two  races. 
This  desolated  band  of  country  occupied  the  northern 
j)ortion  of  wiuit  is  now  the  })rovince  of  Portuguese 
Estreniadnra,  and  it  stretched  fioni  the  shores  of  the 
Atlantic  to  where  the  ini])a.ssable  highlands  of  the 
P^strella  contiiuied  the  border  wilderness  in  a  iiortli- 
ciisterly  direction  till  it  reached  the  S})anish  mountain 
ranges. 

At  Soure,  in  this  desert,  a  few  miles  south  of 
Coind)ra,  tlic  Knights  TeiHj)lars  had  adventurously 
l)uilt  themselves  a  fortress  ;  but  this  outpost  of  the 
Cliristians  was  not  enough  to  check  the  Saracen 
invasions.  A  broad  patii  lay  open  to  tlieni  in  tlie 
easier  plain  country  between  Soure  and  the  sea- 
l)oard  ;  and  while  the  Christian  border  was  thus  ill 
defended,  the  Saracens  held  fortified  positions  of 
great  strength  on  tiicii-  side  of  the  iVontier  desert. 
One  strong:  fortress  lay  secure  from  attack  in 
the  steep  granite  range  of  Cintra,  close  to  tlie  sea. 
Lisbon,  alreafly  a  ]»opu]ous  city,  and  surrounded  with 
fortifications  built  wilh  all  the  arlilice  of  Moorish 
Hrcliit('<*turr,  was  aiiolhrr  dcicnsi\('  position;  jnid 
tlir  rily  of  Santarcm.  a  few  league's  l«»  the  north  of 
Lisbon,  was  a  third  stronghold,  the  nearest  and  most 
threatening  to  Christian  territory. 
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To  guard  the  easy  approach  to  his  dominions,  the 
PortuiTuese  ruler  chose  as  the  site  of  a  new  fortress 
the  tall  hill  of  Leiria  (due  south  of  Soiire),  which 
rises  from  what  is  comparatively  a  plain  country, 
lying  between  Soure  and  the  sea.  Here  he  built  a 
castle,  garrisoned  it  with  a  picked  garrison,  and  left  it 
in  charge  of  the  most  renowned  among  his  captains, 
Paio  Gutteres. 

While  the  Governor  of  Leiria  Avas  employed  in 
harrying  the  unbelievers  with  raids  from  this  fortress, 
the  Prince  himself  had  again  invaded  Galicia,  and 
in  the  well-contested  battle  of  Cerneja  had  utterly 
routed  the  troops  of  Leon  ;  but  in  the  very  moment 
of  victory  he  was  recalled  by  the  news  of  disaster  on 
the  southern  frontier.  The  Saracens,  harassed  and 
irritated  by  the  vexatious  incursions  of  the  governor 
of  Leiria,  had  besieged  that  fortress  ;  and  the  news 
that  now  reached  the  Portus^uese  ruler  was  that  of 
the  fall  of  Leiria  and  the  slaughter  of  its  garrison. 
Intelhgence  also  came  to  him  that  the  Emperor  was 
advancing  by  forced  marches  from  Zamora,  in  Leon, 
gathering  together  an  overwhelmingly  numerous  army, 
and  bent  on  revenging  tlie  defeat  of  his  people  at 
Cerneja. 

It  was  a  critical  moment,  and  the  course  of  affairs 
seemed  to  l)e  inevitably  hastening  to  a  catastro])he 
fatal  to  the  hopes  of  Portuguese  independence ;  but 
this  was  not  to  be,  and  events  in  a  distant  and  foreign 
country  had  long  Ijeen  preparing  the  Avay  for  a  sud- 
den and  unlooked-for  turn  in  tlie  afiairs  of  Portugal. 

It  is  quite  necessary  to  glance  at  these  events.     In 
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Malionu'tan  Sj):iin,  llio  warliko  sect  ol'tlie  Aluioiax  ides, 
invited  into  Sj)aiii  some  lil'ty  years  before  to  stiin 
tlie  tidi'  of  Cliristian  eoiHiiiest,  had  done  so  most 
L'flectnally  (as  ^ve  have  already  seen)  at  tlie  great 
hattk'  of  Zalaea,  fatal  to  tlie  chivalry  of  Leon.  After 
this,  tlie  Almoravides,  tiirniiiLT  their  arms  airainst 
their  own  allies,  had  overcome  the  Moorish  rulers  of 
S|)ain  t)ne  after  another,  and  established  their  supre- 
macy over  the  whole  Moslem  Peninsula  ;  hut  now 
the  state  of  aO'airs  was  ajiain  changed.  Half  a  cen- 
tury of  jxiwer  had  lessened  the  first  austerity  of  the 
Almoravides,  and  weakened  their  iullueiice,  both 
in  Morocco  and  in  the  Peninsular  provinces.  There 
was  abundant  room  for  social,  and  foi'  ])olitical,  and 
for  religious  reform  ;  and  such  reform  came  about  in 
the  sudden  and  subversive  manner  which  is  character- 
istic of  ( )ri('iital  life. 

'I'he  son  of  a  s«'ivant  in  a  mosque,  a  lierber  of 
the  Atlas  mountains,  travellinir  to  C'ordova  and  after- 
wards  to  Bagdad,  had  acfpiire(l  at  these  famous 
seats  of  Arabian  letters  the  consideration  which  was 
in  those  ilays  alwavs  conceded  to  superior  leaiiiin<r, 
Ketuniing  to  M<>ro('co,  lie  denouiic<d  fiercely  the 
j)revalent  religious  laxity,  and  the  vicH's  of  jx'ople 
and  ruler>.  Flying  from  the  persecution  which  he 
met  >yith,  to  the  imnintains,  he  pn^ached  a  reformed 
Unitarianism.  attracted  a  huge  following  of  armed 
men,  became  a  political  jiower.  and  the  Almohades, 
or  Tnitarian  soldiers,  formidable  with  a  puritan 
.slernnes.M  of  religious  zejd,  threatened  the  sc(  urily  of 
the  Alinoravidi.in  power  in   ^lo^occo. 
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An  emergency  so  sudden  forced  the  ]\Ioors  of  Spain 
to  prompt  action.  A  large  army  was  drained  from  all 
the  provinces  of  the  Peninsula,  even  those  touching 
on  the  unquiet  frontiers  of  tlie  Christians.  Such 
an  opportunity  for  the  Christian  powers  had  never 
before  occurred.  The  impending  campaign  between 
AfTonso  Henriquez  and  his  suzerain  was  suspended 
by  mutual  consent.  A  peace  was  hastily  arranged  at 
Tny,  in  the  year  1137,  and  both  rulers  prepared  to 
betake  themselves  to  the  Saracen  frontiers  of  their 
dominions.  Tims  was  the  storm  which  threatened 
to  overwhelm  Portugal  for  the  time  averted. 

By  the  summer  of  tlie  year  1139  the  Prince  of 
Portugal  had  beaiin  his  march  southward,  cratherincr 
to  liis  standards,  at  every  farm  and  homestead  within 
reach  of  his  hue  of  march,  the  horse  and  foot  soldiers 
whose  tenure  of  crown  land  obliged  them  to  render 
warlike  service  to  their  prince.  Instead  of  passing 
througli  the  frontier  wilderness  of  Estremadura,  the 
usual  path  of  raiders  from  either  side,  the  Prince, 
turning  to  the  east,  struck  the  Tagus  in  its  upper 
waters,  and  found  himself  at  once  in  a  land  where 
no  Christian  foot  had  stood  for  centuries^ — the 
alluvial  plain  of  Alemtejo,  the  richest  land  in 
Portugal — then  the  garden  of  the  Moorish  territories. 
The  rough  Portuguese  spoiled  the  land  and  advanced 

'  Exc?pt,  of  coui-se,  the  Mosarabes.  Portuguese  by  race  and 
Chiistian  by  religion,  the  Mosarabes  conformed  in  di-ess,  in 
manners,  and  in  culture  to  the  dominant  race,  lived  among  them, 
and  contributed  to  the  wealth  and  prosperity  of  the  Moorish 
colonies  of  the  Peninsvila. 
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rapidly  mio  tlic  vory  lionrt  of  tlic  SanuvMi  (en-itory. 
On  tlio  ))lain  of  Oiiriqiie,  to  llii'  noilli  of  tin-  populous 
city  of  Silvca,  a  lar^'o  Saracen  arniy,  drawn  from  all 
parts,  jn'oparcd  to  l^vc  hat  lie  to  the  invaders. 


OLD  irorsr.  in  oi'our!!.      I'uuniu  di    kinu  ArroKPo  HKNntQtTKZ. 
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CHArTEK   II. 

THE    FIRST    KIN'G    OF    PORTUGAL. 

The  warfare  between  Portuguese  and  Saracen  had 
lutlierto  been  a  warfare  of  sieges,  of  forays,  of  sur- 
prises and  ambuscades,  of  skirmishes  at  river-fords, 
or  irre^rular  fi^htino;  in  the  defiles  of  mountains  or  in 
the  fastnesses  of  forests.  The  Christian  Portuguese 
liad  never  yet  dared  to  meet  their  enemies  in  the 
open  field.  It  must  be  remembered  that  the  Christian 
remnant  who  had  preserved  their  independence  in 
the  hills  of  the  north  were,  in  almost  every  respect, 
a  people  inferior  to  their  enemies  in  all  the  arts  of 
peace  and  war ;  inferior  in  numbers,  inferior  in 
organization,  vastly  inferior  in  civilization  and  social 
culture,  and — what  in  such  times  was  of  chief  im- 
portance to  their  very  existence — in  disciphne,  in 
strategy,  and  the  mere  practice  of  warfare.  Against 
the  Gothic  pike  and  the  short  sword  of  the  Christians, 
hardly  improved  from  Eoman  times,  the  slender  lance 
of  the  Saracens  in  the  hands  of  their  practised  cavalry 
was  what  the  rifle  of  the  European  soldier  is  when 
opposed  to  the  assegai  of  tlie  African  savage  or  the 
rude  matclilock  of  the  Asiatic.  Not  till  the  Christian 
had    borrowed   the  Arabian   peaked   saddle  and  the 
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powort'ul  i'url)-l)il  uscil  l)y  liis  oneniie.s,  not  till  he 
liad  K'anit  soinctliin^  of  the  skilful  li()rs('in;iiislii|)  of 
tile  Stir;u"eii,  cnuld  he  iuMjuirc  ;m  «'llicieiit  iisu'  of  tlie 
hiiu'c — that  l)est  ol"  all  cavalry  weapons — and  make 
any  stand  at  all  in  ihc  oj)en  field  against  his  Moslem 
enemy. 

In  the  long  ])eriod  before  the  faith  feud  between 
the  two  races  had  turned  to  the  religious  enthusiasm 
and  animosity  which  made  the  Crusades  a  j)ossibility, 
many  adventurous  Christian  knights  took  service,  as 
we  have  already  seen,  with  the  tSarueens,  and  fought 
without  compunction  against  men  of  their  own  faith 
and  country.  It  was  through  such  men  that  the  arts 
of  war,  and  some  social  culture,  and  some  of  the  re- 
iinements  t)f  military  ijitercourse  were  borrowed  by 
the  Christians  from  a  hiLdi-coura<jfeil  and  a  oourteous 
j)eople,  and  grew  at  once  into  that  sj)irit  of  Chri.stian 
<'hivalrv,  whose  inllucncc  ibr  good,  if  it  has  been 
somewhat  ovei'ratcd.  was  ccrtainlv  in  no  country  and 
at  no  time  so  conspicuous  as  in  the  reninsula  and  in 
this  very  generation. 

Now,  for  the  first  time  in  the  history  (tf  the  ""roat 
racial  struggle  (m  Portuguese  soil,  the  ascendency  of 
the  two  peoples  was  to  be  set  on  the  issue  <»1  a 
pit<-he(l  battle  on  a  field  where,  if  tra<lition  is  to  be 
trusted  for  the  exact  site,  neither  side  could  derive 
any  material  advantage  from  suj)erioiity  of  position. 

AlTonso  Henrifpu'z  was  completely  victorious. 
AN'ith  this  short  sentence  we  iiavi-  exhausted  almost 
all  that  the  contemj)orary  chroniclers  have  told  us. 
()ne     curious     ci?-cumstance,     indeed,     they     relate; 
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namely,  that  a  large  number  of  women  fought  on  the 
side  of  the  Almoravides,  and  though  such  a  practice 
was  in  accordance  with  the  occasional  usages  of  this 
warhke  sect,  it  testifies  plainly  enough  to  the  fact  that 
the  exodus  of  fiohtino-  men  had  been  great  enough  to 
cause  them  to  resort  to  an  expedient  which  can  never 
fail  to  be  repugnant  to  human  nature.^ 

A  number  of  legends,  some  religious,  some 
patriotic,  have  clustered  round  the  bare  fact  of  the 
victory  of  Ourique  ;  but  the  majority  of  these  mj^ths 
can  be  traced  to  their  origin  in  the  fourteenth 
century,  a  period  in  the  middle  ages  the  most  fruit- 
ful of  legend  and  pseudo-tradition.  The  least  in- 
credible of  these  legends,  one  to  the  effect  that  on 
the  victorious  field  of  Ourique  Affonso  Henriquez 
assumed  for  the  first  time  the  crown  of  Portuoral,  is 
almost  certainly  mythical.  It  is  not  corroborated  by 
charters  granted  at  a  later  date,  and  it  is  not  alluded 
to  by  any  chronicler  of  the  period. 

Notwithstanding  the  importance  attached  by  the 
Portuguese  themselves  to  the  battle  of  Ourique,  it 
was  not  a  decisive  battle  in  the  accepted  sense  of  that 
word,  and  it  led  to  no  immediate  occupation  of  hostile 
territory.  It  w^as  nothing  but  one  of  the  annual 
raiding  expeditions  carried  out  on  a  larger  scale,  and 

'  '  Era  M.CLXXVii.  (that  is,  tlie  so-called  Spanish  era  =  a.d. 
1139).  Julio  mense  die  D.  Jacobi  apostoli  fviit  victoria  Alfonsi 
regis  de  Esmar  rege  Sai-acenorum  et  innumerabili  prope  exei'citu 
in  loco  qui  dicitur  Aulic  tunc  cor  ten-ae  Saracenorum  quo  per- 
rexit  rex  Alfonsus.  Fceminse  Saracense  in  hoc  prselio  amazoneo  ritu 
ac  modo  pugnarunt  et  occisse  tales  deprehensae.' — Brevis  Hist. 
Gothoru  m. 
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brouulit,  \)y  a  combination  of  fortune,  and  of  conduct 
ami  courage  in  its  leader,  to  a  larger  and  more  suc- 
cessful issue  than  usual.  It  was,  indeed,  a  victory 
iin{)ortant  in  this  i-es{)ect,  that  it  immediately  con- 
ferred a  wide  military  ])restige  on  the  numerically 
very  insignificant  ])eoj)le  "wlio  were  now  struggling 
for  indej)endence,  and  of  this  they  were  to  reap  the 
benefit  before  the  year  was  ended. 

In  the  same  year  Aflbnso  Ilenriquez,  for  reasons 
which  arc  not  very  clear,  broke  the  ]ieace  of  Tuy, 
and  began  a  new  Galician  invasion.  The  campaign 
was  in  the  beginniuij  indecisive,  and  in  a  skirmish  the 
pi'ince  himself  was  severely  wounded,  and  for  a  time 
disabled,  by  a  lance-thrust  inflicted  by  a  Galician  foot 
soldier.  The  Emperor,  though  he  was  at  the  moment 
engaged  in  war  with  Navarre,  hurried  with  a  Leonese 
army  to  the  defence  of  his  Galician  j)rovince,  and  came 
uj)  with  the  invading  Portuguese  in  the  wild  liill- 
(•oiintry  in  the  extreme  north  (»f  PorftigMl;  and  here 
occurred  one  of  those  ])icturesque  scenes  charac- 
teristic of  the  aire,  and  of  the  softening  eflect  of  the 
spirit  of  chivalry  and  the  influence  of  the  Church. 

The  two  armies  were  encanij)cd  on  acclivities 
rising  on  either  side  from  the  valley  of  the  little  river 
Vez.  A  pi-climinary  skirmish  had  already  taken 
phu'e,  and  one  of  the  Emperors  (■ommanders,  push- 
ing forward  from  the  main  army,  had  been  cn- 
rountered  :iiid  worsted  by  the  Iiilantc  hinisclf  The 
.shock  (»f  a  great  battle  was  imminent,  whose  issue 
could  not  but  have  been  decisive  of  events  in 
Christian  Spain.      In  relating  what    follows,  it  is   fair 


THE  FIRST  KING   OF  PORTUGAL.  35 

to  suppose,  taking  the  accounts  of  Spanisli  and 
Portuguese  chroniclers  as  our  guide,  tliat  tlie 
Emperor  hesitated  before  engaging  in  an  encounter, 
whose  results  might  be  so  serious,  with  an  enemy 
numerically,  certainly,  greatly  inferior,  but  of  proved 
valour,  fresh  from  the  field  of  great  exploits,  and 
doubly  strong  in  being  commanded  by  so  redoubt- 
able a  leader  as  the  young  Prince  of  Portugal.  It 
is  related  that  the  Emperor  of  Leon,  on  the  very 
eve  of  this  battle,  sent  heralds  into  the  camp  of  the 
enemy,  and,  through  thg  intervention  of  the  Portu- 
guese Archbishop  of  Braga,  obtained  the  consent  of 
the  Infante  to  an  armistice.  Thus  aijain  was  an 
honourable  termination  put  to  what  promised  to  be 
a  most  bloody  campaign ;  but  such  a  concourse 
of  gallant  knights  could  not  part,  according  to  the 
laws  of  chivalry,  without  the  performance  of  some 
courteous  and  knightly  feats  of  arms. 

The  long  and  narrow  valley,  known  as  Yaldevez, 
which  lay  between  the  Portuguese  and  Spanish 
armies,  broadens  at  one  place  into  a  level  space,  from 
which  the  surrounding  hiUs,  occupied  by  the  rival 
armies,  rise  like  the  sides  of  an  ancient  amphitheatre. 
Into  this  natural  arena,  when  peace  was  declared,  rode 
the  champion  knights  from  either  side,  and  fought 
for  the  honour  of  their  native  lands.  The  victory  in 
this  tournay,  say  the  Portuguese  chroniclers,  was 
with  their  side,  and  several  Leonese  cavahers  were 
worsted  and  taken  prisoners,  in  accordance  vdth  the 
usages  of  pubhc  duels,  and  one  knight  lost  his  life. 
The  Spanish  annalists  state,  on  the  other  hand,  that 
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prisoners  were  taken  on  l)otli  sides.  Tiie  spot  was 
lon«;  iil'terwanls  known  as  Joijo  do  Bn/urdio,  the  place 
of  tlie  tournament;  and  it  is  worth  observing  tliat  the 
ahnost  bloodless  tournay  of  Valdevez  came  in  time  to 
be  mauniiied  into  a  great  Portuguese  victory,  and  the 
very  name  of  its  site  to  be  transformed,  with  curious 
exaggeration,  into  Veii^/a  d<i  Miit(in<ia,  the  field  of 
slaughter.^ 

So  little  really  dei'isive  had  been  the  famous  battle 
of  Ourique,  that  the  Saracens,  taking  advantage  of 
the  presence  of  the  Portuguese  army  in  the  north, 
entered  the  kingdom,  and  marched  northward  as  far 
as  the  important  town  of  Trancoso,  which  lies  within 
a  few  leagues  to  the  south  of  the  Douro.  News  of 
the  capture  of  Trancoso  reached  the  Infante  at 
Valdevez,  and  lie  hastened  to  its  rescue.  In  two 
serious  enf^ajxements  the  Saracens  were  overborne, 
and  retreated  to  the  south. 

TJic  constant  good  fortune  of  the  King  in  his 
military  enterprises  had,  by  this  time,  attracted  the 
attention  of  Europe  to  the  small  country  over  which 
lie  ruled.  He  was  recognised  at  Pome  as  a  valiant 
jind  faithful  soldier  of  the  Cliurrh.  In  the  great 
strife  between  Cross  and  Crescent,  service  as  useful 
to  the  cause  of  Christianity  could  be  rendered  in  the 
Peninsula  as  in  the  Holy  Land  or  Iconium;  and  Spanish 
and  Portuguese  knights  were  expressly  (lispense(l  fioin 

'  '  llie  Bcono  of  tho  nn/jag«'inont  vrixs  the  country  iK^tweon 
Arcos  find  Santo  AndK'  flo  f Jnilh!»lc^'o,s.  TIio  King  of  LtH)n  was 
doffatrfl  with  prrat  Hliinghter,  nn»l  thn  placp  in  ri>nsr<|iif'nro  i-e- 
coivf<l  the  nanif  of  V'«'i^'n  da  Matnn<;!i.' — Mnrray's  Ihuulbuuk  : 
thinl  eililion,  cnrt'/ulbj  rrvxnti]. 
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any  obligation  of  crossing  the  seas  in  order  to  seek 
for  Moslem  enemies.  Aflbnso  Henriqnez  now  began 
to  nse  his  best  efforts  to  free  himself  from  any  re- 
maining allegiance  to  the  Emperor.  He  perceived 
the  imjjortance  of  obtaining  from  the  Pope  some  re- 
cognition of  his  independence,  and  he  corresponded 
with  the  Holy  See  with  this  object.  The  Pope  did 
not  hesitate  to  contribute  to  the  independence  of  so 
approved  a  champion  of  Christianity,  and  in  the  year 
1144.,  Pope  Lucius  II.  addressed  him  a  letter  in  Avhich 
his  claims  to  sovereign  powers  are  recognised,  and 
even  the  title  of  King  is  almost  actually  conferred./ 
Proni  this  period,  and,  to  take  the  evidence  of  charters, 
shortly  before  it,  Affonso  Henriquez  had  assumed  the 
title  of  an  absolute  sovereign,  and  we  may,  in  future, 
style  him  King  of  Portugal. 

Thus  painfully,  and  by  slow  degrees,  was  this 
small  semi-Gothic  people-r— a  mere  handful  of  men 
among  the  surrounding  hostile  Christian  and  Moslem 
populations — educating  itself  to  the  knowledge  of 
liberty  and  independence.  In  the  veins  of  prince 
and  people  ran,  with  their  half-northern  blood,  some 
germs  of  freedom,  some  conception  of  a  sohdarity 
between  ruled  and  rulers,  of  respect  for  law  and 
authority  mingled  with  jealousy  of  encroachment 
upon  pubhc  rights,  something  of  antagonism  to 
personal  government  and  tyranny  ;  and  the  germs  of 
these  noble  ideas  were  now  acquiring  a  goodly  growth 
amid  the  successes  of  the  nation  under  a  great  and 
congenial  leader. 

It  is  far   more    interesting    to  the   student  of  a 
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people's  proixress  to  extract  the  story  of  tlie  gradual 
cineririnj^  of  the  rortuguese  into  national  life  from 
the  dry  and  scanty  records  of  the  time,  than  to  read 
of  the  marvels  of  military  j)rowess  and  the  numerous 
instances  of  direct  Divine  intervention  with  wliich  the 
patriotism  and  the  piety  of  later  historians  have  sur- 
rounded the  rise  of  tlieir  country  into  the  rank  of 
nations.  Nevertheless,  even  these  exaggerations  and 
foolish  legends  and  allegations  of  tlie  supernatural 
are  intcrestin«r  cnouLdi  in  tliem.selves  as  an  indirect 
testimony  to  tlie  greatness  of  the  work  then  done  by 
prince  and  people. 

In    tlie    meantime,    the    stiuirirle    between    the 
Almoravides  anil  the  new  sect  of  Almohades  had  ex- 
tended to  the  Peninsula.      II )n  Kasi,  an  Ahiioravidian 
renegade,  an   energetic,  unscrupulous   ;ind   ambitious 
man,  had  placed   himself  at    the  heatl    of   an  Almo- 
hadian  insurrecti(»ii  in  the  g'rcMt  Saracen  province  of 
Ciharb  ;  and   he  was  appointed  Almohadian   Wali  or 
governor  of  flic  iinjxn-tant  fortress  of  Mertola  in  that 
pniviiwf.      The  contest  between    Almoravidians  and 
Almohailes  in  (iliMtb  was  long,  bloody,  and  for  a  lime 
indet-i.sivr,  and  Ibn  Kasi  bethouLdit  him  of  ol)taiiiin<; 
the  alliance  of  the  now  foiniidablc  Allbiiso  llenrifpiez. 
Tht^  Ahnoravides,  the  ancient    enemies  of  the  l*ortu- 
gue.se  ruler,   issning   from   tlieir   stronghold   at  San- 
tarcin,  had   re<HMitlv  airain  defeated   the  Portutruese 
Templars    (»f  Sourc,    and    King     Adbuso    Ifenriquez 
gladly  availe<l   himself  of  this   opportunity  to  make 
reprisals. 


THE   FIRST   KING    OF   PORTUGAL.  39 

He  joined  his  forces  to  those  of  Ibn  Kasi,  but  the 
Saracen  and  his  Christian  ally  were  ill  mated.  It  is 
clear  that  Afibnso  Henriqiiez  did  not  desire,  and 
would  not  consent  to  lend  his  help  to  any  operations 
likely  to  estabhsh  the  permanent  ascendency  of  either 
party  among  the  enemies  of  his  faith  and  country. 
He  wanted  warlike  occupation  for  his  troops,  and 
the  rich  plunder  of  the  populous  territory  of  the 
Saracens.  The  astute  Ibn  Kasi  found  in  the  King  a 
sagacity  greater  and  a  will  far  stronger  than  his 
own.  In  the  presence  of  Alfonso  Henri quez,  to  use 
the  picturesque  phrase  of  an  Arab  chronicler,  Il^n 
Kasi  was  like  a  slave  before  his  lord,  hardly  daring 
to  hft  his  eyes  from  the  ground.  With  so  intractable 
and  so  dansrerous  an  ally,  the  Saracen  hastened  to 
make  any  terms,  and  Aflonso  Henriquez  and  his  army 
in  time  took  their  way  back  into  Portugal,  laden  with 
valuable  spoil  in  slaves,  in  arms,  in  armour,  and  in 
war-horses  of  the  Arab  and  African  races. 

The  continued  possession  by  his  enemies  of  the 
great  stronghold  of  Santarem,  a  point  d'appui  for 
yearly  aggression,  was,  we  are  told,  an  unceasing 
vexation  to  the  soul  of  the  Portuguese  king.  This 
city  and  citadel  lay,  and  still  he,  on  the  north  bank 
of  the  Tagus,  in  the  centre  of  a  rich  plain,  Avhicli 
extended  wedge-like  into  the  heart  of  the  desert 
border-land  of  Estremadura.  It  therefore  was  the 
Saracen  position  which  lay  nearest  and  was  most 
threatening  to  the  Christians.  Santarem  was  believed 
to  be  impregnable  ;  an  opinion  justified  to  this  day  in 
the  eyes  of  those  who  have  traced  out  the  ruins  of 
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its  Moorish  citadel  on  an  eminence  overlooking  the 
Tairus,  and  snrveyed  the  natural  and  artificial  scarps 
and  counterscarps  of  the  hill-sides  along  ^vhich  it  is 
built. 

Warfare  in  that  age  and  country  was,  as  we  have 
already  seen,  to  a  great  extent,  an  affair  of  sieges; 
and.  in  so  far  as  it  was  so,  the  advantage  was 
altogether  with  the  Saracens.  In  the  art  of  l)uilding 
strong  ])laces,  of  taking  them,  and  of  resisting  cap- 
ture, the  Christian  nations  of  Europe  had  inherited, 
and  had  not  improved  upon,  the  clumsy  artillery  (if 
we  may  use  tlu'  word  in  its  first  sense)  of  the  Komans  ; 
and  the  Crusaders,  in  Asia  Minor  and  Syria,  found 
themselves  as  much  inferior  to  the  Saracens  in  this 
i)ran«-h  of  tlic  military  art  as  did  the  Christians  of 
Sj)ain  and  Portugal.  Tlic  defenders  of  h^antarem, 
therefore,  frit  perfectly  secure  in  a  strong,  watchful 
garrison  ;  in  their  lofty  turrets,  garnished  with  all  the 
aitifiee  of  Arabian  war  science  ;  and  securer  still  in 
the  ))rovcd  ignorance  of  their  enemies. 

To  take  Santari'm  opcidy  and  in  the  light  of  day 
was  clearly  iinj)i)ssihlc  ;  hut  it  was  an  age  in  which 
stratagem  made  an  essential  and  Imnourahle  branch 
of  the  art  of  war,  and  in  which  branch  of  it  the 
keener  and  more  subtle  wits  of  tlic  ()rienlals  were 
also  greatly  at  an  advantage. 

Ill  the  spring  of  llu*  year  1147,  King  Affonso 
Tlenri(|ucz  lay  at  Coind)ra,  his  ca|)ital,  when  he 
s<'hemcd  an  altemj)t  n|i<>n  Simtarcm.  lie  is  said  to 
have  obtained  exact  infbrmati(»n  of  the  height  {ind 
])o>^iti(tii  f)f  the  w.dls  .'ind  towers  of  Santareni,  to  have 
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prepared  scaling-ladders,  and  to  have  sketched  out  a 
plan  of  assaidt.  In  three  night  marches,  his  small 
army  had  passed  the  fifty  or  sixty  miles  of  wild  and 
deserted  country  that  lay  between  Coimbra  and 
Santarem,  successfully  eluding  the  observation  of  the 
Saracen  outposts  and  watchers  by  the  way  :  on  the 
third,  some  hours  before  dayhght,  he  was  under  the 
walls  of  the  city.  The  ladders  were  set,  the  walls 
scaled,  and  the  troops,  following  their  King  witli  the 
war-cry  of  Sanctiago  e  Rei  Affonso !  overpowered 
the  garrison,  and  tlie  redoubtable  stronghold  of  San- 
tarem was  in  the  hands  of  the  Christians.^ 

The  capture  of  Santarem  was  of  more  importance 
to  the  Christian  cause  in  Portugal  than  any  event 
within  the  previous  fifty  years.  It  extended  Christian 
territory  to  the  Tagus,  made  Moorish  aggression 
more  difficult,  and  the  Christian  invasion  of  Gharb 
easier  than  before. 

The  King,  however,  now  meditated  an  exploit  far 
greater  than  this,  and  wdiich,  if  accomplished,  would 
carry  the  fame  of  the  Portuguese  nation  to  every 
Christian  Court  and  camp  in  Europe.  This  w^as  the 
capture    of  Lisbon  itself.     But  although  to  take  an 

^  The  narrative  in  the  text  is  probably  very  near  the  focts. 
The  usually  cautious  Herculano  tells  the  story  in  detail,  closely 
following  the  account  of  this  episode  given  in  the  Life  of  St. 
Theotomio,  Prior  of  Santa  Cruz,  a  contemporary  and,  according  to 
the  Cistercian  monk,  his  biographer,  an  adviser  of  King  Affonso 
Heni'iquez.  The  date  of  the  Life  is  uncertain  ;  its  queer  latinity,  its 
half-romantic  style,  and  the  narration  of  many  very  improlxible 
circumstances,  do  not  appear  to  the  present  writer,  after  a  very  pain- 
ful perusal  of  it,  to  be  like  the  truth,  or  even  like  the  pious  fraud 
of  a  contemporary. 
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()iitj)()st  like  Santaroni  liy  a  siiddon  and  imoxprcted 
assault  liad  been  proved  to  be  possible,  there  were 
circumslances  connected  with  tlie  defences  of  Lisbon 
which  rendered  its  capture,  with  the  resources  of  the 
King  of  Portugal,  quite  beyond  the  bounds  of  pos- 
sibility. 

Lisbon  was  at  this  time  the  richest  and  .tlie.  most 
j)()pul()us  city  of  the  Teniusula.  Moorish  accounts 
comimte  the  nund)er  of  its  inhabitants  at  between 
four  and  five  hundred  thousand.  Its  magnificent  sea 
apj)r()ach  had  long  nuide  it  the  chief  emporium  of 
trade  between  Europe  and  northern  Africa.  The  city 
lies  on  the  northern  bank  of  the  Tagus,  where  the  river 
broadens  into  a  lake-like  estuary  :  from  the  edge  of 
the  water  rose  the  city,  as  it  still  rises,  amphitheatre- 
wise  upon  hilly  ground.  On  the  northern  slopes  of 
these  hills  was  situated  the  Kassba, or  Moorish  citadel, 
with  its  round  turrets,  its  ditches,  and  its  battlemented 
curtains.  Strong  lines  of  fortification  extended  from 
either  side  of  the  iortress  to  the  river,  and  enclosed  the 
whole  city,  except  on  the  river  side,  where  it  wassufll- 
ciently  protected  by  the  Moorish  fleets.  The  efforts  of 
tlie  Portuguese  against  so  formidable  an  enceinte  would 
certainly  have  proved  futile,  and  it  is  not  likely  that 
even  the  enterprising  King  Alfonso  Ilenriquez  would 
have  made  any  attempt,  but  foi-  a  wholly  unlooked- 
for  occurrence. 

Two  years  before  the  capture  of  8antarem,  the 
first  Crusade  had  en<le<l  in  complete  <lisaster  to  tlie 
Cliristian  arms  in  Asia  Minor,  and  levies  were  already 
gathering  in   France  and  in  Ciermany  for  a  fresh  ex- 
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pedition  to  the  East.  A  large  force  of  Frenchmen 
and  Germans  were  at  this  time  travelhng  overland  to 
Palestine,  along  the  route  which  had  already  been 
followed  by  a  previous  generation  of  Crusaders  ;  but 
the  levies  from  England,  Xorth  Germany,  and  the  Low 
Countries,  not  unaccustomed  to  the  sea,  preferred,  to 
the  fatigues  of  a  tedious  journey  afoot  through 
Hungary  and  modern  European  Turkey,  the  long  and 
dangerous  voyage  from  the  mouths  of  the  Ehine,  down 
the  British  Channel,  across  the  Bay  of  Biscay  and 
throu2:h  the  Pillars  of  Hercules  into  the  Mediterranean. 
News  of  these  sea-traveUing  Crusaders  had  probably 
reached  the  King  of  Portugal,  through  France,  long 
before  its  slow  and  timid  navigation  had  brought  the 
fleet  within  sicfht  of  his  shores  ;  and  it  is  almost  cer- 
tain  that  he  had  foreseen  and  planned  the  combina- 
tion which  he  subsequently  put  into  practice. 

The  German  Crusaders  under  Arnulph  of  Areschot, 
and  the  Flemings  under  Christian  of  Gistell,  had  put 
in  at  Dartmouth,  there  to  join  the  English  contingent. 
These  latter  were  commanded  by  four  Constables, 
and  the  whole  force  assembled  in  the  port  of  Dart- 
mouth numbered  about  13,000  fighting  men,  of  whom 
the  greater  number  probably  were  Englishmen.^ 

It  happened  that  among  the  English  Crusaders 
was  a  scholar,  no  doubt  a  churchman  of  inferior 
rank,  who  subsequently  drew  up  a  lengthy  account, 
in  the  form  of  a  letter,  of  the  voyage  and  of  its 
various  incidents,  in  a  manner  so  graphic  that  it  fur- 

'  '  Pars  eorum  maxima  venerat  ex  Anglia.' — Henry  of  Hunt- 
ingdon. 


44  rORTUGAI,  :    OLD   AND   NEW. 

nislies  us  witli  l)y  lai-  tlie  best  and  fullest  clescri])tion 
that  has  eouic  down  to  the  present  time  of  the 
curious  episode  (^f  the  sie«;e  of  Lisbon.' 

The  En^dish  ])ortion  of"  tlic  fleet  first  made  land 
on  the  coast  of  inntliern  Spain,  then,  creeping  round 
westward,  they  put  in  at  Oporto  to  await  the  an-ival 
of  the  Flemish  and  Oermnn  contingent,  fi-om  whom 
they  had  ])arted  company  in  a  gale. 

At  Oporto,  the  Crusaders  were  met  by  the  Bishop 
of  that  city,  who  had  the  King's  commands  to  receive 
them  courteously,  and  to  invite  them  to  proceed  to 
Lisbon  and  to  join  the  Portuguese  troops  in  an  attack 
upon  that  stronghold.  After  some  discussion,  and 
upon  the  arrival  of  the  rest  of  tlie  Ci'usaders,  it  was 
agreed  by  them  to  join  their  forces  to  those  of  the 
King,  in  a  woi-k  kindred  to  that  for  which  they  had 
left  their  own  country.  The  fleet  accordingly  set  sail 
for  the  Tagus,  while  the  King's  troops  marched  thither 
by  land.  Much  of  the  letter  is  taken  u])  with  ac- 
counts of  the  di.*<sensions  between  the  mend)ers  of  the 
various  nationalities  which  composed  the  crusading 
armies,  and  the  mode  in  which  peace  was  kept 
among  these  uniuly  waiiiors  by  the  King  of  the 
I'ortuguese. 

The  powerful    licet    of  the  Crusaders   cut  oil"  the 

'  ITnclcr  tlio  title  of  Crticf  Siyvati  nntjHci  J^pist.  de  cxpiujna- 
tione  I'llnprniin,  tliix  flocmncnt  in  well  known  to-stiulente  of 
liihtory.  It  is  mentioneil  hy  C'iKtj>fr  (vol.  i.  pa^'c  106)  with  the 
title  KirjH'ililin  frnnrftrimi  nvijlorrim,  rtc,  prr  Osfifnnini.  The,  MS. 
exists,  I  l.elifve,  in  the  lihutiy  of  Coqxis,  C!inil>rifl<,'c.  It  wsw 
printed  in  l^^^l  in  the  Mdnrniimlii  H'mtorica  of  the  Lisbon 
Academy,  from  which  copy  I  f|Uote. 
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communications  of  the  Lisbon  garrison  by  water,  and 
the  troops,  disembarking  and  joining  with  the  Por- 
tuguese, were  sufficient  to  encompass  the  whole  city; 
but  the  Moorish  garrison  was  a  strong  one,  and  the 
defences  in  good  order.  Continual  sorties  were  made 
from  the  city,  and  in  tlie  fighting  which  took  place, 
the  advantage  was  as  often  on  the  side  of  the  Saracens 
as  of  the  besiegers.  Finally  the  English  troops  suc- 
ceeded, after  heavy  loss,  in  penetrating  tlie  suburbs 
of  the  city,  which,  though  lying  outside  the  city  wall, 
were  tenanted  by  a  large  population.  Here  also 
were  tlie  grain  stores  of  the  inhabitants,  and  from 
this  time  the  garrison  suffered  severely  from  famine. 

In  the  various  arts  of  siege  warfare,  the  Saracens 
had  always  the  advantage.  They  were  the  more 
ingenious,  and  the  more  watchful,  and  the  more 
active.  A  tower  on  wheels  built  by  the  English 
Crusaders  was  burnt ;  another,  constructed  at  great 
expense  of  time  and  trouble  by  the  Germans,  met  the 
same  fate ;  mining  works,  prepared  by  the  Flemings 
on  a  large  scale,  were  countermined  by  the  garrison 
and  destroyed.  The  war  engines  of  the  Saracens 
were  superior  in  size  and  power  to  those  of  the 
Christians,  and  the  besiegers  were  assailed  by  over- 
powering showers  of  stones  and  darts  whenever  they 
advanced  to  the  assault. 

Finally,  however,  a  Pisan  engineer  devised  a 
wooden  tower  on  wheels,  of  unexampled  proportions. 
Englishmen  and  Portuguese  worked  in  company  at 
its  construction,  and  fifty  English  and  fifty  Portu- 
guese soldiers  having  manned  this  moving  castle,  and 
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i?iicli  111:111  (»rtlio  liinidrod  liMviiiij-  hocii  sii])|)lio(l  with 
a  piece  of  tlie  True  Crkss,  it  was  rolled  iij)  to  the  city 
Avails  amid  the  breathless  expectation  of  the  besieging 
hosts.  The  l^aracens,  seeing  the  inuninence  of  their 
danger,  sallied  forth  in  great  numbers  and  attacked 
the  aj)proaching  tower.  The  Pisan  engineer,  who 
directed  the  operation,  was  wounded  and  disabled  by 
a  stone  liurled  from  a  Moorish  catapult.  The  tide, 
llowing  unusually  high,  covered  the  sands  on  which 
the  tower  was  moving,  and  cut  off  support  from  the 
besiegers  ;  but  it  came  nearer  and  nearer,  and  finally 
reached  to  within  a  yard  of  the  para})ets,  whose 
height  it  erpialled.  Then  a  drawbridge  was  thrown 
across,  and  the  English  and  the  Portuguese  were  pre- 
paring to  enter  the  city,  when  the  vSaracens,  seeing 
further  resistance  to  be  useless,  surrendered.^  The 
city  capitulated,  and  was  mercilessly  sacked.  The 
King  lost  no  time  in  devising  for  the  captured  city  a 
form  of  municipal  government,  wliich  strongly  testi- 
fies to  his  hberality,  toleration,  and  wisdom,  in  an  age 
when  the  narrow  bigotry  and  ferocity  of  kings  and 
rulers  were  usually  as  conspicuous  as  these  qualities 
ill  their  subjects.  Tlie  Moslem  poj)ulation  were 
treated  by  the  Portuguese  in   a  manner  which  was  iu 

'  Tliis  'iH  a  slight  modification  of  the  account  of  the  English 
CniHador.  According  to  hi.s  stntement,  hi.s  countrymen  had  the 
chiffshnre  in  tho  Gii)ture  of  Lisbon.  A  Flemish  rohition,  on  the 
other  hiind,  makra  \ohh  of  tho  EngliHh  prowoss,  and  takes  credit  for 
n  8ucc<'s.sful  {LS-H-udt  )»y  Flemings  and  I^orrninei-s.  Ilerculano 
shrewdly  remarks  that  had  a  d"tailed  Poi-tngiiese  narrative  of  the 
siege  existed,  his  own  countrymen  would,  no  doubt,  have  received 
their  full  share  of  credit. 
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singular  contrast  to  tlie  contemporary  atrocities  of 
the  Crusaders  in  the  East,  for  the  Moors  of  Lisbon 
were  neither  put  to  the  sword,  nor  compelled 
to  change  their  religion,  nor  enslaved,  nor  even 
banished.  They  continued  to  reside  in  the  city,  and 
they  enjoyed,  under  a  charter  granted  by  the  King, 
considerable  liberties  and  privileges.  They  retained 
in  their  own  hands  the  election  of  a  judge,  and  the 
taxation  to  which  they  were  subjected  does  not  appear 
to  have  been  excessive.  The  King's  administration  of 
church  affairs  was  equally  hberal  and  judicious.  He 
appointed  many  foreign  ecclesiastics  to  the  newly- 
created  chief  offices  of  the  church;  among  whom 
Gilbert,  an  Enghshman,  was  the  first  Bishop  of  Lisbon. 

The  King  hkewise  turned  his  attention  to  the 
estabhshment  of  a  navy,  which  his  countrymen  had 
never  yet  possessed.  He  favoured  naval  enterprise 
by  conferring  knightly  rank  and  the  privilege  of 
citizenship  on  native  and  on  foreign  sailors,  and  he 
drew  thereby  Flemings,  Enghshmen,  and  North  Ger- 
mans into  the  new  commercial  marine  of  Portugal. 
Thus  encouraged  by  a  wise  protection  and  by  impar- 
tial justice,  soon  after  the  capture  of  Lisbon  and  what 
miorht  have  been  its  commercial  ruin,  its  trade 
acquired  a  sudden,  and  a  great,  and  a  permanent 
development. 

King  Affonso,  however,  could  give  but  little  of 
his  time  to  the  peaceful  arts  of  government.  The 
Moors  still  occupied  the  country  and  the  strong 
places  to  the  south  of  Lisbon.  The  trans-Tagan 
province,  most  of  which  is  now  known  as  Alemtejo, 
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is  a  vast  ])l:iiii.  coiitainiiiL'"  <»iily   in   its  extreme  east  a 
liilly  region   witli    valleys   of  «ireat    fertility.      At  the 
two  most  commaiKliiij.^  })oiiits  of  this  eastern  upland 
district  hiy  laborah,  now  Evora,  and  Bajah,  now  called 
Beja,  Moorish  cities  and  stronj^diolds,  and  both  of  them 
important  places  at  all  periods  of  Portuguese  history. 
At    the  western   extremity  of  the   ])r()vince,  towards 
the  Atlantic,  the  trans-Tagan  district  juts  out  into  a 
broad    pronK)ntory,   terminating    in    Cape   Espichel, 
and  here  again  the  country  ceases  to  be  a  plain  :  the 
land  rises  into  hills,  and  each  one  is  crowned,  as  the 
Moorish  custom  was,  with  fortified  places.     Of  these, 
Palmella,  which  dominates  the  entrance  of  the  river 
Sado,    had     already    surrendered    to    the    Christians 
durini,'  the  sicfje :  and  Almada,  a  stronghold  on  the 
south  bank  of  the  Tagus,  where  sea  and  river  meet, 
fell  almost  immediately  afterwards  into  the  hands  of 
the  King.     Alcacer  do  Sal,  a  rich  city,  and  an  impor- 
tant place  of  arms,  in  the  centre  of  this  })lain  country, 
resisted  the  sudden  attack  made  by  the  King  in  person, 
at  the  head  of  a  handful  of  Chi  istian  knights,  and  the 
King  received  a  severe  wound  ;  but  within  a  year  it 
Inid  again  been  attacked,  and  had  fallen.     Tliere  now 
only  remained  Evora  and  Beja  in  the  east,  and  when 
these  strongholds  were  captured   by  the  Chiistians, 
the  whole  trans-'i'agan  plain  countiy  was  at  the  mercy 
of  King  AfTonso  Ilenriquez. 

In  tlie  meantime,  luOiad  been  rnreful  to  apportion 
out  the  confjuered  land  among  the  more  worthy  of 
liis  caj)tains,  an<l  to  endow  the  ])owerful  Orders  of 
militant  and  other  monks,  who  had  at  all  times  either 
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four^it  with  him  in  the  van  of  the  Peninsuhir  Crusade, 
or,  in  tlie  case  of  the  non-mihtant  Orders,  assisted  in 
the  colonisation  of  the  land.     One  such  endowment  has 
survived  almost    to  our  own  days — a  monument  of 
these  rude  times  and  the  wisdom  of  the  King's  dis- 
positions.    The  broad  strip  of  deserted  frontier  which 
has  already  been  described  as  lying  between  Christian 
and  Moorish  territory,  was  now  available  for  occupa- 
tion ;  but  the  tenure  of  Portuguese  power  was  still 
insecure,  as  was  presentl}^  to  be  proved,  and  the  dis- 
trict which  had  so  long  been  a  waste  was  not  readily 
to  be  repeopled.    In  its  centre,  not  far  from  tlie  great 
Christian  stronghold  of  Leiria,  the  King  now  settled  a 
monastery  of  Bernardine  monks,  at  Alcoba(;'a,  which 
soon  became  the  largest,  and  perhaps  the  ricliest  and 
most  important,  of  the  many  Cistercian  monasteries 
which  the  zeal  of  St.  Bernard  was  helping  to  spread 
over  the  face  of  western  Europe ;  and  the  industry 
and  the  example  of  the  brothers  of  this  austere  Order 
soon  converted  the  wilderness    of  western  Estrema- 
dura  into  a  ^^'ell-tilled   district,  whose  exceptionally 
high   cultivation,    conspicuous    to    this    day   in  agri- 
cultural   Portugal,    may,    I  think,  be  traced    to  the 
early  lessons  of  the  monks  of  St.  Bernard. 

Changes  in  Spanish  and  in  Moorish  affairs  began, 
ten  years  after  the  capture  of  Lisbon,  to  threaten 
danger  to  Portugal.  Alonso,  the  Emperor  of  Leon 
and  Castile,  dying  in  1157,  Leon  passed  into  the 
hands  of  his  son  Fernando,  and  Castile  into  those  of 
Sancho,  the  first-born,  and  the  two  brothers  seem  to 
have  cast  envious  eyes  upon  the  territories  of  King 

E 
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AfTon^tt  ll('iiri(|ii('z,  and  lo  luivo  ineclilated  some 
attriujtt  upon  rnrtULfal ;  but  iSjiiiclio  of  Castile  died 
before  these  plans  could  be  canietl  out.  He  ^vas 
siieeeeded  by  an  infant  son.  Fernando,  the  new 
Kin</  of  Leon,  lost  little  time  in  invadiuLj  his  ni'])hew's 
territories,  and  civil  war  l)e<jan  to  raj^a?  over  northern 
?j)ain.  It  was  then  that  Kinir  Fernando  sought  and 
ol)tained  in  marriaL^'  Irrara  of  I'ortuLTal,  tlu^  eldest 
daughter  of  Kin^  Alfonso  ilrini<|ue/,,  by  ^bdalda,  his 
queen.  Tlie  Kin.i^  of  Le<m  and  the  Infanta  Urraca, 
ihen  a  Ldrl  of  clcNcn.  wcMUMiiarricfl  in  11(1"),  l)ut  this 
alliance  did  not  picvcnt  subse(pienl  itvahy  and 
disunion  between  Ia'ou  and  I'ortuiial. 

l')V  this  tijiic  a  vcrv  powerful  enemy  was  turnini^ 
his  attention  in  the  direction  ol"  rortuixal.  The 
famous  Moorisli  I'jnir,  Abdu-1-mumen,  successor  to 
the  founder  of  the  reforminir  sect  of  the  Almohades, 
had  now  con(piered  the  whoh'  ol"  eastern  Morocco, 
nnd  ])rcpared  an  exjjcdition  a«-ross  the  Straits  of 
CJibrallar.  The  fanu'  of  Ibn  I'jrik — thi'son  of  TTenry 
—  us  the  >aracens  were  a(X'uston»ed  to  term  their 
<rreat  rorfnguese  adversary,  had  rcachc(l  his  ears,  and 
alarnu'd  him  for  the  future  security  of  iSaracen  power 
in  the  Peninsula. 

He  landed,  in  IKil.  with  a  hum' army  of  veteran 
.soldiers,  disciplined  men,  used  to  victory,  full  of 
relij:ious  zeal,  and  in  c\rry  wav  of  fai"  superior  \\ar- 
like  aptitude  to  any  .Mooii>^h  troops  whom  the 
I'ortU'Miese  had  v<-t  cncctnntctcd.  The  Fmir  dcs- 
patched  I S. (10(1  |)ick«'d  horsemen  of  this  ainiy  to 
Oharb,  under  a  leader  who  offered  battle  to  thcKiufr. 
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The  Portii<aiese  were  routed  with  a  cruel  loss  to  tlieir 
armies,  already  reduced  by  a  long  series  of  campaigns. 
Thus  was  the  long  career  of  Portuguese  victory 
checked  in  the  moment  of  its  culminating  triumph  : 
but  the  victory  of  the  Moors,  though  complete,  was 
by  no  means  decisive.  They  retired  with  a  rich 
booty,  and  the  indefatigable  King  of  the  Portuguese 
recommenced  his  incursions  into  Moorish  territory. 
He  retook  and  permanently  occupied  Evora  andBeja, 
the  Moorish  strongholds  of  eastern  Alemtejo,  which 
in  a  jDrevious  campaign  had  been  taken  and  aban- 
doned ;  and  probably  it  was  at  this  time  that  he  made 
his  memorable  expedition  towards  and  across  the 
river  Guadiana— ^a  river  never  yet  forded  by  a 
Portuguese  host — and  captured  Moura,  Serpa,  and 
Alconchel,  hill  forts  on  the  natural  frontier  between 
modern  Spain  and  Portugal,  and  penetrating  into  the 
very  heart  of  the  Moslem  territory,  took  the  important 
city  of  Truxillo  by  storm. 

It  was  this  never-ending  activity  in  daring  exploits, 
and  this  reiteration  of  success  against  great  odds, 
that  filled  his  subjects  with  admiration  and  his 
enemies  with  terror  and  respect.  Of  the  King's 
personal  prowess,  and  of  his  sagacity  in  those  sudden 
emergencies  where  sagacity  is  most  apt  to  disappear, 
we  have  an  impartial  testimony  in  tlie  record  of  a 
Moorish  chronicler.^ 

•  This  enemy  of  God,'  says  the  exasperated  anna- 
list, '  would  set  about  the  taking  of  strong  places  in 
this  fashion.     Choosing  a  dark  and  stormy  niglit,  ]ie 

'   Ibn-Sahihi-s-salat :  quoted  by  Herculano. 
s  2 
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would  sally  t'ortli  with  only  a  luuidl'ul  of  picked  iiieii. 
AniM'd  bcfoiv  the  castle  he  intended  to  attack,  the 
KiiiLi-  it  was  in  person  who  wonld  be  the  first  to  scale 
the  walls.  When  he  had  reached  the  para])et,  he 
would  throw  hiuisclf  upon  the  first  sentinel,  and 
holdiuL''  a  dajxijer  to  his  breast,  compel  liini  to  answer 
the  usual  challenije  of  his  fellows  without  arousinf]^ 
their  suspicions.  After  this  he  would  wait  in  the  em- 
brasure oi"  \]\r  battlements  till  his  men  had  followed  ; 
then  sudilcMilv  tlic  Kiuir  would  raise  his  war-cry  of 
Sanct'uvio  !  and  the  whole  party  would  fall  furiously, 
sword  in  hand,  upon  tin*  garrison.' 

[(  was  about  the  year  IKJO  that  dissension,  from 
souic  uru*ecorde<l  cause,  broke  out  between  Alfonso 
llcnrifpiez  and  his  son-in-law,  the  King  of  Leon. 
Without  in({uirin<;  into  (he  circumstamres  or  the  his- 
tory of  this  quarrel,  it  is  characteristic  of  the  promp- 
titude of  the  Kini5  of  Portuiral,  that  on  the  breakinjx 
out  of  waf  he  lost  no  liuie  in  sending  an  expedition 
into  Castile,  where  the  Leonese  King  had  already 
provokecl  the  hostility  of  the  inlia])itnnts,  and  he  con- 
centrated his  attack  upon  Ciudad  liodrigo,  the  very 
])oint  wliicli  was  looked  upon  ])y  Wellington  as  the 
key  of  western  Spain,  and  of  which  King  Aflbnso 
clearly  perceived  the  uiililaiy  impoi'tance. 

( )n  tliis  occasion  the  King,  occujHed  on  theMoorish 
borderland,  did  not  ac(ouij)any  the  ai'iuy  of  the 
north  ;  and  liie  Li-onese  troops,  coinuianded  by  the 
warlike  I'ernaiido  in  per.son — one  of  the  most  able  of 
liie  early  Sf)a!iish  princes — broke  the  Portuguese  lines 
and    completely    louleil    them.       'Ihe    i)ad    news   was 
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cai'iiecl  bnck,  and  Affonso  Henriquez  hastened   from 
his  southern  frontier  with  a  small  body  of  veteran 
troops,  rallied  his  people,  and,  with  more  than  his  ac- 
customed audacity  and  success,  carried   the  war  into 
the   very  midst   of  the    territories  of  the  victorious 
Spaniards.     Having  forced  a  great  part  of  tiie  impor- 
tant province  of  Gahcia  to  submit   to  him,  he  came 
south,  and  laid  siege  to  Badajos  on  the  Guadiana — a 
Moorish  city,  owing  some  undefined  vassalage  to  the 
King  of  Leon — desirous,  no  doubt,  to  add  this  strong 
city  to  the  line  of  frontier  posts  he  had  ah-eady  won. 
The  Portuguese  took  the  city,  but  the  Moorish  gar- 
rison escaped  into  the  citadel,  and  before  the  King  could 
reduce  it,  he  found  himself  besieged  and  hard  pressed 
by   a  large  army  of  Leonese  under  King  Fernando. 
The  garrison  made  a  sally,  while  the  Leonese   forced 
the  walls,  and   the  Portuguese  were  assailed   in   the 
streets  of  Badajos  by  their  Moorish  and  their  Leonese 
enemies.       They   were    overborne.      The   streets    of 
Moorish  cities  are   narrow  and  tortuous,   and,  as  is 
always  the  case  in  street  fighting,  the   slaughter  was 
great.     The  Portuguese  were  outnumbered,  and  were 
probably  already  beginning  to  give  way,  when  the 
King,  in  the  melee,  was  dashed  by  his  horse  against 
the  jamb  of  a  gateway.    His  thigh  was  broken,  and  he 
fell  senseless  to  the  ground.     His  followers,  losing 
their  leader,  were  wholly  overmastered,  and  Aflbnso 
Henriquez  found  himself  a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of 
the  Leonese  King. 

Those  who   find  an  interest  in  tracing  the  conca- 
tenation of  historical  events  from  physical  rather  than 


51  TdTrrrcAT. :   old  and  ni: \v. 

iVoiii  moral  causi.'s,  may  ciiU'rtaiii  tlu'msclvcs  with 
i't)nit'cturos  as  to  tlic  ])()ssil)l(>  alteration  of  all  IVniu- 
sular  history  iiad  K'iiiL*'  l*\'ni:i)i(lo  chosen  to  exorcise 
to  the  full  his  rights  of  victor  over  his  royal  captive. 
Fortunately,  the  KiniX  of  Leon  was  a  generous  as  well 
as  an  enlightened  j)riHce — generous  and  eidightened, 
according  to  contemporaiy  record,  beyond  precedent 
or  exani])le  in  those  times. 

It  is  lint  unlikelv  that  in  an  au'e  of  chivalry  the 
young  J^pani^h  King  may  have  been  moved  to  some 
sentiment  of  actual  enthusiasm  towards  tlie  man 
whose  heroic  exploits  were  already  the  theme  of  the 
Wandering  troubadour  in  every  Christian  Court  in 
western  Europe.  It  is  even  more  probable  that  lie 
feared  also  to  hinder  of  his  freedom  the  Christian 
v^hampion  who  was  in  him.self  the  strongest  bnlwark 
of  the  Church  and  of  the  independence  of  the  Hispano- 
Gothic  races,  and  this,  too,  at  a  juncture  the  most 
critical,  when  the  Moslem  ])ower  was  day  by  day  re- 
newing its  ancient  strength  in  the  reninsula.  He  the 
reason  whiit  it  may.  King  Fernando  relea.sed  his 
prisoner,  re(piiiing  of  him  oidy  the  restitution  of  his 
recent  Hali<'iaii  conrpiests. 

A  fresh  chaid  w;is  now  "rathcrinLi  on  the 
Portuguese  horizon.  Vusulhiid  succeeded  to  Abdu- 
l-mumen  a.s  Emir  of  >[orocco,  and  the  new  ])rince, 
sifter  consolidatiij'j  his  own  LToveniment,  sent  ;in  army 
into  the  Peninsula  to  che<-k  the  growing  ])ower  of 
Afl'on>«)  llenrirpiez  :  but  the  genei-:d,  on  reaching  the 
Peninsula,  learnt  the  news  of  the  defeat  of  the  greatest 
enemy   <>f  his  race  at    Ha«lajos.       Jle    withdrew    his 
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troops,  contenting  himself,  for  a  time,  with  watrliing 
the  Portuguese  frontier,  and  witli  a  desultory  warfare 
of  raids  and  foray's.  The  reverse  which  King  Aflbnso 
Henriquez  had  met  with  at  Badajos,  his  tedious  re- 
covery from  his  wound,  his  increasing  age,  and  the 
presence  of  strong  and  disciplined  forces  of  African 
Moors,  were  circumstances  which  were  beginning  to 
diminish  the  terror  he  had  hitherto  inspired  in  tlie 
eyes  of  the  Moslems ;  and  it  was  these  reasons, 
probably,  which  induced  the  Emir  to  order,  and 
perhaps  to  accompany,  a  fresh  expedition  into  the 
heart  of  Portugal.  The  danger  was  imminent,  not  to 
Portugal  only  but  to  Cliristian  Spain,  and  King 
Fernando  of  Leon,  unasked,  marched  his  troops  to  the 
defence  of  the  common  cause  of  Christianity.  Yusuf 
retreated  from  the  combined  Leonese  and  Portuguese 
armies,  and  the  peril  for  the  time  passed  away. 

The  few  following  years  passed  more  quietly. 
The  King,  fatigued  by  the  unceasing  toils  of  a 
soldier's  life,  his  energy  diminished  by  age,  his  body 
enfeebled  by  many  grievous  wounds,  felt  himself  to  be 
no  longer  lit  for  war.  He  deputed  to  his  son  Sanclio, 
who  inherited  no  small  portion  of  his  father's  Avarhke 
aptitude,  the  task  of  carrying  on  the  usual  yearly  war 
of  raids  and  forays  across  tlie  Saracen  frontier,  while 
he  devoted  himself  to  the  task  of  reforming  the  wild 
society  which  had  grown  up  during  a  period  of  in- 
cessant warfare.  He  granted  charters  to  cities  and 
to  communes,  rectified  boundaries,  dispensed  justice, 
and  did  all  that  a  ruler  can  do  to  settle  his  country 
and  to  strengtlien  tlie  reign  of  law  and  order. 
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It  w;i>  ill  117U,  in  the  sixty-niiitii  year  of  the 
King's  hie,  that  the  storm,  wliicli  liad  long  been 
tlireatening,  bnrst  on  the  Christians  of  Portngal. 
The  jKnvcr  of  the  Ahnohades  was  now  at  its  zenith, 
nnder  the  great  Emir  Yusuf,  and  that  })rince  deter- 
mined to  make  an  eflbrt  Avith  tlie  whole  of  his  dis- 
posable forces  to  restore  the  integrity  of  his  Portu- 
gnese  province,  to  retake  tlie  many  castles  fallen  into 
Christian  hands,  and  more  especially  to  reoccupy  the 
great  frontier  fortress  of  Santarem,  and  Lisbon,  the 
ancient  centre  of  Moorish  commerce  and  government. 
Yacub,  his  son,  was  accordingly  despatched  to 
Portugal,  and  war  with  the  Cliristians  was  carried  (»n 
with  varying  success  for  tliree  years. 

In  1184,  Yusuf  himself  invaded  the  Peninsula 
witli  an  army  more  numerous,  probably,  and 
certaiidy  better  disciplined,  tliaii  had  crossed  the 
Straits  of  Gibraltar  since  his  namesake,  the  famous 
Almoravidian  Emir,  had  brought  over  the  troops 
which  had  routed  the  Christians  in  the  decisive  battle 
of  Zalaca.  Yusuf  marched  from  Gibraltar,  making 
towards  Santarem,  and  was  joined  (m  tlie  way 
rhrouLxh  Andalusia  by  stroui;  battalions  of  Almo- 
liadian  soldiery.  The  Izmir's  troops  crossed  the 
Tagus,  and  settling  down  in  countless  multitudes  in 
the  ri<-h  plain  which  surrounds  Santarem,  encom- 
])assed  and  beleaguere<l  that  place. 

Sancho,  tlie  Infante,  commanded  a  ])owciful 
garrison  within  tiu^  enceinte  of  Santarem,  and  fought 
with  at  first  .some  success  against  his  mnnerous 
enemies;   but  he  was  overwhelmed   by  numl)ers,  and 
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the  disciplined  Almoliadian  troops  left  none  of  the 
arts  of  siege  untried  to  liasten  the  surrender  of  the 
fortress.  The  besieged  already  counted  the  duration 
of  their  further  resistance  by  hours. 

The  newly  acquired  independence  of  the  Portu- 
guese nation  seemed  to  be  at  last  hanging  in  the 
very  balance,  when,  from  the  towers  of  Santarem, 
the  hard-pressed  garrison  perceived  a  numerous 
troop  of  rapidly  approaching  cavalry.  Presently 
they  distinguished  the  pennons  and  banners  of 
Christian  knights,  and  as  the  troop  came  nearer, 
they  recognised  the  well-known  form  of  the  old  King 
himself,  ridino-  at  the  head  of  his  knights.  He  had 
come  by  forced  marches  to  the  succour  of  his  son 
from  the  extreme  north  of  Portugal.  The  gates  of 
the  city  were  thrown  open,  the  garrison  sallied  forth, 
and  joining  the  King's  men,  they  fell  together  upon 
the  vast  host  of  the  Saracens.  The  besiegers,  panic- 
struck  at  the  sudden  apparition  of  the  terrible  King 
of  Portugal,  the  triumphant  shouting  of  the  garrison, 
and  the  sudden  combined  assault,  were  put  to  flight ; 
the  Emir  liimself  was  slain,  and  his  armies  driven 
over  the  Tagus,  and  forced  to  a  disastrous  rout 
across  the  Moorish  frontier ;  and  thus,  by  what 
seemed  a  real  miracle  in  contemporary  eyes,  was 
Portugal  freed  in  a  day  from  the  greatest  peril 
with  which  it  had  ever  been  threatened.^ 

'  Herciilano,  with,  as  it  seems  to  me,  an  excess  of  his  habitual 
caution,  inclines  to  follow  the  scanty  Arabic  Chronicles  in  his 
account  of  tlie  King's  victory  at  Santarem.  It  is  perhaps  hardly 
necessai'y  to  mention  a  fact  which  foi-ces  itself  painfully  upon  the 
attention   of  aU   students  of  these   early   pei'iods  of  Peninsular 
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This  \v;i>  I  lie  l;ist  :mtl  crowiiiiiL''  vicfoiv  of  Afloiiso 
I  l('iiri(|iu'Z.  In  the  sninc  year  lie  died,  w  (»rii  out  by 
age,  and  his  death  |)erha])s  hastened  l)y  tliis  last  ji;reat 
exj)l(Mt.  '  Tills  prince,'  says  the  Chroniele  of  the 
Goths,  '  was  a  great  lover  of  his  people  and  a  devout 
Christian  ;  he  defended  all  PortULral  with  his  sword  ; 
he  aequired  a  kiiiLrdoni,  and  he  extended  the  confines 
of  Christendom  from  the  river  ^loiulego  on  one  side 
as  far  as  to  the  Guadalquivir,  which  flows  by  the 
walls  of  Seville,  and  on  the  other  side  to  the  Mediter- 
ranean Sea  and  the  shores  of  the  great  ocean.' 

These  are  the  w<»rds,  rising  to  a  ])it('h  of  unac- 
customed enthusiasm,  of  an  almost  contemporary 
annalist  ;  but  we,  of  a  later  age,  who  know  the  long 
vicissitudes  of  Portuguese  histoi'y,  can  perceive  that 

liistory  :  namely,  the  froqnont  difficulty  of  reconciliiia;  the  state- 
iiiPiits  of  Cliiistian  and  <»f  iNIoslom  clironiclt^rs.  That  the  Emir 
Vusufiuvaded  Portugal  in  IL'^l,  that  he  hiid  aicgc  to  Saiitai-em, 
that  the  siege  was  i-aised  by  the  Portuguese,  that  the  Moors  were 
driven  across  the  Tagus  and  the  Emir  wji-s  killed,  are  all  incon- 
testjihle  fiicts.  The  Arab  chroniclei"s  sjxsak  of  the  previous  de- 
spat4'h  of  a  jwrtion  of  the  invading  host  southward,  of  a  surjmso 
and  a  jKinic  in  the  Mfiorish  canip.  It  appears  to  me  that  their 
aeeonnt  of  these  events  is  an  attempt  to  make  as  little  iis  possible  of 
the  great  Christian  triumph  at  Sixntai-em.  I  give  the  narmtive  in 
my  text  with  as  much  assurance  as  a  man  can  feel  who  di*aw8 
from  the  s<Mnty  and  c^mtnidictory  recxjrds  of  such  distant  times, 
and  I  consider  that  my  vei-sion  hns  stilVieient  voucher,  for  reasons 
which  I  have  not  sjiace  to  enter  into.  I  tnke  this  oit|K)rtunity  of 
saying  that  although  I  have  consulted  all  accessible  oiiginal 
authorities,  and  writttm  no  descriptive  line  of  city,  battl<?field, 
river,  or  mountJiin-range,  l)ut  after  actual  pivsence  on  the  spot,  I 
owe  no  light  ol)ligTttion  to  S^-nhor  Iferrulano,  wliose  enlight^'ned 
and  lejirned  lalniurs,  anrl  wliose  fine  setpiacious  narrative  of  the 
if'igus  of  the  early  Portuguese  nu)narclis,  place  him  in  the  very 
first  rank  of  inodeni  iiistorians. 
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lie  aceomplislied  for  liis  country  far  more  than  tliis. 
Tie  did  wliat  it  is  better  to  do  for  a  people  tlian  to 
bestow  upon  them  any  extension  of  territory.  He 
taught  them  the  strength  of  the  coherent  loyalty  of  a 
whole  nation  ;  he  showed  them  how  their  indepen- 
dence was  possible,  in  despite  of  the  smallness  of  their 
numbers,  of  their  poverty,  and  of  their  ignorance  of 
the  arts  of  war.  He  showed  them  the  value  of  constitu- 
tional freedom  ;  he  taught  them  how  the  hardest  of  all 
political  problems  may  be  solved,  how  independence 
can  be  preserved,  and  freedom  not  compromised  ;  and 
he  kindled  a  fire  of  patriotism  and  of  loyalty  in  the 
nation  which  has  never  been  extincfuished  through 
long  periods  of  national  reverses  and  depression. 

These  lessons  have  not  been  wasted  on  the  Portu- 
guese. If  the  nation  lost  its  liberties  during  one 
short  period,  it  has  never  lost  the  sense  of  what  those 
Hberties  Avere  worth  ;  and  Portugal  presents  at  this 
day  the  unique  spectacle  of  a  nation  of  Southern  race 
which  can  safely  be  trusted  with  a  political  Hberty, 
free  from  the  tyranny  of  rulers  on  the  one  hand,  and 
from  the  dictation  of  the  populace  on  the  other. 

The  King  died  at  Coimbra,  which,  once  on  the 
Moorish  frontier,  had  become  by  his  conquests  the 
central  city  of  the  kingdom.  They  carried  his  body 
for  burial  to  the  conventual  church  of  Santa  Cruz,  in 
that  city.  More  than  three  centuries  afterwards,  the 
prosperous  and  peaceful  King  Emmanuel  thought  to 
honour  his  remains  by  building  a  gorgeous  church  in 
the  flamboyant  style  of  architecture  on  the  site  of  the 
ancient  building. 
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TIr'  body  oltlie  great  foundci*  of  tlie  l\)rtugiiese 
inonarc'liy  was  disinterred,  clad  in  the  crimson  mantle 
of  the  Military  Order  of  Aviz,  wliidi  lie  had  instituted. 
The  corpse  was  enthroned,  crowned,  and  done 
lu)mage  to  as  a  living  sovereign  and  saint  by  King 
Emmanuel  and  all  his  nobility.  Then  was  he  re- 
interred  under  a  splendid  mausoleum  in  the  newly 
finished  building.  The  body  of  Aflbnso  Ilenriquez 
lies  there  to  this  day.  Other  tombs  of  kings,  prelates, 
and  nobles,  adt^rn  the  chapels  and  chancels  of  this 
magnificent  church.  It  is  a  desecration.  No  tawdry 
architecture  should  surround  the  grave,  and  no 
meaner  dust  should  mingle  with  that  of  this  mighty 
Warrior  King. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE  rOETRY  OF  THE  PORTUGUESE  RENAISSANCE. 

The  Portuguese  subjects  of  King  Affonso  Henriquez 
spoke  a  language  which  may  be  termed  pure  Portu- 
guese in  the  same  sense  that  the  language  into  which 
olir  King  Alfred  translated  the  works  of  Bicda  and 
of  Orosius  is  sometimes  called  pure  English,  The 
Portuguese  written  in  the  reign  of  King  Affonso 
Henriquez  is  nevertheless  hardly  more  intelligible  to 
a  modern  Portucfuese  than  the  kins^'s  Eno'lish  of 
^Elfred's  time  is  to  Englishmen  of  the  present  day. 

As  our  own  language  is  the  direct  outcome  of  the 
historical  events  which  made  us  Englishmen,  so  also 
the  Portuguese  kingdom  and  language  both  had  their 
birth  in  the  same  era.  In  other  words,  the  dialect 
of  the  Portuguese  portion  of  the  Peninsula  began  to 
detach  itself  more  entirely  from  the  other  Teutono- 
Latin  forms  of  speech  around  it,  at  the  period  when, 
as  I  have  already  mentioned,  the  King  of  Leon  and 
Castile  conferred  upon  Count  Henry  of  Burgundy  the 
governorship  of  Northern  Portugal.  The  languafi-e 
spoken  in  the  dominions  of  Count  Henry  was,  it  is 
nearly  certain,  identical  with,  or  at  least  similar  to, 
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tliat  spoken  in  (Jalicia.  Whotlier  tlie  ( Jaliciaii  tuiigue 
crossed  the  Minlio  witli  the  iiiva'liiiu"  ai'iiis  of  Count 
Henry's  suzerain,  or  Avlietlier  it  already  ])revail(Ml  in 
tlie  district  south  of  tliat  river,  is  not  now  very  easy 
to  determine.  Certain  it  is  that,  at  this  period,  tlie 
Gahcian  was,  of  all  the  dialects  which  the  corru})ted 
forms  of  the  Latin  was  assuming  in  the  Peninsula, 
the  most  cultivated  and  the  most  perfect.  As  the 
l\)rtu<juese  nation  hecame  more  isolated  iVom  its 
neigldjours,  the  language  would  ac(juire  a  character 
of  its  own  in  its  pi'ogress  towards  full  development ; 
and  the  inthieiu-e  of  a  l^urgundian  ruler  and  his 
Ihirgundian  courtiers,  sokliers,  and  adherents,  would, 
no  doubt,  add  certain  elements  of  refinement  and 
variety  to  the  language  of  liis  subjects.  The  ])rovince 
of  theMinho,  the  most  northern  of  Portugal,  was,  at 
the  outset  of  the  kingdom,  at  once  the  seat  of  govern- 
ment and  the  cradle  of  the  language;  and  we  may 
presume  that,  as  the  districts  to  the  south  were 
successively  wrested  fiom  the  Moors,  the  original 
CiMlieian  or  cpiasi-Galician  dialect  of  the  Minliotes, 
would  advance  southwards  with  the  arms  of  the 
Cliristians,  and  finally  l)ecome  the  language  of  the 
whole  of  Portugal. 

At  this  stage  of  Portuguese  history  men's  minds 
would  seem  to  liavc  been  too  much  engrossed  with 
the  great  continuous  war  which  the  nation  was 
watrintr  with  the  Moors,  and  with  the  Leoncse  anil 
Castilians,  to  l)e  able  to  give  much  attention  to  any 
sort  of  jinctrv,  oxecpt  sliort  lyrical  jiieces  touching 
upon    war   or   love,      lliirdly   any  others   liave   come 
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down  to  us.  There  is  no  great  early  Portuguese 
epic,  like  the  '  Cid  ' ;  ^  though  the  struggle  with  tlie 
infidels  was  as  fierce,  and  tlie  triumph  of  the  Chris- 
tians as  great,  in  Portugal  as  in  Spain.  In  all  pro- 
bability the  poetry  of  the  country  was  in  the  hands 
of  tlie  wandering  troubadours  from  Provence,  and 
the  native  bards  woidd  not  liave  cared  to  be  heard 
in  the  presence  of  such  masters  of  song  as  these.  It 
is  noticeable  tliat  the  earlier  remains  we  have  of 
native  verse  are  mostly  sacred  poetry — precisely 
such  a  class  of  effusion  as  the  professional  minstrels 
would  be  the  least  apt  to  produce.  It  is  quite  certain, 
however,  that  neither  poets  nor  poetry  wej-e  despised 
at  this  early  period,  either  in  Portugal  or  the  neigh- 
bouring kingdom  ;  and  if  no  other  record  of  tlieir 
good  repute  existed,  proof  might  be  found  in  the  fact 
that,  of  all  the  Portuguese  poets  whose  name  or  fame 
has  come  down  to  us,  in  tlie  thirteenth  and  fourteenth 
centuries  all  were  courtiers,  knights  of  high  birth, 
princes  of  the  blood,  or  kings. 

Among  a  warhke  people  like  the  Portuguese, 
called  upon  at  this  period  continually  to  maintain 
their  existence  by  arms,  we  may  imagine  that  the 
Court  and  the  camp  were  the  centres  of  such  literary 

'  Some  fragments  of  a  ihymed  chronicle  relating  to  the  Moor- 
ish war's  have  indeed  come  down  to  us.  It  is  doubtfully  ascribed 
to  the  earliest  period  of  Portuguese  history.  It  has  no  poetical 
merit  whatever,  nor  any  claim  to  notice  beyond  its  antiquity.  The 
Portuguese  fragment — we  have  only  a  few  stanzas  left — is  certainly 
of  much  earlier  date  than  the  Cid  ballads,  as  to  which  magnificent 
epic  nothing  is  more  certain  than  that  it  is  the  work  of  a  writer 
who  lived  long  after  the  events  he  celebrates. 
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activity  as  existed.  The  earliest  remains  we  have  of 
the  hmgua^e  are  fragments  of  tlie  poets  Ilcrmingiiez 
and  Egaz  Moniz,  wliu  are  generally  held  to  have 
written  in  the  reign  of  King  Alfonso  Henriquez. 
These  verses  are,  it  is  true,  scarcely  recognisable  as 
Portuguese :  they  are  uncouth  and  rugged  to  a  most 
singular  degree,  and  yet  they  are  ascribed  to  two 
courtiers,  who  ])resunud)ly  wrote  and  spoke  the  lan- 
guage in  its  fullest  ])urity. 

Duriufj  the  sjenerations  which  intervene  between 
this  period  and  the  birth  of  Sa  de  Miranda,  the  great 
poet  who  takes  the  ])lace  that  Chaucer  holds  with  us, 
all  sucli  rorluguese  poetry  as  existed  was  thoroughly 
imbued  with  the  spirit  of  Provencal  verse.  The  trou- 
badours and  the  jongleurs,  the  composers  and  the 
singers  of  Proven^'al  song, "found,  as  we  know,  con- 
eenial  audiences  at  the  northern  Courts  of  the 
Peninsula.  The  Catalan,  the  Castilian,  anc'  the 
Gahcian,  or  Portuguese,  were  so  like  their  own 
tongue  that  these  minstrels  would  be  understood 
almost  as  well  where  these  languages  were  current  as 
at  Avignon  or  Toulouse.  As  tiie  Portuguese  gradually 
extended  their  kingdom,  and  thus  isolated  themselves 
more  and  m<>ro  from  their  neighbours,  as  the  nation 
grew  in  strength  and  importance,  and,  perhaps,  as  the 
native  taste  began  to  rise  su]ierior  to  the  monotonous 
frivolity  of  I'roven(^al  minstrelsy,  so  the  language 
bc'^in  to  assume  tlie  characteristics  of  modern  Portu- 
guese.  Cristovao  Falcao,  ami  the  more  famous 
lU-rnardim  Kibeyro.  arc  the  first  native  y)oets  who 
attained   any   kind   ol"  lasting    celebrity    in    Portugal. 
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Both  poets  wrote  in  the  generation  preceding  tliat 
in  Avhich  the  Sii  de  Miranda  lived  and  flourished.  The 
language  was  now  true  modern  Portuguese  ;  but  while 
their  eclogues  and  lyrics  have  some  national  charac- 
teristics of  earnestness  and  truth  of  feeling,  the  verses 
of  these  writers  are  still  redolent  of  tlie  tedious  con- 
ceits and  affectations  of  Provencal  poetry,  and  yet 
have  httle  of  the  flow,  melody,  and  artistic  finish  of 
the  best  troubadour  lyrics. 

In  noting  the  changes  which,  throughout  the 
Peninsula,  were  transforming  tlie  narrow  spirit  of 
Provencal  verse  into  the  higher  and  better  poetry 
which  prevailed  during  the  sixteenth  century,  the 
unquestionably  great  influence  of  the  Moors  must  not 
be  overlooked.  It  has  been  over  liastily  concluded 
by  some  native  chroniclers  and  historians  that  the 
relations  between  the  conquered  and  the  conquerors 
— who  were,  during  so  many  centuries,  masters  of 
nearly  the  whole  Peninsula — were  entirely  hostile  and 
antagonistic.  The  rule  of  the  Saracens  was,  however, 
as  is  now  well  estabhshed,  on  the  whole  tolerant ; 
and  an  immense  Christian  population,  the  Mozarabs, 
came  strongly  under  their  influence,  and  adopted  not 
only  the  Arab  dress,  the  Arab  language,  the  domestic 
habits,the  arts  and  intellectual  culture  of  their  masters, 
but  in  some  cases  carried  imitation  so  far  as  to  practise 
the  most  characteristic  rite  of  the  Moslems. 

It  was  impossible  but  that  the  high  hterary  cul- 
ture of  the  Saracens,  so  intimately  brought  to  bear 
on  a  less  cultivated  people,  should  have  a  strong- 
influence  on  their  poetry.     It  most  certainly  did  have 

F 
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its  effect ;  but,  on  the  otlier  hand,  it  must  be  recol- 
lected that  the  ultimate  deliverers  of  Peninsular  soil 
from  Moorish  occupation  were  men  who,  in  the 
retreats  and  fastnesses  of  the  northern  parts  of  their 
country — frt^n  whence  they  issued  for  its  re-conquest 
— had  been,  least  of  any  of  their  countrymen,  subject  to 
Saracenic  influences  ;  and  that  it  was  chiefly,  as  I  have 
already  shown,  among  the  camps  and  in  the  various 
Courts  of  the  Portuguese  and  Spanish  conquerors  that 
the  national  poetry  was  produced  and  fostered. 

The  Castilians  had,  in  the  iifteenth  centurv, 
while  preserving  much  of  tlie  Provencal  spirit  in 
their  poetry,  incorporated  with  it  a  certain  national 
strength  and  gravity ;  and  their  compositions  are  far  in 
advance  of  those  of  their  Portuguese  contemporaries. 
Thouiih  Portufjal  besran  lier  hterarv  career  earlier 
tlian  Castile,  and  her  poets  undoubtedly  wrote  mucli 
more,  I  have  found  absolutely  notliing  in  the  poetry 
of  the  smaller  kingdom  during  the  whole  of  this  cen- 
tury to  compare  with  the  beautiful  eoj^Uhs  of  Jose 
Manrique,  or  even  the  verses  of  Juan  de  Mena  or 
the  Marquis  de  Santillana. 

In  the  change  that  came  over  Peninsular  litera- 
ture in  the  early  part  of  the  sixteenth  century,  Por- 
tugal  took  as  great  a  part  as  even  Castile.  The  final 
expulsion  of  the  Moors  in  tlie  reign  of  Ferdinand  and 
Isal)ella  gave  leisure  for  the  cultivation  of  new  forms 
of  poetry  ;  and  tlie  sul)sequent  accession  of  a  German 
prince  to  tlie  throne,  and  the  greater  intercourse, 
during  the  reign  of  Charles  V.,  between  the  Peninsula 
and  the  various  nations  of  Europe,  led,  among  other 
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reforms  and  inuo%-ations,  to  the  introduction  of  the 
more  artistic  taste  and  handhng  of  the  Itahans  in 
literature.     Boscan   and   Garcilaso  de  la  Vetra    the 
chief  originators    and    assertors   of  the   new"  style 
wrote  sonnets  in  the  manner  of  Petrarch  and  eclogues 
in  that  of  Saunazaro,  in  which  ItaUan  elegance 'and 
Castihan  vigour  are  blended  with  a  success  which  has 
never   been  surpassed.     These  men   were   the   con- 
temporaries of  the  Portuguese  Sa  de  Miranda  ;  and 
this  great  genius,  besides  being  tlie  father  of  all  that 
was  good  in  the  poetry  of  his  native  land,  influenced 
and  reformed  the  literature  of  the  Spaniards  hardly 
less  than  the  two  Castilian  poets  I  have  just  named 

It  IS  generally  the  first  few  steps  from  the  rude 
popular  ballad  or  doggrel  satire  towards  the  refine- 
ments of  cultivated  or,  so  to  say,  Uterary  poetry,  that 
decide  the  poetic  future   of  a  young  nation.     Then 
only  IS  the  language  thoroughly  plastic,  and  it  is  weU 
for  that  nation  if  it  be  moulded  by  the  hand  of  a  man 
of  genius.     Poets   later   on  may  have  greater  skiU 
with  the  instrument,  but  it  is  the  first  great  poet  alone 
who  has  made  it  what  it  is  and  shaped  tlie  very  stops 
which  he  touches.     I  think  I  am  right  in  saying  that 
the  transition  from  barbarism  to  refinement  is  always 
more  or  less  sudden  and  more  or  less  complete      It 
was  remarkably  so  in  the  case  of  Portugal 

The  poet  Jliranda  seems  to  have  been  born  at  an 

hour   propitious  to  Portuguese  Uterature.     Towards 

he    end    of  the    fifteenth   century   the  Portuguese 

language  had  grown  into  some  degree   of  maturity 

and  copiousness.     The  fame,  power,  and   wealth  of 
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the  nation  were  at  their  zenith,  and  men's  desire  had 
been  nwnkonod  for  something  beyond  the  rliymed 
chroniedes  and  the  simple  lyrics  of  their  fathers.  Sd 
de  Miranda  was,  by  training  and  native  power,  the 
very  man  to  stamp  his  own  genius  on  the  poetry  of 
his  country.  The  son  of  a  country  gentleman  of 
cfood  family,  he  became  a  student  and  ])rofessor  of 
jurisprudence,  and  attained  to  high  legal  learning. 
He  visited  most  of  the  Courts  and  cities  of  southern 
Europe,  and,  returning  to  his  native  country,  bc<'anie 
a  courtier  ;  but  after  some-  trial  of  this  existence  he 
retired  into  the  country,  whero  he  passed  the  re- 
mainder of  Ills  hfe. 

Almost  all  that  is  known  of  the  history  of  Miranda 
is  contained  in  an  anonymous  memoir,  {)refixed  to  an 
edition  of  his  works  published  in  1014,  and  wliich 
there  is  reason  to  believe  was  Avritten,  tliirty  or  forty 
years  after  the  poet's  death,  by  a  nobleman  who 
married  Miranda's  granddaughter.  This  quaintly 
written  memoir  gives  interesting  particulars  of 
Miranda's  liabits  and  way  of  life,  and  affords  a  curious 
insight  into  the  life  of  an  educated  Portu<;uese 
country  gentleman  of  the  sixteenth  century. 

'  Francisco  de  Sa  de  Miranda,'  says  the  memoir, 
which  I  translate  freely  and  slightly  abridge,  '  was 
born  in  C<)imbr;i.  in  the  year  of  oui-  Loid  149-'),  the 
year  in  wliirli  the  King,  Don  Manuel'  (that  is, 
Emmanuel,  the  Fortunate,  of  Portugal), '  took  his  seat 
on  the  throne.  After  his  first  study  of  the  human- 
ities, in  which  lie  acquired  distinction,  he  iipplied 
himself   to    the  law,    less  from    inclination    than    to 
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please  King  John  III.,  who  had  tlien  re-estabhshed  the 
University ;  and  at  his  father's  wish  he  continued  tliis 
study,  and  arrived  at  great  learning,  took  the  degree 
of  Doctor  of  Law,  and  more  than  once  filled  the 
Professor's  chair.  Nevertheless,  because  he  knew 
the  danger  that  the  use  of  this  study  may  occasion 
to  the  judgment,  no  sooner  was  his  father  dead  than 
he  abandoned  the  schools  and  refused  the  office  of 
Desembargador  (Judge  of  Appeal),  remaining  only  in 
the  University  that  he  might  apply  himself  to  the 
study  of  philosophy,  chiefly  that  of  the  Stoics,  to 
which  his  character  inclined  ;  and  because  this  study 
caused  him  to  despise  the  things  of  this  Ufe,  he 
desired  to  travel  through  the  world,  in  order  that 
the  repose  to  which  he  resolved  to  betake  himself 
thereafter  should  never  be  broken  in  upon  by  the 
hearing  of  new  things  of  which  he  had  had  no 
experience.  He  therefore  went  to  Italy,  after  first 
seeing  all  the  principal  cities  of  Spain,  and  after 
visiting  at  his  leisure  Eome,  Venice,  Naples,  Mian, 
and  Florence,  and  the  best  part  of  Sicily,  he  returned 
to  Portugal,  and  spent  some  time  in  the  Court  of 
King  John  III.,  and  there,  solely  by  his  personal 
quahties  and  by  his  parts,  without  any  such 
advantages  as  some  men — often  unworthy  ones — 
possess,  lie  made  himself  such  a  standing  that  he 
became  one  of  the  foremost  courtiers  if  not  the  very 
first  of  the  day  ;  and  this  estimation  he  was  held  in  by 
the  King  as  well  as  by  his  own  companions,  and  what 
is  more  to  the  purpose,  by  those  worthy  men  who 
choose  their  friends  among  such  as  are  "  more  easily 
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broken  than  bent"  (to  qnote  tlie  poet's  own  verse), 
ami  who  (lesj)ise  the  esteem  of  ordinary  men,  liolding 
it  a  direet  Inirt  to  them  only  if  tliey  are  blamed  and 
set  at  nonglit  by  those  who  detest  vice  in  general. 

'  However,  this  rrood  standing  of  Miranda  at  Court 
did  not  last  long.  If  it  liad,  our  poet  miglit  in  some 
sort  be  said  to  be  greater  tlian  envy  itself,  as  Quin- 
tus  Curtius  said  of  Alexander;  but  envy  eould  n(,)t 
pardon  him,  wliidi  stirred  up  to  liis  injury  a  person 
very  powerful  at  that  period,  who  chose  to  apply  to 
himself  the  character  of  Alexis  in  Miranda's  ecloixue  ; 
and  the  poet,  not  caring  to  sufler  the  eflects  of  this 
wrath,  ac('ej)ted  the  oflice  of  Master  or  liailifl'  of  a 
Commandery  of  Knights  of  the  Order  of  Christ,  es- 
tablished near  Ponte  de  Lima,  retired  to  a  country 
house  in  the  neighbourhood  belonging  to  him,  named 
Tapada,  abandoning  the  Court  and  the  society  of  his 
friends  and  all  his  hopes  of  advancement,  and  here 
he  remained,  enjoying  in  })oace  the  fruit  of  his 
studies  and  travel.  Here  also  he  married  Donna 
Brialonja  d'Azevedo,  daughter  of  Francisco  Machado, 
Lord  of  Lousaa  de  Crasto  d'Arega  and  of  the  lands 
lying  between  the  rivers  Ilomem  and  Cavado ;  with 
which  lady  he  lived  many  years  in  great  conformity, 
she  nevertheless  being  of  little  beauty  (exterior  beauty) 
and  of  so  advanced  an  age,  that  when  he  asked  her  in 
marriage  of  her  brothers  (for  her  father  was  dead)  they 
put  him  ofl'  until,  they  said,  he  should  first  have  a  good 
sight  of  the  bride  ;  and  when  she  was  brought  in  by 
]\i'V  bi'others,  he  said  to  her, — ''licpi'oach  uicjlcai"  lady, 
for  this,  that  I  have  been  so  long  of  asking  for  y<»u." 
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*  It  would  appear  tliat  as  Sa  de  Miranda  lived  in 
a  way  so  abstracted  from  the  world  he  was  quite 
equal  to  his  scheme  of  life  in  this  matter,  and  be  sure 
he  did  not  lack  the  example  of  some  ancient  philoso- 
pher to  guide  him.  He  esteemed  above  everything 
the  qualities  of  this  lady,  which  indeed  were  incom- 
parable, according  to  the  testimony  of  men  of  that 
place,  who  even  to  this  day  speak  of  her  zeal  in  the 
honour  of  God,  in  the  ease  of  her  husband,  in  the 
training  up  of  her  children,  and  in  the  good  and  profit- 
able orderincr  of  her  household.  Insomuch  that  her 
husband  loved  her  so  dearly  that  when  she  died  he 
lost  all  joy  of  his  life,  and  shortly  afterwards  died 
too,  in  grief  of  mind,  which  if  not  worthy  of  a  man 
who  professed  the  Stoic  philosophy,  yet  testifies  how" 
greatly  he  esteemed  and  loved  her  whom  he  had 
lost. 

'  SA  de  Miranda,'  says  the  biographer,  '  was  a  man 
of  middle  height,  thick-set  in  make,  of  a  pale  but  not 
sallow  complexion,  with  remarkably  white  hands ; 
his  eyes  rather  large,  of  a  greyish-blue  and  with  a 
kindly  expression  in  them,  the  nose  long  and  aquiline. 
He  was  grave  in  character,  of  a  melanchohc  humour, 
buc  easy  and  affable  in  conversation  :  a  man  more 
sparing  of  laughter  than  of  speech.  He  was  fond  of 
wolf  hunting,  and  hkewise  of  using  the  knightly 
exercises  of  the  tilting-yard.  He  played  upon  the 
violin,  and  thoucjh  not  over  rich  he  had  in  his  service 
several  professors  of  music' 

Such  was  the  man  wdio,  at  a  time  when  the  general 
corruption  which  pervaded  Portuguese  society  was  pre- 
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})ariiig  tlie  country  for  the  «^roat  national  catastro})lie 
whicli  was  soon  to  overtake  it,  was  at  once  a  patriot 
and  a  poet.  lie  used  liis  great  gifts  for  tlie  noblest 
purposes,  to  warn  and  to  tcarli.  He  warned  his 
countrymen  against  the  bigotry  of  priests,  the  grasp- 
ing dishonesty  of  statesmen,  and  tlieir  own  heedless- 
ness of  the  future.  Ilis  denunciations  were  too 
eloquent  ti)  be  unlieard,  l>ut  tliey  were  unheeded. 
Miranda  hud  ihc  foundations  of  a  noble  national 
literature — but  for  liini  Camoens  could  not  have 
written  his  great  epic  ;  yet  his  greatest  praise  is  that 
he  preserved  his  good  faith  among  the  faithless,  and 
that  lie  had  the  courage  to  speak  the  trutli  when  not 
to  be  silent  w^as  a  danger. 

In  ap})lyingi,  as  I  have  done,  tlie  term  'renaiss- 
ance '  to  the  revolution  wliicli  Sa  de  Miranda  was 
chielly  instrumental  in  bringing  about  in  Portuguese 
literature,  I  wish  to  guard  against  the  acceptance  of 
that  somewhat  abused  word  in  any  narrow  sense. 
The  renaissance  which  took  place  was  not  a  sim])le 
revival  of  the  purer  classic  forms  of  antiquity,  but  a 
strengthening  and  enlarging  of  tlie  whole  scope  and 
purposed  of  poetry.  It  was  a  moral  as  well  as  a 
poetical  AufkUiruvrj^  or  enlightenment.  Under  the 
new  iiiliuences,  the  aims  of  poetry  grew  higher,  its 
sympathies  wider,  its  morality  pui'cr;  but  the  actual 
form  in  which  poetic  thought  was  cast  was  by  no 
means,  at  least  for  the  time,  improved.  Indeed,  the 
verse  of  the  earlier  reformers  of  it  will  bear  no  com- 
])ari.son  in  fltU'iK  y  and  sweetness  with  the  poetry 
which   it  disj)la<'ed.     The  renaissance  was  a  reaction 
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against  tlie  narrowness  of  the  models  wliicli  liad  pre- 
vailed since  the  beginning  of  Provencal  song,  an  out- 
growth of  its  bonds  rather  tlian  a  continuation  of  the 
same  modes  of  thou<?ht  recast  into  better  form. 

Miranda  wrote  much  in  the  Castilian  tongue.     Of 
his  eight  eclogues,  six,  and  those  the  best,  are  in  that 
language.     The  Castilian  was  an  instrument  ready  to 
his  hand,  far  more  polished  than  the  Portuguese ;  and 
Miranda,  a  man  of  refined  tastes,  a  scholar,  a  traveller, 
and  a  courtier,  may,  in  spite  of  his  love  of  country, 
have  a  little  despised  his  native  tongue  as  a  vehicle 
for    poetic    thought.     The    eclogues,    sonnets,    and 
qumtilhas,  which  he  wrote  in  the  language  of  Castile, 
are   ranked    as  highly  by  Spaniards  as    any  similar 
works    of  Spanish    poets.     Yet   it    may    almost    be 
doubted  if  Miranda  did  well  to  neglect  the  Portuguese 
language,  which  in  some  respects  is  admirably  fitted 
for  Ij^rical  expression.     In  comparison  with  Spanish, 
it  may  be  said  of  Portuguese  that,  while  it  lacks  some 
of  the  sonorous  vigour  of  that  magnificent  language, 
it  has  greatly  the  advantage  over  it  in  modulation, 
smoothness,    and    fluency,  from    the  absence  of  the 
guttural  sounds   of  the   Castilian.     Compared   with 
Italian — which    neither   Portuguese    nor    any    other 
language  can  approach    in  grace  and  dehcacy— the 
Portuguese  is  certainly  less  effeminate  in  sound,  and 
is  also  entirely  free  from  those  most  unpleasing  com- 
binations of  two  or  three  consonants  which  it  would 
seem  to  be  the  constant  task  of  Itahan  poets  to  weed 
from  their  poems. 

Before   I    proceed    to   give    some    specimens    of 
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Miranda's  rortutjuese  poetry,  I  would  j^remise  that, 
in  so  far  as  style  and  expression  are  concerned,  they 
are,  with  some  exceptions,  signally  inferior  to  his 
Spanish  writings,  upon  which  his  fame  (;hiefly  rests. 
Miranda's  Portuguese  and  his  Spanish  poetry  might, 
indeed,  easily  be  ascribed  to  two  diflerent  writers  ;  so 
clear,  fluent,  and  melodious  is  the  one,  and  so  austere, 
inharmonious,  and  often  obscure  is  the  other. 

Now,  it  may  perhaps  be  asserted  that  the  quahties 
of  lucidity  and  harmony  are,  beyond  all  others,  the 
very  soul  of  great  poetry — that  other  qualities  are 
subordinate  to  these — that  those  subtle,  untranslatable 
harmonies  of  utterance  constitute,  when  they  clothe 
great  ideas,  poetry  of  the  highest  class  ;  and  if  it 
should  fail  of  attaining  a  high  degree  of  such  harmony, 
by  so  much  does  it  stop  short  of  being  the  highest 
kind  of  poetry.  The  best  poetry  is,  it  must  be 
admitted,  untranslatable  in  any  true  sense,  and  it 
may  perhaps  some  day  come  to  be  asked  how  far  the 
valuable  time  and  labour  of  so  many  of  the  ablest  men 
among  us  are  profitably  expended  upon  the  great  and 
growing  iiinnl)er  of  rhynied  translations  of  the  poets 
of  antiquity.  1  am  inclined  to  tliink  that  something 
far  short  of  perfect  a(;quaintance  with  a  foreign  or 
dead  language  will  enable  a  reader  to  appreciate  many 
of  the  beauties  of  its  literature.  There  is  even,  as  I 
])elieve,  in  thc^c  word-luirmonies  of  which  I  have 
spoken,  much  whidi  forms  a  language  common  to  all 
tho.se  persons,  foreigners  or  not,  who  are  capable  of 
their  perception,  just  as  a  symphony  of  iJcethoven  is 
as  intelligible  to  an  Englishman  as  to  a  German. 
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These  views  have  led  me  to  give  literal  and  un- 
rliymed  translations  of  the  specimens  of  Portnguese 
poetry  which  I  am  about  to  lay  before  the  reader — 
preserving  only  such  an  approximation  to  the  rhythm 
and  metre  as  could  be  got  without  much  deviation 
from  Hteralness,  and  leaving  to  the  reader  the  task  of 
gathering,  with  this  shght  assistance,  the  form  and 
spirit  of  the  original  from  the  original  itself. 

Miranda's  Portuguese  writings  consist  of  epistles, 
sonnets,  eclogues,  and  two  comedies.  Of  these,  the 
epistles  are  perhaps  the  most  important  works.  They 
are  addressed,  some  to  the  King,  some  to  different 
friends,  and  one  to  the  poet  Ferreira.  These  epistles 
are  quite  original  in  style  and  liandhng,  and  are,  I 
think,  what  the  Portuguese  themselves  chiefly  admire 
in  the  poet's  works.  Composed  in  short-versed  stanzas 
of  three,  four,  or  five  hues  each,  their  form  suits  and 
excuses  their  direct  style  and  their  frequent  and  abrupt 
transitions.  The  epistle  addressed  to  the  King  is  the 
most  characteristic,  if  not  the  most  eles^ant.  It  con- 
sists  of  eighty-one  stanzas  of  five  hues  each ;  and  is, 
therefore,  longer  than  I  can  afford  space  to  quote  in 
its  entirety.  Written  in  easy,  flowing  verse,  the 
rhyming  of  so  many  lines  within  so  short  a  stanza 
gives  a  considerable  swing  and  vigour  to  the  measure 
used  by  the  poet.  The  stanza  employed  is  the 
quintilha  of  five  short  fines,  of  which  as  a  rule  the 
first,  third,  and  last  rhyme,  as  also  do  the  second 
and  fourth.  The  versification  is  generally  metrical, 
but  here  and  there  it  has  to  be  read  by  accent  or 
cadence,  Avithout  regard  to  the  number  of  feet. 
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Tlic  e])istlo  beirins  by  a  sonicwliat  obsequious 
tuldress  to  tlie  King,  wliich  contrasts  with  the  exceed- 
ing phiin  speaking  of  the  remainder.  Addressing 
liini  as  King  of  many  Kings,  in  alhision  to  tlie  extended 
conquests  of  tlie  Portuguese  of  that  time,  he  hardly 
dares  to  ask  for  tlie  royal  attention,  since  it  must  be 
occupied  with  affairs  of  state. 

Que  em  outi-as  partes  da  Espliei-a. 
Em  outros  ceos  difieientes, 
Que  Deus  tegonv  eac-onilera, 
Cada  huma  de  tiiutas  geutcs 
Vossos  despachos  espera. 

Since  in  so  many  diflerent  regions, 
ITnder  so  many  other  skies, 
Hidden  till  now  by  Providence, 
Sucli  a  multitude  of  nations 
Yoiu"  high  commands  are  waiting  for. 

To  administer  justice,  if  necessary  in  tlie  most 
sunnnary  manner,  is,  says  the  poet,  the  first  duty  of  a 
kinir.  Tlien  follows  a  lonj^  argument  in  favour  of 
monarcliy.  The  ])()et  is  careful  to  exclude  tyrants 
and  usurpers,  and  confines  liiinself  to  reys  nmiidos 
— anointed  kings — who  are  to  redress  the  people's 
grievances,  succour  the  ])oor,  and  forcibly  put  down 
the  wrong.      He  goes  on  to  say  : — 

As  vossas  vellas  que  vao 
Dando  (|ua.si  ao  mundo  voltii 
Iliiniuicntt!  onconti-arao 
(jrentc  de  algum  rey  solt<a. 
Sem  calxXj-a,  o  corpo  he  vac. 

Tlie  royal  slii|>8  which  sail  around 
Almost  the  circuit  of  the  globe, 
Will  seldom  anywhere  encounter 
Society  witbout  a  king. 
Without  a  head,  a  nation  dies. 
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Having  established  the  necessity  of  some  sort  of 
mild  paternal  despotism,  by  a  series  of  arguments  and 
illustrations  drawn  from  nature  and  from  history,  and 
of  a  sort  which  bear  a  striking  resemblance  to  the 
reasoning  in  Lord  Brookes'  poetical  '  Treatise  of 
Monarchic,'  written  some  fifty  years  afterwards,  he 
proceeds  to  the  chief  object  of  his  epistle — to  warn 
the  King  and  his  countrymen  against  the  intrigues  of 
courtiers.  The  experience  of  a  former  courtier  is 
obvious  in  the  force  and  bitterness  with  which  he 
inveighs  on  this  topic. 

Yelem-se  com  tudo  os  i-eys 
Dos  rostos  falsos,  e  ruanhas, 
Com  que  Ihes  fazem  das  leys 
Fracas  teas  das  aranhas. 

Let  kings  be  ever  on  their  guard 
Of  false  men  and  of  their  false  wiles, 
With  which  their  wont  is  our  just  laws 
To  sweep  aside,  like  spiders'  webs. 

Such  men,  he  says,  only  vahie  virtue  or  justice 
by  what  it  wiU  fetch  in  tlie  market, 

Quem  gra9a  ante  el  rey  alcan(^a 
E  hi  falla  o  que  nao  deve 
(Mai  grande  de  md  privan^a) 
Peijonha  na  fonte  lanc^a, 
De  que  toda  a  terra  bebe. 

The  men  who  win  the  royal  favoui* 
By  flattery  and  unworthy  arts 
(111  consequence  of  friendship  base) 
Throw  poison  in  the  fountain  head, 
Envenom  what  the  people  drink. 
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Tlien  comes  a  st.anza  wliicli  Iims  hocn  quoted 
perha])s  as  often  as  uny  passage  in  Portuguese 
poetry : — 

Homom  d'nni  so  parecer, 
D'um  so  rosto,  d'lima  so  fe, 
D'antes  (|ne1)rar  que  torcor, 
Elle  tudo  podo  sor, 
Mas  de  C'orto  houiem  nao  he. 

Tlio  man  of  siiifjle  coiint^nanop. 
Of  fiMiik  address  and  sinipU'  faith, 
Readier  to  })e  hrokc  tlian  l)ended, 
May  be  anything  lie  chooses, 
But  the  Court  he  should  eschew. 

These  lines  and  tliose  in  tlie  succeeding  stanza 
have  been  apj)hed,  and  })i()l)al)ly  with  reason,  to  the 
cliaracter  of  Miranda  liimself: — 

Gracejar  out^'o  de  ck 
De  quern  vac  inteiro,  e  sjio, 
Nem  se  contrafaz  mais  I,i, 
'  Como  este  vem  aldcao, 
Que  coi'tozao  tornarA  ! ' 

Estas  publicns  SJintidades, 
Estes  rostos  transportjidos, 
Niio  em  ermos,  ma.s  cidivdcs. 
Pam  Deos  sao  vaydades, 
Pani  nos  vao  rebu«;ados. 

I  .seem  to  hear  the  sneering  speech 
At  one  who  will  not  counterfeit, 
But  shows  himself  as  God  has  made, 
'  Here  is  a  rustic  sj>oecli  and  mannei*. 
See  what  a  court  id-  hr  will  make  !' 

This  winctitv  iissunitd  in  j>ublic, 
Tliis  .sjulnesH  of  feigned  piety, 
Is  found  in  ( 'oui-ts,  not  hermitages. 
CJod  can  assess  such  counterfeits ; 
We  must  respect  the  pious  mask. 
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He  wishes  to  put  the  King  on  his  guard  against 
these  intriguers,  their  cunning,  and  their  greed. 

Por  minas  trazera  suas  azes, 
Enciibeitos  sens  assanhos, 
Falsas  giiei-ras,  falsas  pazes, 
De  fora  sao  mansos  anhos, 
De  dentro,  lobos  robazes. 

Covered  ways  hide  their  attacks, 
Hid  is  their  malice  and  their  rage. 
False  enemies  and  falser  friends, 
Lambs  are  they  in  outward  bearing, 
Ravening  wolves  they  are  within. 

He  shows  how  difficult  the  duphcity  of  such 
villains  makes  it  to  trace  malicious  actions  to  their 
actual  perpetrators. 

He  cites  the  law  of  trial  by  battle,  prevailing 
among  the  Lombards,  as  a  wholesome  resource  ;  and 
recounts  the  history  of  the  struggle  between  the 
great  King  Denis  of  Portugal  and  his  rebellious  son, 
in  proof  of  the  necessity  of  strong  measures  in  such 
times  as  those  in  which  he  was  writinsf,  which  he 
describes  as — 

N'este  tempo,  quern  mal  cae 
Mai  jaz,  e  dizem  que  a  luz 
Por  tempo  a  verdade  sae  ! 
Entretanto  poem  na  cruz 
O  justo ;  o  ladrao  se  vae,, 

A  time  when,  if  a  man  once  falls. 
He  falls  for  good ;  and  yet  they  say 
That  truth  in  time  shall  see  the  light ! 
But  in  our  day  they  crucify 
The  good  man,  while  the  thief  escapes. 
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A  patriotic  rortuguesc  ul"  l1k):>l'  times  (indeed,  of 
any  times)  must  ever  have  had  before  his  eyes  tlie 
peril  to  his  country  of  ambitious  designs  on  the  part 
of  Spain.  The  bloody  wars  witli  that  country,  of  the 
earher  years  of  the  monarchy,  had  ended  long  enough 
before  to  incHne  the  Portuguese  to  forget  the  danger 
of  neiglibourhood  to  so  powerful  a  kingdom.  Tlie 
growing  conformity  in  manners,  and  the  identity  of 
rehgion  between  the  two  peoples,  might  further 
serve  to  lull  any  latent  suspicion  of  aggressive 
designs  on  tlie  i)art  of  Spain.  At  this  time  Spanish 
nobles  frequented  the  Court  of  Portugal,  and  probably 
shared  more  of  the  royal  favour  than  was  generally 
thoufdit  desirable.  The  bold  denunciation  of  Spain 
by  the  poet  must  have  come  witli  pecuhar  force  from 
a  man  Avho  had  travelled  nuich,  and  who  had  enjoyed 
opportunities  of  closely  observing  tlie  workings  of  his 
own,  as  well  as  of  foreign  guvernments.  The  following 
is  sufficiently  outspoken  of  a  nation  then  ruled  over  by 
so  warlike  and  aggressive  a  prince  as  Charles  V.  :  — 

Geralmcnte  he  jn-e-sniniitnosa 
EsjKinha,  e  d"\xso  so  pivzii, 
Gentc  onsada  e  belUco.sa 
Culpaona  de  cubit^osa. 
Tudo  sabe  vos.sa  Altezjv. 

Spain  iK  the  land  of  ario^'ance, 

Whose  sons  are  j)ron«l,  and  vaunt  their  pride. 

A  darinjj  nation,  j»rone  to  war, 

And  lilanied  for  their  cupidity. 

Your  Majesty  Ix-st  knows  tlieir  fame. 

He  accuses  them  of  a  grasping  covetousness  which 


THE   POI^TUGUESE   RENAISSANCE.  81 

leads  them  to  live  at  the  expense  of  weaker  men,  and 
dos  mores  alheos,  by  others'  toil. 

Que  eu  vejo  nos  povoados 
Muitos  dos  salteadores, 
Com  nome,  e  rosto  d'honrados. 
Yao  quentes,  vao  forrados 
De  pelles  de  laviadores ! 

How  many  in  our  towns  I  see 
Of  these  brigands  bear  about 
The  name  and  look  of  honest  men. 
Brigands  !  who  go  warmly  clad 
In  the  skins  of  simple  men  ! 

After  some  stanzas  directed  against  profligate  and 
mercenar}-  priests,  the  poet  bids  the  King  remember 
the  vital  necessity  of  perfect  impartiahty  in  one  who, 
like  himself,  is,  but  for  the  adjustments  of  the  consti- 
tution, almost  a  despot ;  and  the  more  so,  that  he  rests 
his  power  on  the  love  and  the  loyalty  of  his  subjects, 
unhke  the  King  of  France,  who  has  his  Scotch  body- 
guard, or  the  Pope,  who  trusts  to  Smss  defenders. 

Aqui  nam  vemos  soldados, 
Aqui  nam  soa  atambor. 
Outros  reys  os  seus  estados 
Guardao  de  armas  rodeados, 
Vos  rodeado  de  amor. 

Here  we  have  no  mercenai-ies, 

No  loyalty  by  sound  of  diiim. 

Other  kings  may  guard  then-  kingdoms, 

With  sword  and  sjiear  siu-round  the  throne  • 

Your  sole  defence,  your  people's  love. 

He  brings  tlie  epistle  to  a  conclusion  by  remind- 
ing the  King  of  his  great  ancestor,  who  expressed  his 
ideas  of  government  by  the  noble  motto,  Polla  ley  e 
polla  grey^'  By  law  and  by  my  people's  will.' 


G 
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Such  compositions  as  tliis,  in  spite  of  tlieir 
wonderful  vifrour  of  expression  and  general  elo- 
quence, may  seem  dull  enough  to  us  of  a  modern 
age  ;  and  it  is,  indeed,  difficult  to  bring  ourselves,  at 
the  present  day,  to  appreciate  their  importance  and 
their  inlhience  on  the  bygone  generations  for  whom 
they  were  written.  Popular  interest  in,  and  sympatliy 
with,  current  political  movements,  have  with  ourselves 
for  so  long  a  time  found  such  early  and  constant  ex- 
pression in  journals,  in  reviews,  and  in  the  multiplied 
rej)orts  of  all  kinds  of  public  speeches  and  debates,  that 
we  do  not  at  present  require  such  isolated  utterances 
as  this.  But  when  there  was  no  newspaper  to  relate, 
to  report,  or  to  criticise  ;  when  news  came  tardily  and 
scantily;  when  tlie  most  eloquent  address  must  have 
died  in  the  memory  of  its  few  hearers  almost  as  soon 
as  tlie  speaker's  voice  was  silent,  the  effect  of  such 
written  eloquence  as  this  of  Miranda's  must  have  been 
extraordinarily  great. 

To  ^liranda's  sonnets  I  am  inclined  to  attach  con- 
siderable im])ortance.  True  it  is  that  they  are  formed 
on  tlie  model  left  by  Petrarch,  that  they  signally  lack 
many  of  the  merits  of  the  Italian  .soimeteer,  and  that 
tliey  too  frequently  reflect  the  fine-drawn,  scholastic 
subtlety  with  which  it  was  then  the  fashion  for  a  poet 
to  atldress  his  friend,  his  mistress,  or  his  patron.  Yet, 
notwithstanding  this,  and  obscure  and  tortuous  as  is 
the  style  of  most  of  them,  they  boar  upon  them  that 
peculiar  exquisitene.ss  of  thought  and  expression  for 
which  we  have  no  exact  name,  but  which  the  Greeks 
would  have  called  irony.     The  melancholy  of  unre- 
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quited  love  is  the  theme  of  the  greater  number  of 
Mkanda's  somiets  ;  yet  the  cruelty  of  the  ladies  of 
those  days  is,  perhaps,  hardly  established  by  the  fact 
that  they  were  not  won  by  pleadings  which  have  in 
them  a  great  deal  more  of  the  pedantic  affectation 
of  a  schoolman  than  the  genuine  ardour  of  a  lover. 

I  select  for  quotation  the  following  two  from 
among  Miranda's  Portuguese  sonnets,  as  much  from 
their  comparative  simplicity  as  their  excellence,  and 
from  the  difficulty  of  rendering  into,  intelligible 
Ens^lish  the  subtle  turns  of  thought  in  the  more 
characteristic  sonnets.  I  do  not  profess  to  translate 
literally. 

0  sol  he  gi'ande,  caem  com  a  calma  as  aves, 
Do  tempo  em  tal  sazao  que  soe  ser  fria  : 
Esta  agna  que  d'alto  cae  accordarmehia 
Do  sono  nao  mas  de  cuidados  gi-ave^ 
O  cousas  todas  vas,  todas  mudaveis, 
Qual  he  o  cora^ao  que  em  vos  confia? 
Passando  hum  dia  vae,  passa  outro  dia, 
Incertos  todos  mais  que  ao  vento  as  naves. 
Eu  vi  ja  por  aqui  sombras  e  flores, 
Vi  aguas  e  vi  fontes,  vi  verduia, 
As  aves  vi  cantar  todas  d'amores  : 
Mudo  e  seco  he  jci  tudo  e  de  mistura 
Tambem  fazendomi  eu  fviy  d'outras  cores 
E  tudo  o  mais  renova,  isto  he  sem  cura. 


The  sun  beats  fiercely,  and  the  panting  birds, 
Exhausted  with  unwonted  heat,  fall  down  ; 
Rain  from  the  parched  skies  above  would  break 
Not  on  my  sleep,  but  on  my  heavy  cares. 
O  vanity  of  earthly  things  which  change. 
Where  is  the  soul  who  dares  to  trust  to  you  ? 
One  day  the  thing  we  love  is  here,  the  next 
'Tis  gone,  like  wind  leaving  tlie  idle  sail. 

G  2 
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Here,  in  this  spot,  lately  was  pleasant  shade, 
Flowers  s])i'iniriii,ix  thiouijli  groon  turf,  the  cooling  gush 
Of  waters  anil  the  cheertui  song  of  birds  : 
Now  all  is  changed,  withered  and  dry  and  bare. 
Most  changed  of  all  am  I,  for  while  all  this 
Renewal  has,  I  must  endure,  thus  changed. 

A  morte  de  sua  mulher. 

Aquelle  espirito  ja  tjimbem  pagado 
CJomo  elle  mei'ecia,  claro  e  piiro 
Deixou  de  boa  vontade  o  valle  escuro 
De  tudo  o  que  ca  vio  como  anojado. 
Aquelle  sprito  que  do  uiar  inido 
D'esta  vida  mortal  posto  em  seguro 
Da  gloria  que  U  tem  de  lierdade  e  juro, 
CA  nos  deixou  o  ciiminho  abalisado, 
Alma  aqui  vinda  nesta  nossa  idade 
Do  ferro,  que  tornaste  a  antiga  d'ouro. 
Em  quanto  ea  regeste  e  humanidade 
Em  chegando  ajuntaste  tal  thesouro 
Que  para  sempre  dui~a,  ah  vaydade  ? 
Ricas  areas  d'este  Tejo  e  Douro. 

The  death  of  his  loife. 

ITer  spirit  now  has  found  its  true  reward, 
That  spirit  bright  and  pure,  impatient 
To  leave  the  sliadowy  vale  and  reach  its  home — 
Its  home  congenial  in  the  realms  above. 


And  now,  at  ];ust  ariived  in  harbour  safe, 

raising  the  restless,  stormy  sea  of  life, 

}Ia.s  marked  the  course  on  which  we,  too,  should  sail. 

Departed  soul  !     Thy  sweetest  influence 

1  )id  change  this  age  of  oui"s — an  age  of  iron — 

To  one  f)f  gold,  ami  in  our  memories  leave 

A  ti-castu-e  to  all  time.      Alas  !  how  drenr, 

Tagus  !  tiiy  sjinds,  and  golden  Douro's  l>anks. 

The  Portuguese  cclogucss  of  Miranda  are  hut  two 
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in  namber,  while  of  his  Spanish  pastorals  there  are 
four,  every  one  of  which  is  incomparably  superior  in 
all  the  characteristic  excellences  of  this  kind  of  poetry 
to  those  written  in  Portuguese. 

Of  all  the  writings  of  Miranda,  his  eclogues  will, 
probably,  seem  the  least  interesting  to  a  modern 
reader.  The  interest  which  such  poems  once  aroused 
must  have  been,  to  a  great  extent,  owing  to  their 
more  or  less  successful  reproduction  of  classical 
models.  It  seems,  indeed,  extraordinary  enough  that 
such  artificial  productions  could  have  afibrded 
pleasure  even  in  the  lack  of  other  hterature.  They 
have  neither  incident,  nor  dramatic  dialogue,  nor 
plot.  The  interminable  conversations  between  shej)- 
herds  and  shepherdesses  have  Httle  of  the  true  flavour 
of  pastoral  Hfe  about  them,  and  either  fatigue  us  by 
their  platitude  or  offend  us  by  their  affectation.  The 
allusions  to  the  Court  life  and  intrigues  of  the  day 
are,  no  doubt,  more  frequent  than  we  can  now 
detect,  and  this  source  of  interest  is,  therefore,  want- 
ing for  modern  readers.  The  model  followed  by 
Portuguese  bucolic  writers  is  rather  the  artificial 
and  courtly  pastoral  of  Virgil  than  the  more  natural 
one  of  Theocritus  ;  but  so  far  as  a  foreigner  may 
presume  to  judge,  the  renaissance  eclogue,  whether 
it  be  Portuguese,  Spanish,  or  Itahan,  is  signally  want- 
ing in  the  Virgilian  ease  and  beauty  of  versification. 
The  bucohc  verse  of  Miranda,  however,  if  its  general 
tenor  do  not  rise  much  above  the  level  of  the  pastoral 
writing  of  his  age,  possesses  a  vast  superiority  to  it  in 
the  poet's  descriptions  and  love  of  natural  scenes  and 
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rustic  life.  The  inouutuius,  the  streams,  the  fields, 
and,  above  all,  the  animals,  are  introduced  Avith  a 
singular  naturalness  and  obvious  knowledge  of 
country  ways  which  are  very  delightful ;  and  it  is  in 
this  chiefly,  I  suspect,  that  reside  such  vitality  and 
value  as  eclogue  writing  possesses ;  not  in  the  tedious 
commonplaces  about  peace  and  virtue  put  in  the 
mouths  of  impossible  shepherds,  nor  in  frigid  second- 
hand classicisms,  but  in  the  pleasant  associations 
which  such  poems  call  up  of  the  fresh  forest  breeze, 
the  cool  fountains,  green  turf  and  leafage,  and  the 
peaceful  country  teams  and  Hocks. 

To  an  ordinary  educated  Enghshman,  whose 
literature  is  less  rich  in,  and  whose  taste  is  less 
inclined  to  the  artificial  pastoral  poem  of  the 
classical  types  than  those  of  almost  any  other  Euro- 
pean nation,  the  eclogue  may  well  seem  to  be  the 
most  dreary  of  all  forms  of  human  composition. 
Whether  it  be  owing  to  the  early  bent  of  the  Portu- 
guese towards  this  form  of  literature,  or  that  it  is 
congenial  to  the  national  taste,  it  has  happened  that 
Portuguese  poetry  has  developed  itself  strongly  in  the 
direction  of  the  pastoral  idyl.  Far  as  the  Spaniards 
have  carried  excellence  in  this  species  of  writing, 
they  are  inferior  to  the  Portuguese,  who  deserve  to 
rank  with  the  Itahans.  Many  circumstances  probably 
have  concurred  to  foster  this  love  of  pastoral  poetry 
in  Portujial,  and  cliief  amonij  them  the  extreme 
beauty  of  its  country  scenery,  the  serenity  of  its  cli- 
mate, the  temperament  of  its  people,  the  national 
love  of  liome  and    homely  scenes,  and,   perhaps   as 
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much  as  anything,  the  variety  and  richness  of  the 
language  and  its  great  resembhmce  to  the  classic 
tongue  in  which  some  of  the  best  models  of  bucoUc 
poetry  are  to  be  found.  The  farm  hfe  of  Portugal 
is  also  infinitely  more  susceptible  of  poetic  treatment 
than  that  of  northern  countries,  whose  soil  and  ch- 
mate  are  less  kindly,  and  whose  agriculture  is  more 
advanced. 

The  world  has  come  to  regard,  and  not  altogether 
without  reason,  the  pastoral  existence  as  depicted  by 
Virgil  and  Theocritus  as  the  most  ideal  form  of  rustic 
life ;  and  this  life  is,  in  truth,  not  very  different  from 
that  followed  by  husbandmen  in  Portugal  at  the  pre- 
sent day.  It  is,  indeed,  almost  inconceivable  that 
fourteen  centuries  should  have  done  so  little  to 
modify,  among  an  ingenious  people,  the  lessons 
taught  them  by  their  first  masters  in  agriculture. 
The  farm  husbandry  practised  in  Portugal  to  this 
day  is  vu'tually  that  which  the  Eoman  colonists  left 
in  the  country,  and  such  as  is  described  in  the  rules 
and  precepts  of  Columella.  The  Portuguese  plough- 
man still  works  his  fields  with  a  plough  which  is 
identical  in  shape  with  the  instrument  of  which  Vii'gil 
has  left  a  precise  description  in  his  eclogues.  The 
farmer  carries  his  produce  in  exactly  such  an  ox-cart 
as  we  find  drawn  on  Eoman  bas-rehefs  and  vases. 
The  Portuguese  shepherd  in  the  mountains  still  fives 
among  his  flock  by  day,  and  fies  down  to  sleep  in 
their  midst  at  night.  The  pastoral  pipe  of  antiquity 
has  been  replaced  by  the  guitar,  but  the  shepherds 
still  challenge  each  other  to  compete  in  alternate  ex- 
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tempore   verse    no  dcsKfio,  in  rivali  y    one  with   the 
other. 

A  native  of  Portugal  enjo^'s,  in  consequence  of 
liis  faniiharity  Avitli  the  actual  practice  of  the  old 
classic  husbanthy,  a  signal  advantage  over  natives  of 
northern  countries,  in  reading  the  pastorals  of  the 
ancient  authors.  Many  allusions  and  illustrations 
will  seem  clear  and  natural  to  the  one,  which  to  the 
other  are  strained  and  obscure.  The  auKEboean  song 
of  shepherds  and  ploughboys — the  very  groundwork 
of  the  bucolic  ])oem — and  whit^h  a  Portuguese  hears 
daily  oil  every  hill-side,'  is  to  a  foreigner  at  first  sound 
an  almost  absurd  stretch  of  conventionality.  To  give 
a  particidar  instance  of  such  necessary  faniiharity, 
many  an  English  schoolboy  has  no  doubt  been  puzzled 
to  render  the  I'ull  iheaning  of  Virgil's  Une,  '  A.sjnce^ 
aratra  jui/o  referunt  .sii,spe?isa  juventi ; '  which  the 
dullest  l*urtuguese  lad  can  translate  at  once,  in  the 
secondary  or  poetical  sense,  to  mean  that  it  was 
nightfall,  when  the  ploughmen  sling  the  plougli  be- 
tween the  oxen  and  carry  it  home.  Such  instances 
could  easily  be  multiplied. 

I  have  not  space  to  quote  at  any  length  from 
Miranda's  eclogues,  and  short  extracts  would  neither 
serve  to  illustrate  my  opinions  nor  enable  the  reader 
to  form  any  of  his  own. 

Miranda's  remaining  works  are  liis  two  comedies. 
Of  these  it  may  at  once  be  said  that,  while  they  are 
excellent  imitations  of,  or  rather  adaptations  from,  the 
Koman  comic  dranui,  they  show  clearly  enough  that 
Miranda  was  not    eminently  possessed   of  a  strong, 
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original  dramatic  geuiiis.  Yet,  short  of  this  praise, 
they  are  admirable  productions.  The  range  of  the 
poet's  powers  was  so  great  that  it  easily  compre- 
hended what  was  not  exactly  in  the  direct  line  of  his 
genius.  His  plays  were  probably  tasks,  rather  than 
labours  of  love  ;  but,  as  hterary  efforts,  they  are  full  of 
evidences  of  an  accomplished,  many-sided  mind,  and 
show  as  wide  an  acquaintance  with  men  as  with 
books. 

The  dialogue  of  both  comedies  is  spirited,  con- 
cise, not  devoid  of  finesse,  aiid,  above  all,  natural  and 
racy  of  common  colloquial  sayings  and  proverbs  ; 
seldom  witty,  never  overwrought  in  the  direction  of 
farce,  but  often  charged  with  a  fine,  extravagant 
humour,  which  has  more  resemblance  to  the  learned 
pleasantry  of  Jonson  than  anything  to  be  found  in 
the  works  of  other  Peninsular  dramatists,  though 
Miranda  falls  far  short  of  the  dignity  and  erudition  of 
the  Enghsh  playwright. 

In  the  comedies  of  Miranda  the  curtain  is  raised 
upon  a  purely  conventional  hfe.  It  is  a  stage  where- 
on appear  nearly  all  the  established  characters  of  the 
old  Eoman  comic  drama :  the  boastful  soldier,  the 
edacious  parasite,  the  scheming  and  faithful  servant, 
the  tyrannical  father,  and  the  windy  and  purposeless 
lover.  The  plot,  the  incidents,  and  the  action,  all 
run  along  the  ancient  classical  groove.  It  is  the 
drama  of  ancient  Eome  revived  with  wonderful  skill, 
but  with  as  httle  as  possible  of  the  modern  spirit.  It 
is  a  renaissance  drama,  entirely  lacking  the  infusion 
of  the    deeper  purpose    and   imaginative    wealth   of 
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modern  times,  which  have  given  force  and  vitahty  to 
the  so-called  renaissance  movement  in  painting  and 
the  sister  arts.  Sucli  a  form  of  drama,  capable  of 
affording  mere  amusement  as  it  was  in  its  own  day, 
was  obviously  neither  earnest  enough,  nor  varied 
enough,  nor  true  enougli,  to  reach  tlie  sympatliies  of 
audiences  of  a  later  age,  Avitli  enlarged  interests,  a 
more  trained  morality,  and  a  stricter  social  and  civil 
pohty.  Til  is  resuscitation  of  the  ])urely  classic 
comic  drama  in  modern  times  was  destined  to  last 
but  a  short  time.  Men  were  born,  even  in  Miranda's 
lifetime,  who  were  to  create  tlie  sj)lendid  Spanish 
comic  drama  of  the  seventeenth  century,  the  truest 
expression  of  the  social  life  of  the  age  and  country  of 
its  birth  ;  and  wlien  that  drama  arose,  tlie  old  classic 
style  disa])peared  at  once  and  for  ever. 

Quotations  from  either  of  the  poet's  playj?  would 
serve  little  useful  purpose.  The  comedies  themselves 
are,  it  must  be  admitted,  rather  dull  reading ;  and 
any  true  perception  of  their  excellences  is  only  to  be 
got  by  a  comparison  with  similar  imitations  of  the 
comedies  of  Plautus  and  Terence,  and  by  clothing  the 
bare  ideas  of  the  author  with  the  speech  and  gesture 
of  the  actor.  Such  '  reading  between  the  lines '  is 
especially  necessary  in  tlie  conventionally  framed 
plays  of  Miranda,  abounding  as  they  do  in  passages 
wliich  only  the  manner  and  skill  of  a  good  actor  could 
make  endurable,  and,  above  all,  in  soliloquies  of  a 
length  which  miLrht  seem  intolerable  to  the  mere 
reader,  if  he  did  not  remember  that  such  monologues 
afford  extraordinary  scope  for  either  tragic  or  comic 
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power,  aud  that  some  of  the  best  acting  French  and 
Spanish  pUiys  extant  are  full  of  them. 

The  influence  of  ]\Iiranda  over  his  contemporaries 
was  not  confined  to  his  writiuss.  A  man  of  easy  and 
accessible  conversation,  who  had  seen  mucli  of  the 
world  as  an  observer,  rather  than  as  an  actor  in  it ;  a 
professor  at  a  university  which  was  the  centre  of  the 
intellectual  activity  of  the  kinirdom  ;  the  most  famous 
author  in  Portugal,  and  amongst  the  foremost  poets 
of  the  neighbouring  nation  ;  he  became  the  leader, 
and,  indeed,  the  oracle  of  his  contemporaries.  He 
had  rescued  the  national  literature  almost  from  bar- 
barism. He  had  discerned,  or,  rather,  created  wealth 
and  beauty  of  expression  in  a  language  the  most 
neglected  and  despised  of  all  the  romance  tongues  of 
southern  and  eastern  Europe.  He  was  reverenced 
and  he  was  imitated  by  a  host  of  men,  some  of  whom 
rose  at  once  into  prominence. 

Of  his  immediate  contemporaries,  far  the  most 
eminent  was  Antonio  Ferreu'a,  a  poet  who,  himself 
the  friend  and  imitator  of  Miranda,  has  left  his  mark 
on  the  poetic  Uterature  of  his  country  almost  as 
plainly  as  liis  master. 

Ferreira's  style  is  more  classical,  more  correct, 
more  pohshed,  and,  to  a  foreigner,  infinitely  more  easy 
and  intelliixible  than  that  of  Miranda.  Tlioush  Ferre- 
ira  was  but  a  fjeneration  the  vouuirer,  more  than  a 
century  separates  theu'  styles  :  that  of  the  one,  crabbed 
and  antiquated  ;  that  of  tlie  other,  as  near  to  modern 
Portuouese  as  the  Eno-fish  of  Queen  Anne's  reiirn  is 
to  the  English  written  by  \Yordsworth  or  Tennyson. 
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Of  Ferreira's  life  we  know  little  but  tluit  it  was 
respectable  and  uneventful.  Born  in  1528,  he  was 
tliirty-tliree  years  younger  than  Miranda,  and,  like 
liini,  he  studied  law,  and  became  a  professor  in  the 
University  of  Coinibra.  Before  he  had  attained  his 
twenty-ninth  year  he  had  written  eclogues,  sonnets, 
e])istles,  and  a  comedy.  From  Coimbra  he  migrated 
to  the  Court  of  King  John  III.,  where  he  was  well 
received.  He  obtained  a  high  judicial  appointment 
at  Lisbon,  and  shortly  afterwards  he  died  of  the  plague 
at  the  untimely  age  of  forty-one,  in  tlie  midst  of  fame 
and  <xrowin<T  honours. 

The  great  distinction  between  the  two  poets  re- 
sides in  this,  that  while  Miranda  was  half-hearted 
in  the  use  of  his  native  language,  and  wrote  better 
and  more  freely  in  a  more  cultivated  foreign  tongue, 
Ferreira — ves.tii/ia  Grceca  annus  deserere — ^resolved 
from  the  first  to  write  no  single  hne  except  in  Portu- 
guese. 

lie  did  not  court  any  fame  that  was  not  won  in 
the  Portuguese  field  of  literature,  or  that  was  bestowed 
by  otlier  than  Portuguese  voices.  Prefixed  to  the  first 
collection  of  liis  works  is  a  sonnet  in  which  he  says 
tliat  all  tlie  renown  he  desires  is  that  of  being  thought 
a  ])atriolic  Portuguese,  who  loved  his  native  land  and 
his  own  people  : — 

En  (lesfci  gloria  so  fico  contente, 

Q\ie  a  iiiinha  teri-a  amei,  e  a  minlia  gente. 

This  emphatic  and  amiable  j)atriotism  has  ])articu- 
larly  endeared  the  memory,  and  pi"obal)ly  not  a  little 
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enhanced  tlie  influence,  of  Ferreira  witli  his  fellow- 
countrymen,  among  whom  love  of  country  has  always 
possessed  the  intensity  of  a  passion. 

Ferreira,  like  Miranda,  wrote  epistles,  but    their 
elegant  classicism  has  nothing  in  common  with   the 
forcible  manner  of  Miranda.     They  are  grave    and 
didactic   in  their  style,  the    utterances  of  a  scholar 
who  had  always  shunned  the  business  of  the  world, 
rather  than  of  a  man  who,  like  Miranda,  had  lived  in 
it  and  knew  it ;  of  a  man  more  taken  up  with    the 
elegances  of  literature  than  interested  in  the  schemes 
and  passions  of  his  fellow-men.     The  epistles  and  the 
odes  of  Ferreira  are  greatly  praised  and  appreciated 
by  his  countrymen,  and  have,  I  believe,  more  tlian  all 
his  other  writings,  earned  for  him   tlie  title  of  the 
Portuguese  Horace.     Both  in  his    odes    and    in    his 
epistles  he  is    a    palpable    and    avowed    imitator    of 
Horace,    and    it   is    precisely   this   departure    from 
originality  which  makes  these  productions  of  compara- 
tively   little   interest    to    a    foreign    student   of  the 
language ;  but  their  influence,  on  this  very  account, 
upon  the  literature  of  his  country  was  great.    Ferreira's 
example  has  unquestionably  contributed  to  the  correc- 
tion in  Portuguese  poetic  diction  of  a  certain  bombas- 
tic fullness    and    Oriental  exaggeration,  which  were 
characteristics  of  Peninsular  national  literature  in  his 
own  day,  and  have  not  even  yet  entirely  disappeared. 
Assuming  that  our  Northern  taste  is   correct  in   the 
matter,  he  must,  by  an  Enghshman,  a  German,  or  a 
Frenchman,  be  held  to  have  been  the  greatest  reformer 
and  improver  of  the  taste  of  his  countrymen. 
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It  mav  (if  course  be  asked,  Is  our  taste  in  such 
matters  supremely  good  ?  and  is  it  not  perliaps  as 
much  wliat  it  is  from  the  poverty  of  our  imagination  as 
from  tlie  soundness  of  our  judgment  ?  Whether  it  be 
good  or  bad,  hterarv  taste  in  Portucjal  ran<xes  itself  on 
the  French  and  English  side  in  the  controversy,  and 
not  with  the  Spaniards.  The  Portuguese  began  to  be 
'  regidar '  and  '  correct,'  before  even  the  French  did, 
and  since  Ferreira  wrote  tliere  has  never  been  such  a 
thing  possible  as  a  Portuguese  Calderon,  Rojas,  nr 
Lope  da  Vega,  and  a  Portuguese  Cervantes  has  never 
been  possible  either  before  or  since  the  time  of  Ferreira. 
If  Shakespeare  had  written  in  Portuguese,  many  of 
his  hues  would  have  shocked  Portuguese  audiences, 
and  Marlowe's  '  mighty  line '  and  '  fine  madness '  would 
have  been  an  utter  abomination  to  any  Portuguese  of 
taste. 

I  wish  to  make  a  special  point  of  this  distinction 
between  the  two  literatures.  That  extravagance  and 
wild  incongruity  of  poetic  diction  which  our  Elizabe- 
thans caught  from  the  Spaniards,  and  in  which  con- 
temporary Englishmen  delighted,  that  quality  in  lite- 
rature, which  gave  pleasure  to  such  critics  as  Lamb 
and  Hazlitt,  has  never  been  countenanced  by  the 
Portuguese :  it  has  never  ceased  to  fnid  favour  in 
Spain.  This  it  is  which  differentiates  the  two  peoples 
as  well  as  their  hteratures. 

Clima.s  passd,  muclc  constcll.'iciones 
Golfos  innavcgablcs  navegamlo. 

This  not  very  remarkable  cou])let — the  first  that 
comes  to  my  memory  as  likely  to  serve — will  illustrate 
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as  well  as  any  other  passage  a  certain  vital  difference 
between  the  Spanish  and  Portuguese  notions  of  poetry. 
The  lines  come  from  the  '  Arancana '  of  the  Spanish 
poet  Alonzo  de  Ercila  y  Zuniga,  an  epic  of  great 
length,  in  which  Voltaire,  who,  I  would  undertake  to 
say,  never  read  it,  saw  an  Iliad,  and  Sismondi,  who 
probably  did  get  through  the  poem,  not  at  all  more 
wisely,  a  newspaper  in  rhyme. 

Plenty  of  verses  such  as  these  may  be  found  in 
the  '  Araucana,'  and  many  more  as  good  or  better  are 
dispersed  through  Spanish  poetry.  I  will  defy  any 
one  to  match  them  in  Portuguese.  There  is  plenty 
of  sound  reasonableness  in  Spain,  and  in  the  poetry 
of  Spain,  but  Spaniards  like  sometimes  to  get  out  of 
the  groove  of  reasonableness  and  sound  logic,  and 
they  have  often  the  art  of  doing  it  without  any  sort 
of  foolishness.  The  Portug-uese  have  too  much  of 
that  moderation  of  judgment  which  common-place 
people  like  to  ascribe  to  themselves  and  to  call  com- 
mon sense,  to  do  anything  of  the  kind.  To  be  sure 
they  like  sometimes  to  '  write  fine,'  but  when  they  do, 
it  is  in  the  penny  journal  style — stilted  stuff.  There  is 
none  of  the  fine  Spanish  flavour  in  the  performance. 
The  Spaniard  is  bombastic  enough  sometimes,  but 
there  is  often  a  magnificence  in  his  very  bombast,  a 
splendid  extravagance  of  humour  or  of  rhetoric. 

Even  in  this  rather  poor  couplet  which  I  have 
quoted,  and  quoted  because  it  has  no  unusual  force, 
there  is  a  certain  largeness  of  concepiion  of  a  kind 
which  no  Portuguese  would  rise  to.  Climas  passe — 
I  not  only  changed  climates  in  my  voyagings,  I  passed 
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them  on  my  road  as  a  wayfarer  might  milestones. 
Miide  con-teUacioncfi.  Wliat  n  orrand  astronomical  oh- 
max  !  Nothing  but  downright  hyperbole  can  take  after 
that,  and  we  get  it  in  golfo.^  innavegahles  navegando  ! 
Logic  toils  after  such  a  poet  in  vain.  The  seas  were 
not  navigable,  you  say — then  pray,  how  came  you 
to  sail  over  them  ?  Of  course  in  tlie  answer  to  be 
given  to  such  a  query  lies  the  whole  gist,  point,  savour, 
and  excellence  of  much  Spanish  writing,  with  the 
pomp  and  prodigality  of  Ayhich  let  no  critic  too  sternly 
quarrel  until  he  have  learned  how  the  members  of 
tliis  syllogism  ai'e  to  be  reconciled. 

Ferreira's  eclogues  do  i^ot  conspicuously  rise 
above  the  standard  of  the  pastoral  writing  of  his  day. 
They  lack  the  stamp  o,f  reality  which  Miranda  has 
left  impressed  on  his  pastoral  writings,  but  in  elegance 
and  grace  of  diction  Ferreira  attains  a  high  degree  of 
excellence.  Many  passages  of  exquisite  beauty  may 
be  found  throughout  these  productions,  but  it  must 
be  admitted  that  as  hterary  compositions  tliey  are 
seldom  anything  but  tedious.  Tlie  amazingly  rapid 
progress  of  the  language  in  the  direction  of  grace  and 
smoothness  may  be  instanced  in  the  following  passage 
from  the  first  eclogue  : — 

Estii  f'onte  ouvio  hoje  aqui  meu  jirarito  : 
E  como  se  o  aenti.sse,  parccia 
Qu'aJTulava  entoar  tam  tnste  canto. 
Ilura  fazia  pausa,  hora  corria 
Cum  inui-mnrio  hoi-a  grave,  e  hora  agiido, 
Dissents  qii'algum  sprito  ali  avia. 

This  fountain  lieard  r.w,  in  my  vei-se,  complain, 
And,  as  if  sentient  too,  in  nnison 
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Joined  with  its  harmonies  in  my  refi-ain  ; 

Now  it  did  i^ause,  and  now  again  rim  on 

With  murmurs  hoarse  at  times,  now  shrUIer  gi-own 

As  if  some  spirit  there  did  make  its  moan. 

Passing  over,  from  lack  of  space  to  quote  them, 
the  numerous  sonnets  of  Ferreira-many  of  them 
masterpieces  of  this  refined  and  difficult  kind  of  com- 
position—and the  comedies  of  Bristo  and  0  Cioso,  in 
Avhich  the  poet  would  seem  to  have  feared  to  move 
beyond  the  narrow  classic  groove  in  which  his  prede- 
cessor had  written  his  comic  dramas,  I  propose  to 
devote  the  space  at  my  command  to  an  examination 
ofFerreira's  tragedy  of  Casir(>-the  best  and  indeed 
almost  the  only  liigh-class  tragedy  in  the  Portuguese 
language,  and,  in  my  opinion,  by  far  the  greatest 
work  of  its  author. 

The  wonderful  history  of  Inez  de  Castro,  the 
Spamsh  mistress,  and  perhaps,  ultimately,  the  wedded 
wife  of  Prince  Pedro,  son  of  Aflonso  IV.  of  Portu- 
gal, is  too  deeply  engraved  on  the  memory  of  aU 
Portuguese  to  permit  of  a  dramatist's  adding  to  or 
modifying  the  story. 

The  jealousy  excited  among  the  courtiers  by  the 
growmg  influence  of  Inez  and  her  friends  with  the 
heir  to  the  throne,  had  induced  them  to  procure 
the  King's  consent  to  her  assassination ;  and  Kincr 
Aflonso,  counting  upon  a  compliant  temper,  and 
a  long  habit  of  obedience  in  the  Prince,  his  son 
ordered  her  death.  She  was  foully  murdered  in  the 
Convent  of  Santa  Clara,  at  Coimbra,  in  the  absence 
01  her  lover. 

The   Prince  at    once   took    up  arms  against   his 
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ftither  :  lie  ravaged  tlie  ricli  province  of  the  Minho ; 
he  laid  siege  to  Oporto,  the  second  city  of  the  empire. 
Upon  liis  fatlier's  death,  two  years  afterwards,  he 
revenged  himself  upon  those  who  had  compassed  the 
murder  of  the  Lady  Inez  :  he  is  said  to  have  looked 
on  while  the  liearts  of  the  actual  murderers  were 
torn  from  their  living  bodies.  Ilis  vengeance 
procured  liim  the  title  of  '  The  Cruel.'  He  declared 
himself  to  liave  been  formally  married  to  Inez  de 
Castro.  He  caused  her  body  to  be  disinterred,  to 
be  clad  in  royal  robes,  a  crown  to  be  placed  upon 
her  head,  and  Iiomage  to  be  done  to  her  as  to  a 
queen.  Her  bier  was  carried  at  night  to  the  mauso- 
leum wliich  lie  had  prepared  for  her  among  the 
kings  and  queens  of  Portugal,  in  the  great  Cistercian 
Abbey  of  Alcoba^a.  The  funeral  train  travelled 
along  a  road  thronged  with  spectators,  each  of  whom 
held  aloft  a  torch  ;  so  that,  in  the  words  of  an  old 
chronicler,  the  body  of  Inez  passed  along  an  avenue 
'  lined  as  with  all  the  stars  of  heaven.' 

Such  is  the  impressive  story  with  which  the  poet 
had  to  deal.  He  miglit  have  made  his  drama  more 
])icturesque  by  introducing  the  whole  of  the  episodes, 
but  he  chose  to  regard  the  dramatic  unities  so  far  as 
to  end  the  action  with  the  death  of  Inez,  and  itseflect 
upon  the  Infante.  The  civil  war,  the  solemn  declara- 
tion of  Inez's  title,  and  the  strange  scene  of  her  royal 
and  midnight  obsequies,  are  notem])loyed  by  Ferreira. 
Tlie  })lay  ojkmis  with  ;m  address,  by  Inez  de 
Castro,  to  a  chorus  or  band  of  Coiml)ra  maidens. 
She  bids  them  rejoice  with  her  in  her  good  fortune ; 
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and  tlien,  in  a  dialogue  with  her  attendant,  she 
explains  the  circumstances  of  her  happiness.  The 
Greek  form  in  which  Ferreira  chose  to  cast  his 
tragedy  is  apparent  at  the  outset.  The  concise,  epi- 
grammatic, sententious  utterances  of  the  speakers,  in 
single  verses,  read  almost  hke  a  translation  from  one 
of  the  tragedies  of  Euripides. 

Ama.  Novos  extremes  vejo. 
Nas  palavras  prazer,  agoa  nos  olhos. 
Quern  te  faz  juntamente  leda,  e  tixste? 
Inez.  Tnste  nao  pode  estar,  quern  ves  alegre. 
Ama.  Mistura  ds  vezes  a  fortuna  tudo. 
iTiez.  Eiso,  pi'azer,  brandiu-a  n'alma  tenho. 
Ama.  Lagiimas  sinaes  sao  da  md  fortuna. 
Inez.  Tambem  da  boa  fortuna  companheiras. 
Ama.  A  dor  sao  naturaes. 
Inez.  E  ao  prazer  doces. 

Ama.  Que  for^a  de  prazer  t'as  traz  aos  olhos  ? 
Inez.  Vejo  meu  bem  seguro,  que  receava. 

Attendant.  Two  opposites  in  thee  I  see, 

Joy  in  thy  speech,  and  in  thine  eyes  are  tears. 

What  makes  thee  thus  at  once  both  sad  and  gay  1 

Inez.  Sad  I  am  not — you  see  that  I  am  glad. 

Att.  Fortune,  alas  !  can  dash  our  cup  of  joy. 

I7iez.  Yet  in  my  soul  is  nought  but  gaiety. 

Att.  Of  evil  fortune  tears  give  surest  sign. 

Inez.  Companions  too,  sometimes,  of  happiness. 

Att.  To  gi'ief  more  kin. 

I7iez.  And  yet  in  gladness  sweet. 

Att.  What  great  delight  is  it  that  makes  thee  weep  1 

Inez.  Good  fortune  safe,  which  I  had  feared  unsafe. 

Inez  then  proceeds  to  recount  how  Prince  Pedro 
had  fallen  in  love  with  her ;  how,  for  state  reasons, 
he  had  been  compelled  to  marry  Constanza,  the 
daughter  of  the  Spanish  Duke  of  Villena ;  how  tlie 
Princess  had  brought  over  Inez  in  her  train  ;  how, 

H  2 
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upon    tlie    death    of  liis   wife,    tlie  Prince    had   now 
secretly  married  Inez  lierself. 

Tlicrc  is  usually  no  ])art  of  a  play  nu)re  tryin<r  to 
the  attention,  either  ol"  audience  or  reader,  than  that 
which  contains  such  iidornuUion  as  is  necessary  to 
the  understanding-  of  the  plot,  and  which,  by  a 
dramatic  device,  clumsy  at  the  best,  one  of  the 
characters  has  to  impart  to  another,  who  may  well 
enouirh  be  sup])osed  to  know  it  all  before.  Ferreira 
has,  with  nuich  art,  relieved  the  tetliousness  anil  awk- 
wardness of  such  a  narration  by  nuikinjjf  Inez  repre- 
sent dramatically,  in  a  |>assage  of  the  greatest  beauty, 
the  conversation  which  had  i)assed  between  herself 
and  the  Prince,  when  she  had  foreseen  the  perils  which 
his  alliance  with  her  woukl  bring  upon  them  both. 
'  My  Lord,'  says  Inez,  thus  recalling  her  words  : — 

Sojim  me  sus  cnieis  vjz:^s  d'este  povo, 
Vejo  del  rey  a  for«;a,  e  iuipeiio  jjrjvve 
Arniado  rontra  mim,  CMUtra  a  constsincia, 
C^iie  em  men  amor  tc-gor.i  tens  mostrado. 
Nao  rece<),  .senlior,  <jue  a  fe  taui  linne 
Queinus  quehrar  a  quern  tua  alma  deste  ; 
Mas  i-et-eo  a  fortuna,  que  mais  possa 
Com  seu  furor,  (|ue  tu  com  tea  amor  brando. 

The  cruel  voices  of  the  nation 
Sound  in  my  ears.     I  see  youi-  father's  power 
Armed  a<,'ainst  me — a^ain.st  the  constant  faith 
With  wliich  you  hold  to  njy  tnie  love  for  you. 
It  is  not  that  1  fear  that  you  should  break 
Your  pli^htrd  troth  to  her  who  hius  your  heart; 
Ihit  fate  I  fear — fate  which  CiUi  compa.'s.s  moi^e, 
Through  wr.ith  and  hate,  than  you  with  love  prevent. 

And   yet,  she  g<  es  on    to  say,  if  tin-  fates  slioidd 
])rove  too  powerfid,  she  woidd  count  it  kinder  of  him 
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to  kill  her  with  his  own  hand,  than  to  force  her  to 
root  out  her  love  from  her  heart.  He  assures  her 
that  nothing  will  change  his  resolve  to  marry  her. 
Still  narrating,  Inez  thus  reproduces  his  words : — 

Nao  poilei-ci  fortiina,  nao  os  liomems 
Nao  estrellas,  nao  fatlos,  niio  planetas 
Apartar-me  de  ti  por  arte,  ou  for^a. 
Nesta  tua  mao  te  ponlio  firme,  e  fixa 
Minh'alma  ;  por  Iffaute  te  nomeo, 
Do  meu  amoi-  senhoi-a,  e  do  alto  estado, 
Que  me  espera,  e  teu  nome  me  faz  doce! 

For  neithe)-  foitune,  nor  the  power  of  men, 
The  starry  intluence,  nor  the  fates,  shall  serve 
By  art  or  force,  to  tear  thee  from  my  arms. 
Here  in  thy  hand  I  place  my  heart,  and  I 
Do  name  thee  wife,  princess,  queen  of  my  love — 
Queen  of  the  high  estate  which  waits  me,  which 
Only  thy  love  makes  sweet ! 

I  think  that  no  one  will  deny  that  these  passages 
have  the  true  dramatic  ring.  Ferreira  seems  to  me 
to  be  speaking,  in  Castro,  with  the  natural  voice  of 
human  passion.  There  is  none  of  the  over-elabora- 
tion, the  over-thoughtfulness,  and  the  over-subtlety 
with  which  so  many  good  poets  have  spoilt  their 
dramas  for  the  stage.  Such  a  play  as  Castro  can 
require  nothing  but  good  actors  to  stir  an  audience, 
and  one  is  not  surprised  to  learn  that  it  has  achieved 
great  stage  success  in  its  own  language  and  in  several 
hteral  foreign  versions. 

Throughout  the  tragedy,  the  Chorus  plays  a  con- 
siderable part,  but  has  no  influence  upon  the  action 
of  the  piece.  I  know  not  whether  it  was  intended 
by  Ferreira   that  the  choi'us  songs  should  be  sung, 
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as  in  Grccoo,  or  tliat  they  slioiild  simply  l)e  recited. 
Tiio  Diie  beLriimiiii:  "(iiiaiulo  umor  iiasceu '  is  a  ])retty 
lyric,  and  well  ada})ted  tor  rlioric  singing  ;  so  is  the 
one  'Antes  cego  tyranno  ; '  botli  reroiniting,  in  short 
rhymed  verses,  the  triiiniplis  of  love  over  gods  and 
kings,  Avitli,  however,  rather  eommonplaee  instances 
and  reflections,  which  wonld  hardlv  bear  serions 
recitation.  On  the  other  hand,  the  grave  choric  piece, 
cast  into  the  Sappliic  metre,  in  wliich  the  dangers 
and  troubles  of  a  high  estate  are  contrasted  with  the 
ease  and  safety  of  a  midiUe  condition  of  life,  must 
have  been  intended  for  recitation  alone.  The  fine 
swiuij  and  cadence  of  these  noble  stanzas  show  the 
iitness  of  the  Portuguese  language  for  the  highest 
forms  of  poetry. 

Keys  i)o(lerosos,  jn-incipes,  tymnnos  ! 
8ol)re  nos  pondes  vossos  p6s,  pisay-nos  ; 
Mils  so))re  vos  estd.  seinpre  ii  fortnna  : 
Nos  livres  d'ella. 

Nos  altos  mnros  soam  niaLs  os  vontos  : 
As  niais  cifscidis  arvoifs  doniliam  : 
As  niais  incliailas  vcllas  uo  mar  roin])Oiii  : 
Cacm  nu'ncs  toriTS. 

Poinpas  n  veiitos,  titulos  incliados 
Nao  dao  do,scanso,  noni  inais  docc  sono  : 
Antes  mais  can(;am,  antes  em  niais  nu-do 
Poem,  e  i)Ci-igo. 

Como  se  volvem  no  grji  mar  as  ondas, 
As.si  se  volvem  estes  jteitos  cheios 
K  nnncji  fai-tos,  nunca  sjitisfcitos, 
Nunca  seguroa. 

PritK-cs  and  tyrant'^,  alisoliitt-  and  ]»otcnt ! 
PLice  on  onr  sidijcct  nceks  your  feet  to  cruaJi  us  ; 
Yet  over  you  the  fatiw  have  full  dominion  : 

We  can  escajie  them. 
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The  strength  of  the  wind-blast  tries  the  lofty  palace  ; 
Tall  forest  trees  are  overthrown  the  soonest ; 
Stateliest  sails  are  soonest  torn  by  tempest ; 

Loftiest  towers  fall. 

The  ix)m})  and  the  empty  vanity  of  titles 

No  ease  aftbrd,  nor  make  our  slumbers  sweeter. 

Rather,  fatigue,  disquietude,  and  danger 

Bring  on  their  owner. 

As  the  unceasing  waves  in  midmost  ocean 
Turn  iind  return,  so  do  these  restless  spirits, 
Full,  but  still  hungiy,  never  to  be  sated  : 

Never  in  surety. 

Like  Shakespeare's  Clarence,  Inez  de  Castro  is 
visited,  on  the  night  preceding  her  assassination,  by  a 
portentous  and  terrible  vision.  She  dreams  that,  in 
a  dark  Avood,  she  encounters  and  is  attacked  by  two 
savage  wolves,  and  is  by  them  torn  to  pieces. 

E  eu  morria 
Com  tanta  saudade,'  que  ind'agora 
Parece  que  a  cd  tenho  :  e  est'alma  triste 
Se  m'arrancava  tarn  for^adamente, 
Como  quern  ante  tempo  assi  deixava 
Seu  lugar,  e  deixava  para  sempre 
(Que  este  na  minha  morte  era  o  mor  mal) 
A  doce  vista  de  quern  me  ama  tanto. 

And  I  gave  up  my  life 
With  a  despair  that  seems  still  present  now, 
And  thus  my  soul  did  flit,  against  my  will, 
As  if  untimely  snatched,  in  that  I  left 
(This  in  death's  pain  was  still  death's  chiefest  smart) 
The  sweet  aspect  of  him  who  loved  so  well. 

In  the  scene  immediately  succeeding,  the  Chorus 

'  The  word  saudade,  the  intense  legret  and  longing  for  a 
thing  past  aud  gone,  has  no  equivalent  that  I  know  of  in  any 
European  language. 
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is  ajiain  broii«rlit  upon  tlio  stai^e,  to  declaro  to  Inez 
her  approachinir  doom.  NotliiiiLr  tan  be  more  im- 
pressive, and  I'ertaiidy  few  situations  in  tlie  less  con- 
ventional drama  of  later  da^^s  coukl  surpass  in  sta'^e 
eftect,  the  startling  force  and  weight  of  the  words  in 
whicli,  in  answer  to  Inez's  questionini:  as  to  the 
tidings  they  luive  to  give  her,  the  Ciiorus  answers, 
*  lie  tua  morte  ' — 'It  is  tliv  deatli.'  A  h)n<T  and 
higldy  wi-ouglit  dialogue  occurs,  where  Inez  pleads 
lier  cause  before  the  King  himself,  in  tlie  presence  of 
his  councillors,  and  he,  in  sj)ite  of  their  advice  to  the 
contrary,  consents  to  let  her  live.  In  h<M-  absence, 
however,  he  again  yields  a  reluctant  and  wavering 
assent  to  their  solicitations.  The  perpetration  of  the 
murder  of  Inez  is  announced  on  the  stage,  in  a  solemn 
dirge,  by  the  Chorus,  who  use  the  privilege  of  ancient 
choric  song  to  foresee  and  foretell  the  calamities 
which  Inez's  death  will  produce.  'J'he  fiftli  act  is 
obviously  inc()mj)lete.  It  consists  entirely  of  a  dia- 
logue between  the  Infante  and  a  messenger  who 
brings  liiiii  the  news  of  his  mistress's  assassination. 
Witii  the  expression  of  his  great  liorror  and  grief,  the 
tragedy  ends  l)y  his  declaration  of  his  resolve  to 
revenge  his  loss  in  the  most  complete  and  tei-i-ible 
maniuT. 

It  will  be  seen,  fiom  the  forcLfoiu'T  skdcli  and 
quotations,  that  Cdstrn  is  entirely  a  tiaL^edv  of  \\\\- 
mixed  and  highly  wiought  passion.  Minor  incidents, 
which  might  easily  have  been  introduced,  seem 
])urposely  to  have  been  rejected.  The  intensity  kA' 
Inez's  agony  ajul   (lc.s])air,  of  ilic    riince's  gi-jcf  and 
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rage,  of  the  cruelty  and  selfishness  of  the  courtiers, 
are  unreheved  by  any  elements  of  variety  or  contrast, 
and  modified  by  no  subordinate  emotion. 

That  human  actions  are  ever  guided  by  such 
absolute  singleness  of  motive  as  is  imputed  to  the 
dramatis  personce  in  tragedies  of  the  classic  type,  is, 
we  know,  not  the  case  ;  and  for  this  reason  we  may 
presume  it  was  that  the  Greek  playwrights  made  the 
impelhng  influence  of  the  Fates  a  principal  circum- 
stance in  their  trajredies — knowino;  that,  otherwise, 
the  acute  audiences  of  ancient  Greece  would  fail  to 
recognise  any  resemblance  whatever  between  the 
actions  of  trauic  characters  and  those  of  ordinary 
human  beings.  Ferreira  has  not  ventured  upon  any 
such  theory  of  Fatalism,  and  the  consequence  is  that, 
taken  as  a  whole,  his  tragedy  as  a  reading  play  utterly 
fails  in  satisfying  us  that  it  is  a  true  drama — that  it  is 
a  true  representation  of  the  motives  and  the  passions, 
the  deeds  and  the  talk,  of  actual  men  and  Avomen. 
As  a  literary  work,  however,  and  for  the  purposes 
of  the  theatre,  his  tragedy  is  excellent.  Depending 
upon  a  continued  use  of  declamatory  eloquence,  his 
lanCTuage  is  never  once  exasci^erated,  and  the  senti- 
meuts  of  the  various  characters,  if  they  are  sustained 
in  a  somewhat  monotonous  key,  are  never  either 
unnatural  or  ignoble  ;  but  as  a  work  of  general  human 
interest  for  modern  readers  it  fails  entirely,  from  the 
very  nature  of  its  scope  and  conception. 

The  two  great  poets  whose  works  I  have  revicAved 
begin  a  period  which  is  the  most  glorious  in  Portu- 
guese literature.     This  Augustan  age  culminated  in 
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tlie  Liisiad.'S  of  Camoens,  wliose  iieniiis  would  almost 
seem  to  have  blinded  i'oreijxn  students  of  his  country's 
literature  to  the  merits  of  his  precursors  and  his  con- 
tem])oraries.  Amonj^  these,  Miranda  and  Ferreira — 
the  Ciiaucer  and  Dryden  of  PorluLfal — hold  the 
hiLdiest  j)lace  ;  men  of  tlic  most  orisiinal  jjenius, 
whose  great  reputations  are  acknowledired,  wliile 
their  lives  and  their  works  are  all  but  luriiotten,  even 
in   the  countrv  of  their  birth  : — 

lis  meuront,  ct  le  mouilc  n'en  connait  (iiie  le^  noms. 


^^Sfl 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

MODERN    PORTUGAL:     COUNTRY    LIFE   AND    SPORT. 

Most  travellers  to  Portugal  land  at  Lisbon  and  dine 
at  the  table  iVhute  of  one  of  the  three  or  four  princi- 
pal hotels  of  that  sunny  capital.  I  appeal  to  the 
majority  of  persons  so  landing  and  dining,  if  they 
have  not  heard  at  their  very  first  dinner  something 
equivalent  to  the  following  remark  ;  '  Portugal  is  a 
country  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  behind  the  rest 
of  the  world.'  I  have  myself  heard  and  read  this 
exact  chronological  comparison  very  often.*  I  have 
heard  it  made  Avhen  I  was  a  new  comer,  and  too 
ignorant  to  dispute  it ;  and  since  then  I  have  heard 
the  proposition  laid  down  again  and  again,  when  I  was 
too  sure  of  the  ignorance  of  the  speaker  to  pay  any 
attention  to  him. 

Of  course  it  is  a  foolisli  and  ignorant  error,  and 
deserves  to  be  shown  to  be  so.  First,  what  is  the  rest 
of  the  world  that  Portugal  has  not  caught  up  by  a 
century  and  a  half?  It  is  Europe,  presumably,  for 
of  course  no  nation  in  the  Eastern  world  is  in  the  race 
even  now  with  the  httle  Western  kingdom  ;  and  again, 
we  must  leave  out  of  comparison  those  sinks  of  poli- 
tical  iniquity,  tlie  upstart  republics    of  South   and 
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Central  America.  The  great  and  respectable  jortri'^m* 
of  North  America  has  no  ])ast.  no  real  history  apart 
from  that  of  tiie  mother  conntry,  and  mnst  therefore 
be  excluded  from  com})arison.  Then,  too,  '  the  rest 
of  the  world  '  must  exclude  the  Turkey  and  Russia 
of  to-day,  for  in  Portugal  at  least  there  is  free 
thought  and  free  speech,  equal  justice,  and  neither  the 
bastinado  nor  the  whip,  neither  ini])alement,  nor 
pachas,  nor  sentinel  house  porters,  nor  Siberia,  nor 
the  Sultan,  nor  the  Czar.  The  comparison,  too,  must 
exclude  even  modern  Italy,  where,  besides  the  foul 
Camorra  plague  and  the  religious  feud,  half  the 
land  is  still  cursed  with  brigandage  ;  and  Spain, 
which  is  to  the  full  as  bad  with  biL^ots  and  brijj- 
ands  ;  and  Greece,  Avhich  is  more  thief-ridden  than 
either. 

So  the  charge  dwindles  down  to  this,  that  the 
Portuguese  nation  is  only  behindhand  in  civilisation 
to  the  few  nations  of  Western  Europe  who.  in  respect 
of  ])rogress,  and  civilization,  and  humanization,  are, 
and  long  have  been,  the  very  salt  of  the  earth  ;  say 
Germany,  France,  and  Great  Ikitain,  the  four  small 
constitutional  Governments  of  the  North,  and  Switzer- 
land, whose  ])eculiar  institutions  and  circumstances 
make  comparison  not  possible. 

Now,  Portugal  is  scrioiislv  accused  of  l)i'in<j;  a 
IniiKhcd  and  fifty  years  beliiiid  I licse  favoured  nations 
in  all  that  distinguishes  a  ci'owd  of  savaj/es  from  a 
coliercnt  nation  of  tliiid\ing  men.  Let  us  sec  Ihjw 
laughably  unjust  tlic  statement  is. 

I^et  us  take  France,  and  even  less  than  a  hundred 
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and  fifty  years  will  bring  us  into  the  company  of 
Louis  XV.  and  Madame  de  Pompadour,  a  demoralised 
Court  and  a  down-trodden  people — poor  and  misery- 
stricken,  enslaved  by  superstition,  ignorance,  and  the 
tyranny  of  priest  and  noble.  What  is  there  in  all 
this  to  compare  with  modern  Portugal  ?  A  century 
and  a  half  ago  in  Germany,  to  take  no  worse  a  part 
of  it  than  Prussia,  we  have  that  most  unmitigated  and 
grotesque  of  all  royal  and  domestic  tyrants,  the  father 
of  the  great  Frederick,  and  a  people  not  unwilling  or 
unworthy  to  be  governed  by  such  a  wretch.  England 
at  the  beginning  of  the  eighteenth  century  we  know 
all  about ;  and  if  anyone  will  seriously  contend  that 
a  minister  as  corrupt  as  Walpole  could  govern  in 
modern  Portugal  for  a  day,  he  must  know  very  little 
of  government  in  that  country.  If  he  supposes  that 
a  country  like  our  own  under  the  First  or  Second 
George,  in  which  one  great  party  was  openly  treason- 
able to  the  Throne  and  the  Constitution,  in  which 
armed  rebeUion  Avas  ready  to  break  out  at  a  hint 
from  a  neighbouring  sovereign,  and  of  which  one 
great  division  was  enslaved  and  terrorised  by  poHtical 
and  religious  disabilities,  and  another  division  so  law- 
less that  the  writs  of  the  King's  Law  Courts  would  not 
run  through  it — if  any  man  can  draw  a  parallel 
between  such  a  country  and  the  Portugal  of  to-day, 
he  is  either  too  ignorant  to  be  heard  at  all,  or  his 
statement  is,  as  poHte  psychologists  who  hesitate  over 
a  stronger  term,  say — '  an  act  of  imperfect  cerebra- 
tion.' 

The  amiable  poet  who  moralised  to  the  effect  that 
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but  a  small  iiifrredient  in  the  mass  of  human  sufferinfr 
was  that  part  which 

Ljiws  oi'  kings  can  cjuise  or  cure, 

never  perha])s  went  very  deej^ly  into  the  ethics  of 
tyranny.  Let  tyrannical  kings  and  laws,  he  argued, 
do  their  worst,  they  must  at  tlie  last  leave  '  our 
reason,  our  faith,  and  our  conscience  '  to  us.  I  should 
be  very  sori-y,  for  my  own  part,  to  try  the  experiment 
in  Poland  or  in  Turkey  ;  but,  be  this  as  it  may.  Gold- 
smith overlooked,  I  think,  the  suffering  caused  by 
those  meddlesome  laws  whicli  the  stupidity  of  our 
ancestors  imposed,  and  which  tluxt  of  numy  contem- 
porary governments  still  imposes,  upon  every  trans- 
action in  the  traffic  of  man  with  man. 

These  are  the  things  that  make  life  bitter  to  the 
common  run  of  mortals.  A  man  may  easily,  leading 
the  middle  course  of  life,  escape  '  Luke's  iron  crown,' 
as  the  poet  puts  it,  or  '  Damien's  bed  of  steel,'  but  he 
cannot  escape  the  legislation  of  stupid  and  tyrannous 
lawgivers.  This  is  a  mill  designed  to  grind  the  weak 
ratlier  tluin  the  strong,  to  take  the  darnel  before  the 
wheat,  and  it  grinds,  as  everyone  knows,  exceedingly 
small. 

Those  who  hold  to  this  before-mentioned  theory 
of  the  non-progress  of  Portugal,  must  expect  to  find 
the  fruits  of  such  legislation  as  common  in  the  countr}'' 
as  under  our  First  George,  when  the  great  majority  of 
citizens  found  nonrly  everything  they  could  buy  made 
dearer  to  them  l)y  the  law,  and  all  llu^y  liad  to  sell 
made  clicaper — daily  life  turned  into  one  long  struggle 
to  the  poor  and    unfriended   man,  that  it  might   be 
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sweeter  and  easier  to  the  rich  and  the  influential ;  the 
full  dreariness  and  injustice  of  the  world  brought 
home  to  a  poor  man  at  every  turn.  But  this  is  not  so, 
and  tliese  evils  have  passed  away  as  completely  in 
modern  Portugal  as  they  have  in  modern  England. 

In  modern  Portugal  there  are  neither  the  cruel 
criminal  laws  which  disgraced  England  a  far  sliorter 
time  ago  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  years,  nor  are  there 
any  irrational  municipal  laws  to  help  Corporations  to 
grow  fat  at  their  fellow-burghers'  expense,  nor  any  of 
those  monstrously  foolish  ordinances  about  regrating 
and  forestalling  which  our  forefathers  believed  to  be 
wise.  No  wages  are  fixed  by  law  in  Portugal,  and  now, 
except  for  fiscal  reasons  and  fiscal  purposes,  no  com- 
modity of  daily  life,  neither  bread,  nor  oil,  nor  salt, 
nor  meat,  nor  drink,  is  to  be  bought  or  sold  at  any 
other  than  its  natural,  that  is,  its  cheapest  price.  Of 
all  the  many  monopoUes  which  once  existed  in 
Portugal  to  liinder  trade  and  impoverish  the  people, 
only  two  are  extant — the  one  in  soap,  the  other  in 
tobacco,  and  they  are  for  fiscal  purposes  and  may  be 
defended.  True,  protection  survives,  that  easiest 
borne  of  all  tyrannies  of  the  few  over  the  many  ;  but 
then  its  fallacies  are  fallacies  invisible  not  in  Portugal 
only,  but  by  a  majority  of  the  people  and  of  the 
statesmen  of  every  nation  in  the  world  except  our  own, 
and  protection  is  perhaps  fated  to  die  sooner  in 
Portugal  than  elsewhere.  Even  now,  protection  in 
Portugal  is  nothing  to  what  it  was  in  Great  Britain 
fifty  years  ago. 

As  to  many   departments  of   municipal   law,    of 
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])riniary  education,  of  ])olice,  as  to  tlie  law,<  relating 
to  land  and  tlie  transfer  of  land,  ami  those  ^vliicli 
afli'ct  the  suecession  to  property,  some  reformers 
may  think  tliat  modei'n  rortu*(al  is  ahead  of  modern 
England. 

In  regard  to  Poor  Laws,  a  man  need  be  neither  a 
reformer  nor  a  ])hiloso])her  to  ])erreive  that  Portugal 
has  legislated  with  far  more  wisdom  tlian  we  have. 
Tlie  Portuguese  system  of  relief  for  the  j)Oor  may  be 
described  briefly  to  \)c  private  charity  organised  and 
centralised,  and  only  occasionally  hel|)ed  by  grants  in 
aid  by  the  State,  lielief  is  wisely  and  humanely 
administered,  agriculture  is  not  hindered  by  heavy 
poor  rates,  thrift  and  hard  hd)our  ai'e  nut  discouraged 
among  the  workers  on  the  land,  nor  is  a  cheerless 
and  desolate  and  melancholy  old  age  ])re])ared  for  the 
infirm  and  the  poor. 

Apart  from  all  these  possible  |)oints  of  comparison 
between  Great  l^ritain  and  Portugal,  Portugal  pos- 
sesses the  inestimable  blessing  of  a  codified  criminal 
and  civil  law. 

Of  all  possible  subjects  of  comparison  in  modern 
free  Portugal,  soberly  governed  as  it  is,  with  civil 
and  religious  peace  and  tolerance,  trade  and  traffic  as 
free  as  elsewhere  on  the  luii-oponn  continent,  life  and 
liberty  secure,  and  c(piality  before  good  and  intelli- 
gible laws,I  can  think  ofbut  one  point  in  which  Eng- 
land under  the  first  two  Georges  is  not  immeasurably 
distanced  by  Portugal  under  its  j)rcsent  enlightened 
and  law-respecting  sovereign.  That  (me  point  is 
— conscription,  the  terrible  blood-tax  of  every  Con- 
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tinental  country,  to  whose  cruelty  and  burden  no 
custom  nor  length  of  liabit  can  reconcile  the  people. 
Often  and  often  have  I  watched  with  pity  and  strong 
indignation  thewoi'kings  of  tliismost  damnable  system. 
To  be  sure,  conscription  seems  at  present  to  be  a  ne- 
cessity to  nations  of  the  European  continental  family. 
Nevertheless,  Homo  homini  lupus  appears  a  true  say- 
ing to  an  impartial  outsider  at  such  times. 

The  heart-sickness  of  deferred  hope  seems  to  be 
greatly  prolonged  by  a  Portuguese  conscription,  and 
the  risk  of  a  conscript's  lot  is  run  even  after  the  fatal 
number  is  drawn  ;  for  if  the  man  who  should  answer 
to  it  is  not  forthcoming,  dies,  or  falls  ill,  or  escapes, 
or  in  any  way  evades  his  fate,  then  the  drawer  of  the 
next  number  is  called  upon,  and  failing  him,  the  next 
and  the  next  again,  so  that  hardly  any  strong  and 
active  Portuguese  boy  past  conscript's  age  can  feel 
comfortably  safe.  Xo  cottage  is  secure  from  the 
pain  of  separation.  Parents  have  to  meet  another 
evil  besides  their  children's  death  or  desertion  of 
them  ;  lovers,  the  pang  of  another  cross  besides  the 
old  and  common  one  of  inconstancy. 

It  is  good  to  consider  this  matter  in  all  its  bear- 
ings, for  we  in  England  may  not  perhaps  always  be  free 
from  the  curse  of  a  conscription:  indeed,  only  a  few 
weeks  ago  we  were  told  in  a  leading  weekly  paper  that 
we  must  come  to  it  in  time.  The  devil  is,  we  know, 
not  coal-black,  nor  even  conscription  quite  so  abomin- 
able an  institution  but  that  something  may  be  said  for 
it.  To  be  sure,  it  decimates  a  country  in  a  fashion, 
robs  industry  of  many  strong  arms,  and  causes  infinite 
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social  and  domestic  harm  and  heart-burning.  Never- 
theless, a  hir;^e  conscripted  army,  ])assed  quickly 
through  the  ranks  and  returned  to  civil  life  before  it 
has  lost  the  taste  for  civilian  hard  work,  is  a  school 
of  manners.  In  tlie  United  States,  manners  Avere 
said  to  be  noticeably  better  after  the  civil  war  tlum 
the  very  bad  ones  wliich  prevailed  before.  Now, 
good  manners  and  respect  for  autliority  are,  witliin 
proj)er  limits,  undoul)tedly  sources  of  strength  to  a 
man  and  to  a  nation,  and  tlieir  existence  in  Portugal 
is,  I  tliink,  j)artly  traceable  to  military  service. 

Most  conscriptions  spare  married  men,  and  a 
young  man  consequently  has  a  temptation  to  marry 
wlii(;]i  never  entered  into  the  head  of  the  narrow- 
minded  Malthus.  The  j)atriotism,  therefore,  which, 
like  Parson  Primrose's,  holds  that  '  the  honest  man 
wlio  marries  and  brings  up  a  large  family  does  the 
State  more  service  tlian  he  who  continues  single  and 
only  talks  of  poj)ulation,'  may  find  something  to 
approve  even  in  a  conscription.  A  family  is  a  good 
investment  for  a  map  who  cannot  afl'ord  to  pay  forty 
or  fifty  pounds  for  a  substitute,  and  the  man  who 
dislikes  drill,  or  hates  cold  steel  and  gunpowder, 
marries  a  wife  to  insure  himself  against  what  he  con- 
siders a  worse  fate. 

Perliaps  statistics  would  not  l)ear  out  the  state- 
ment that  these  prudential  marriages  are  frequent. 
I  only  know  that  it  is  a  matter  of  common  jest  that 
they  haj)])en.  1  heard  il  \\v>\,  1  reniember,  some 
years  ago  from  a  man  wlio  was  carrying  my  fishing- 
basket  along  a  trout  stream   in  the  province  of  Ik^ira. 
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We  had  passed  a  village  where  the  annual  drawing 
was  taking  place.  As  my  companion  told  me  of  this 
mode  of  escape  from  the  horrors  of  war,  I  thought  of 
the  cynical  old  Scotch  proverb — '  Next  to  nae  wife  a 
gude  wife  is  best.'  There  are  few  people  so  quick  to 
take  in  a  joke  as  the  Portuguese.  I  translated  the 
proverb  for  his  benefit.  '  I  know  the  country,'  I  said, 
'  where  the  people  have  this  for  a  saying.'  He 
laughed.  '  Perhaps  the  proverb  is  a  true  enough  one,' 
he  said  ;  '  but  is  there  any  balloting  for  soldiers  in 
that  country?  '  ^ 

Now,  the  question  may  occur  to  the  reader — it  has 
often  occurred  to  the  writer — how  is  it  that  a  coun- 
try where  good  government  has  been  so  backward  in 
coming  (for  it  does  not  date  further  back  than  the 
establishment  of  liberal  institutions  in  1883)  should 
yet  be  so  advanced  in  all  the  arts  of  social  and 
political  life  ;  should  not  only  enjoy  a  good  constitu- 
tion— which  is  a  small  matter  (for  good  constitutions 
are  as  common  as  thistles),  but  statesmen  honest 
enough  and  dexterous  enough  to  make  good  use  of 
it — which  is  a  great  matter.^  How  is  it  that  a  coun- 
try too  hmited  in  population  to  have  a  periodical 
press  of  any  power,  and  where,  in  point  of  fact,  the 
press  is  not  very  powerful  for  good  or  evil,  Avhere  the 
debates  in  Parliament,  the  speeches  of  politicians,  and 
the  proceedings  of  the  law  courts  are  seldom  or  never 
reported,  where  the  higher  culture,  literary  or  scien- 

*  The  conscription  law  in  Portugal  is  at  present  administered 
very  strictly.  Marriage  is  now  no  '  set  off,'  and  when  the  final 
lot  is  diawn  no  suhstitute  is  accepted. 
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tific,  (Iocs  not  aboiiiiil  :  wIktc.  in  short,  tlierc  sccni 
to  he  jibsoliitc'ly  none  of  those  levers  whicli  we  at 
home  l)elieve  to  be  the  only  ones  to  make  tlie  intellect 
of  the  masses  stir — how  is  it  tliat  amon^  the  Portu- 
•xuese,  a  sanjziiine  Soutliern  race,  there  is  so  keen  an 
aj)])re<'iation  of  tlie  benefits  of  wise  niul  sober  ad- 
ministration ?  Tliere  is  HoalinL''  in  every  class  of  tliis 
ccnintry,  from  tlie  liighest  to  the  lowest,  a  mass  of 
sonnd  and  tok-rant  doctrine,  political,  social,  and 
relij^aous — sound  and  tolerant  from  the  point  of  view 
of  any  Frencliman,  Enirlishman,  or  American  of 
liberal  and  moderate  views.  How  is  this?  Wlicnce 
does  this  doctrine  come,  and  liow  docs  it  find  admit- 
tance with  all  entrance  thus  seemingly  shut  out? 

I  believe  the  answer  to  all  this  to  be,  first,  tliat 
the  rortuguese  race  is  a  blend  of  nationalities  which 
time  has  welded  almost  into  homogeneity.  There  is, 
therefore,  no  clash  of  race  witli  race,  and  there  is  no 
faith  feud,  nor  niiicli  o])])osition  of  interests  between 
class  and  class,  \\>v  the  country  is  still  chiefly,  and 
shouM,  ])erhai)s,  be  entirely  agricultural.  Then  there 
is  a  free  constitutiomd  government  :  tliere  is  liberty  of 
meeting,  of  j)rinting,  and,  above  all,  of  talking;  ideas 
are  as  free  in  free  Tortiigal  as  they  necessarily  arc  in 
bondage  and  subjccti<tii  in  despotic  Kussia.  This 
being  so,  all  the  new  doctrine  and  all  the  true 
doctrine  of  tin-  whole  world  ])crcolates  as  quickly 
thrt)U<di  every  str;itiiiii  of  iNnt ii<_ruese  society  as  the 
drops  iA'  rain  fidiii  lieiixcii  sink  down  \n  tin  plant- 
roots  in  a  well  tilled  soil.  There  is,  moreover,  less 
need  of  a  great  j)eriodical  j)ress,  sivrii  as  ours  oi-  the 
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American,  because  the  Portuguese  are  a  talkative  and 
a  sociable  race.  Ideas  come  to  them  not  so  much 
on  a  printed  page  as  by  word  of  mouth. 

Lastl)',  to  explain  the  advancement  of  political 
intelligence  in  Portugal,  it  must  not  be  forgotten  who 
the  Portuguese  people  are.  They  are,  as  I  have  said, 
a  race  with  a  lineage  happily  blended  of  the  strength 
of  tlie  North  and  the  more  subtle  genius  of  the  South. 
A  race  possessing  great  and  rare  qualities,  dormant 
for  a  time,  indeed,  and  temporarily  debased  by  the 
corruption  which  goes  with  tyranny,  but  whose  quick 
revival  under  the  kindly  influences  of  freedom  is  one 
of  the  marvels  of  modern  history.  It  is  a  race  which 
has  at  all  times  been  marked  by  a  rare  union  of 
enthusiasm  and  sobriety,  and  whose  restricted  numbers 
only  have  stood  in  the  way  of  its  predominant  power 
and  influence  among  nations ;  which,  in  spite  of  its 
numerical  insignificance,  has  conquered  and  settled 
continents,  crossed  unknown  seas,  and  carried  its  faith 
and  language  far  and  wide  over  the  more  distant 
regions  of  the  earth.  What  wonder  is  it  that  men 
loyal  enough  to  each  other,  steadfast  enough  in  their 
principles,  and  high  enough  and  bold  enough  to 
achieve  these  great  things,  should,  the  chance  given 
them,  appreciate  at  once  the  wisdom  and  the  benefits 
of  free  government,  and  fall  into  the  way  and  practice 
of  it  forthwith  ? 

Though,  as  I  have  said,  agriculture  is  still  the 
prevailing  pursuit  of  the  Portuguese,  country  life,  as 
we  in  England  understand  it,  is  a  thing  little  known 
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in  rdi'tuiral.  The  reason,  of  course,  is  to  be  found  in 
the  tenure  of  hiiul,  as  I  shall  further  on  take  occasion 
to  ex})lain.  Were  it  chielly  sublet  on  leases,  as  \vitli 
us,  the  Portuguese  country  gentlenuin  would  doubt- 
less be  dotted  over  the  land,  to  collect  and  lower  his 
rents,  patronise  his  tenants,  to  hunt,  shoot,  fish,  grow 
his  geraniums,  turnips,  orchids,  or  coniferae,  as  his 
taste  might  dictate,  or  to  cultivate  that  precarious 
httle  crop  of  politics  which  is  all  that  the  ballot  and 
extended  sufiVage  have  left  to  our  country  gentleman 
in  this  domain.  The  Portuguese  squire,  if  he  existed, 
would  no  doubt,  like  his  English  representative,  play 
at  whist  with  his  parson  and  at  justice  with  iiis 
neighbouring  squires,  do  the  equivalent  of  reading 
his  'Times'  and  his  'Punch,'  of  subscribing  to 
Mudie's,  and,  in  short,  he  would  aspire  to  that 
cultivated  ease  and  dignity  which  distinguish  the 
country  squire  from  the  country  })loughman. 

In  Portugal  there  is  either  yeoman  tenure,  where 
the  farmer  is  his  own  landlord,  or  communal,  where 
the  lordship  is  impersonal  ;  in  districts  where  there 
are  large  estates  and  leased  farms,  the  estates  are  of 
liuge  size,  and  lie  for  the  most  part  in  districts  wliere 
the  land  is  poor  and  mountainous,  or  in  malarious 
plain  country,  with  no  temptation  to  tlie  owner  to 
settle.  Tiie  landlord's  work  is  therefore  deputed  to 
an  agent,  and  the  former  lives  in  one  of  the  great 
cities.  The  Portuguese  never  j)lay  at  country  life  as 
our  people  are  fond  of  doing — that  is,  they  do  not 
betake  themselves  to  the  country  and  lead  a  con- 
tinuous existence  there,  without  having  real  duties  or 
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interests  in  the  land.  I  think  they  are  in  the  right, 
and  that  to  be  sechided  in  a  duU  conntry  neighbour- 
hood, as  Enjjhsh  famihes  seem  to  hke  to  doom  them- 
selves  to  be,  without  ties  or  any  contact  with  their 
fellow-beings,  with  no  occupations  but  the  visits  from, 
or  the  calls  upon,  distant  neighbours,  is  the  surest  of 
all  methods  of  dulling  the  social  faculties,  and  of 
shpping  back  in  the  race  towards  culture  and  the 
higher  education. 

The  Portuguese,  as  a  nile,  care  not  a  straw  for 
culture  and  the  higher  education,  but  they  hate  seclu- 
sion of  this  kind.  There  is  absolutely  no  such  thing 
as  the  dull  continuous  vegetation  of  English  country 
life — bad  even  for  the  inertness  of  advancing  age ; 
but  for  young  people  and  for  girls  especially,  who 
cannot  escape  to  school  or  collie  like  their  brothers, 
simply  stupid  and  abominable.  In  Portugal  there 
are  no  '  Marianas '  in  moated  crrans^es. 

For  all  this,  there  are  plenty  of  country  houses, 
and  very  good  and  pleasant  ones,  only  they  are  not 
much  Hved  in.  A  certain  well  known  family  in  Por- 
tugal— one  with  an  infinite  number  of  cousins,  uncles, 
and  collateral  relatives  of  all  degrees — ^boasts  that  a 
member  of  it  can  pass  on  horseback  from  the  extreme 
north  to  the  extreme  south  of  the  kingdom,  and  sleep 
every  night  of  his  journey  in  a  kinsman^s  house.  I 
questioned  one  of  the  family  on  this  point,  and  he 
corroborated  the  statement,  showing  me  even  on  a 
map  how  one  of  his  parentage  might  ('  though  with 
some  small  parenthesis  between ')  travel  through  the 
country  in  this  pleasant  fashion,  and  without,  as  it 
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were,  once  leaving  tlie  family  circle.  I  tliiiik  I 
recollect  that  tlie  clniin  of  these  convenient  lodirinixs 
terminated  at  the  iVoiitii'rs  of  Algarve,  the  most 
sontherly  j)rovince ;  but  then  Algarve  is,  in  some 
sort,  a  kingdom  of  itself,  over  whicli  the  Portuguese 
monarch  rules  with  some  separation  of  jurisdiction — 
'  Re.v  Port,  et  Aliarb.'  is  tlie  legend  on  coins — so  that 
the  bonsV  tliat  Portugal  can  be  ti'avcrscd  by  a  man 
who  sliould  never  sleej)  l)ut  under  a  kinsnuiu's  roof  is 
still  justified. 

Now,  tlie  Portuguese  gentleman's  ideal  of  a  country 
liouse  is  the  old  lioman  one  of  a  ?*27Az,  and  his  residence 
in  it  a  rillf(/i/intifra,  after  the  nu)dern  Italian  fashion 
— a  brief  holiday  time  in  th».^  hot  season,  a  voluntary 
ruMicatioit  by  ])eople  whose  love  of  country  life  is 
shown  by  the  fact  of  their  literature  containing  more 
good  pasto?'al  poetry  than  that  of  any  European 
nation.  T^)Ut  as  no  sane  and  active-minded  nan  can 
read  more  than  a  very  limited  amount  of  pastoral 
poetry,  so  no  Portuguese  cares  to  play  at  living  a 
more  than  very  brief  pastoral  existence.  lie  and  his 
familv  leave  town  for  a  month  or  two  in  Au<xust,  or 
September,  or  October,  the  worst  and  dullest  season 
in  cities,  the  busiest  aiul  mostcheerldl  in  the  country  ; 
for  tlien  is  the  time  of  vintage  and  maize  harvest, 
and  most  of  the  fruits  of  1r(M\s  are  beinji  ixarnered, 
and  then  is  the  best  .season  t<»  slioot  cpuiil  and  hare 
and  the  red-legged  partridge. 

There  is,  of  course,  every  vaiiety  of  size  and  j)re- 
tentiousness  in  the  houses  used  \'in-  the  villc(i<ii(itiini 
in  Portugal  ;    but  almost  invariably  for  grounds  the 
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dwelling  has  round  it  the  vineyards,  orange  and  olive 
groves,  and  the  cornfields  of  a  farm.  Generally  the 
farm  with  its  farmstead  is  an  appanage  of  the  villa  ; 
the  farmer,  its  owner's  tenant  or  his  bailiff.  When  the 
landlortl  and  employer  runs  down,  he  atid  his  wife 
and  children  have  plenty  to  occupy  and  amuse  them- 
selves Avith.  The  landlord  has  his  live  stock  and 
buildings,  his  walls  and  his  vine  trelhses  to  examine, 
his  orchards  to  inspect^  and,  above  all,  the  condition 
of  the  water-works  to  see  to,  that  first  necessity  in 
Southern  farm  economy.  Mostly  it  is  tlie  Nora,  the 
old  fashioned  water-wheel,  worked  by  oxen  turning 
in  a  circular  space  overshadowed  by  vines.  The 
power  is  conveyed  to  an  endless  chain,  set  a  foot  apart 
wdth  buckets,  which  dip  into  the  well  and  fetch  up 
the  water  from  the  depths,  spilling  half  of  it  by  the 
way,  it  is  true,  but  still  making  uj)  a  plentiful  rill, 
pleasant  to  listen  to  and  to  see  flowing  off  to  the 
thirsty  land.  On  the  threshing -floor  are  already  the 
huge  piles  of  golden  red  maize  cobs,  lying  ready  for 
the  master's  eye  to  assess,  and  the  lesser  heaps  of  more 
precious  kidney  beans,  white,  brown,  or  mottled.  The 
great  gourds  and  water  melons  are  still  in  the  fields 
where  they  have  grown,  getting  theii-  last  mellowing 
touches  of  colour  from  the  autumnal  sun-rays. 

It  is  a  dehghtful  time  for  all  the  family  too.  The 
children  play  at  water-works,  and  swim  oranges  in 
the  runlets  of  water  flowing  from  the  Nora,  look  out 
the  sweetest  bunches  of  grapes,  or  play  at  hide-and- 
seek  in  the  rank  growth  of  vegetation  which  the 
summer  sun  has  raised.     The   girls  saunter  in    the 
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flower  j^iirden,  witli  its  old  fnsliioned  box  edi»ed  ])atlis 
and  beds  well  shaded  by  camellias  and  Tanixenne 
oraUL^e  trees,  and  (illeil  inll  with  flowerinji  ])lants  of 
the  older  fashion,  the  asters,  the  balsam,  heliotrope, 
and  scented  verbena,  cock's-conibs,  geraniums,  blue 
and  scarlet  salvias,  dahlias  and  fuchsias  of  the  more 
primitive  kinds,  chrysanthemums,  and  Ln-eat  bushes  of 
the  yellow-flowered  sedum  ; — all  deplorable  enough 
in  the  eyes  of  any  modern  gardener,  but  gay  and 
bri<dit  and  charmin<x  from  sheer  force  of  unchecked 
luxuriance. 

The  house  is  a  very  ])lain  one;  a  square  building, 
generally  white-washed  inside  and  out,  with  bioad 
overhanging  eaves  painted  with  vermilion  under- 
neath. Many  of  these  houses  have  one  large  central 
room  Avith  a  number  of  little  cells  for  bedrooms,  open- 
ing out  on  three  sides.  This  central  room,  uncarpeted 
and  furnished  with  a  dozen  or  two  of  rickety  chairs 
and  a  large  deal  table,  is  hung  with  monstrously  bad 
framed  ])rints — the  Battle  of  the  Nile,  the  '  Saucy 
Arethusa,'  a  series  showing  the  life  and  death  of  Pope 
Pius  VTL,  the  Heroism  of  Egaz  Moniz,  the  Loves  of 
Inez  de  Castro,  or  the  legendary  Vision  of  King 
Afibnso  Ilenriquez.  Here  the  family  meet  and  take 
their  meals.  An  ox-cart  or  two  full  of  extra  furniture 
is  sent  from  the  town  house,  and  serves  well  enough 
to  make  the  family  as  comfortable  as  they  care  to  be 
on  their  two  months'  j)icnic. 

Such  is  the  villft/i/infiini  of  the  middle  classes  not 
over-burdened  with  this  woi'ld's  goods.  Among  the 
country  liouses  of  wealthier  people,  who  have  been 
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fortunate  enough  to  buy  or  inherit  villas  of  the  more 
luxurious  kind,  are  some  magnificent  and  singularly 
hideous  modern  dwellings,  with  huge  earthenware 
greyhounds,  or  wild  boars,  keeping  guard  over  preten- 
tious gateways,  painted  glass  in  the  windows,  and 
enormous  balls  of  silvered  tin  perched  on  portentous 
cupolas  on  the  house  top,  buildings  inviting  the  wrath 
of  Heaven  by  every  enormity  of  bad  taste — a  style  of 
architecture  defying  all  recognised  canons  of  art, 
and  gardens  which  would  be  as  unpleasant  as  the 
houses  but  that  in  this  kindly  chmate  Nature  takes 
these  matters  into  her  own  hands,  '  invadinir  the 
quincunx  '  with  the  luxuriance  of  her  plant  growth, 
violating  the  '  trim  parterre  '  most  satisfactorily,  and 
making  an  aijreeable  tancrle  and  wilderness  of  the 
most  correct  desi^jn. 

There  are,  however,  in  Portugal,  villa  dwellings 
and  gardens  of  the  richer  and  more  luxurious  sort,  of 
an  older  and  better  fashion  than  this.  One  such  is 
in  my  memory  as  I  write.  A  stately  house  of  plain, 
sohd  architecture,  with  a  walled  courtyard  in  front, 
wherein  old  orange  trees  overshadow  the  ripphng 
surface  of  a  stone-formed  tank,  into  which  descends 
a  plentiful  waterfall  from  a  carved  dolphin's  head. 

Inside,  the  wood-carved  wreaths  and  trophies  on 
the  stairs  and  the  doorways  point  to  the  period  which 
connoisseurs  know  as  '  Louis  Seized  and  in  spite  of 
the  great  secular  trees  about  the  grounds,  the  house, 
I  know,  is  no  older  than  the  reign  of  that  monarch. 
This  house  is  always  maintained  in  good  residential 
condition,  fully  furnished,  and  with  a  small  staff  of 
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serviints  in  occu])ation  tlie  whole  year  round.  Tliere 
are  corridors  liun;:  with  passably  good  oil  pictures  ; 
threat  china  ciii)l)oards,  crammed  full  of  ware 
])urcluised  seemingly  at  all  periods  within  the  last 
hundred  years,  cliielly  the  liandsome  but  compara- 
tively worthless  Oriental  ware  of  seventy  or  eighty 
years  ago  ;  and,  curious  to  note,  next  in  abundance 
to  this  are  the  wares  of  our  o\;\\  fahriques — Crown 
Derby  in  great  quantity  and  richness,  Wedgwood, 
Worcester,  Leeds,  and  even  Bow  and  Chelsea.^ 

There  is  a  handsome  ])rivate  chapel  on  the  ground 
lloor,  dedicated  to  St.  Anthony,  large  enough  to  hold 
the   whole  parish   on  the  Saint's   holiday,  ami   here 
mass  is  said  every  Sunday  and  Saint's  day  tlirough- 
out  the  year.     In    this    chapel,  as    in  almost  every 
private  chapel  I  ever  saw   in  Si)ain  or  Portugal,  is 
that  curious  arrangement  by  which  the  ladies  of  the 
house  can  join  in  the  vservice  without  mingling  with 
the  crowd  of  worsliippers   on   the  lloor.     A  grated 
window,  like    the  Ladies'  Gallery  in    the  House    of 
Lords,  about  hail"  way  up  the  wall,  opens  into  one  of 
tlie  rooms  of  the  house,  and  the  ladies  and  children 
sitting   there  can   open   \\\v\v    windows   and  see  and 
take  part  in,  themselves  unseen,  all  that  goes   on   in 
tlie  c]iaj)c].      It   is  church-going  nuide  very  easy.     I 
do  not  know  whetiier  the  ])ractice  is   a  remnant  of 
old  Moorish  notions  of  women's  seclusion,  or  comes 

'  Tlie  lonff  oxisting  cominercijil  relations  between  Portu<]^l 
an<l  Cireat  Britain  growing  out  of  tlie  ]>ort  wine  tnide  arc  the 
cjiu.se  why  more  la.st-c«'ntnrv  English  j)orcoliiin  and  eai-thenware  is 
to  Ix)  found  in  Portugal  than  olsrwhore  in  ICurope. 
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merely  from  fineness  and  a  liking  to  be  exclusive. 
One  may  suppose  it  had  its  origin  in  the  old  notions, 
and  is  kept  up  from  habit  and  from  convenience. 

As  in  the  case  of  the  smaller  villas,  the  house  is 
connected  with  a  farm,  and  tlie  grounds  and  garden 
mingle  in  the  same  pleasant  fashion  with  the  appur- 
tenances of  the  farmstead.  A  Ions;,  straig:ht,  over- 
archinfj  avenue  of  camellia  and  Seville  oransje  trees 
terminates  in  a  broad,  paved  threshing-floor.  In  a 
little  dell  below  the  house,  under  a  dense  shadow  of 
fig  and  loquat  trees,  is  the  huge  water-wheel,  worked 
by  six  oxen,  and  raising  a  little  river  from  the  depths 
below.  The  terraced  fields,  the  orange  and  olive  o-roves 
and  the  orchards,  are  all  surrounded  by  broad  walks 
overshadowed  by  a  heavy  pleached  trellis  supporting- 
vines,  and  here  in  the  hottest  summer's  day  is  cool 
walking  in  the  grey  half-shadow  of  the  greenery 
overhead.  Runlets  of  water  course  along  in  stone 
channels  by  the  side  of  every  path  and  roadway,  and 
the  murmur  of  running  w^ater — a  sound  of  which  the 
ear  never  tires  in  the  South — is  heard  everywhere 
and  always. 

The  well-shaded  garden  is  laid  out  in  the  stately 
Italian  fashion ;  with  carved  stone-work  in  its 
terraced  and  balustraded  walks,  its  fliirhts  of  broad 
steps,  and  its  fountains  and  gold-fish  ponds  ;  and  here, 
more  than  anywhere,  the  water-threads  and  jets  and 
cascades  fall  and  rise  and  splash  with  most  refreshing 
murmuring.  There  is  nothing  the  Portuguese  so 
much  delight  in  as  this  flow  of  ever-moving  water 
coohng  the  air,  and  associated  witli  tlie  very  idea  of 
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fertility  aiul  giceii  luxuriaiu'e.  Camociis.  in  li  is  great 
epic,  describing  the  enclianted  Venus  Island,  mentions 
how  tliere  flows  on  in  it  for  ever,  among  tlie  hollow 
stones  of  the  ilower-enamelled  hillside, 

A  sonorosa  lymplia  fugitiva, 

and  I  ratlier  doubt  if  the  expressive  beauty  of  this 
Vmc  would  lully  come  home  to  anyone  but  a  dweller 
under  some  such  summer  sky  as  that  of  Portugal. 
Camoens'  description  of  the  miraculous  island,  line  as 
it  is,  is  little  more  tlian  an  accurate  picture  of  many 
a  bit  of  cultivated  pastoral  scenery  in  this  country, 
and  I  am  in  truth  strongly  reminded  of  the  whole 
passage  in  recalhng  the  surroundings  of  the  very 
house  I  am  speaking  of.  Here,  behind  the  house,  are 
the  green,  turf-clothed  hills,  with  the  water  welling 
everywhere,  and  keeping  the  vegetation  lush  and 
green.     Here,  too,  is  the  wealth  of  fruit  trees  : — 

Mil  arvores  estao  ao  ceu  subindo 

Com  pomos  odoriferos  e  l)ellos  : 

A  larangeiia  tfiii  no  fnito  Undo 

A  cor  que  tmha  Daphne  uos  cuIk-Hos  : 

Encosta-se  no  diao  ;  que  osiA  cjihindo, 

A  cidifira  co'  os  pczos  amai-ellos  : 

O.s  foimosos  limtJes  alii  cheiraudo. 

Trees  manifold  here  lift  their  l>ranches  tall, 
Fruit-laden,  fi-agrant,  oxfjuisite  and  rare  : 
The  orange  tree  with  hriglit-hued  golden  ball, 
Pa.ssing  tin-  gfdden  hues  of  Diijihnc's  liair, 
Citrons  with  weight  of  yellow-coated  fruit 
And  lenion.s  odorous 

It  is  a  far  more  concrete  })iece  of  description  than 
the  Italian  poet  gives  us  of  Armida's  magic  garden, 
])ut   not   the   less  impressive ;  the  nym})]is   are  very 
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real  personages  indeed  in  the  Portuguese  epic,  and 
all  the  siglits  and  sounds  of  nature  have  a  most  bodily- 
presentment  :  the  very  scent  of  the  flowers  and  savour 
of  the  fruit  are  exactly  set  forth. 

Camoens,  however,  in  truth,  had  not  on  his  palette 
all  the  colours  which,  had  he  written  in  this  age,  he 
would  have  used  in  making  his  picture  of  a  Portuguese 
landscape  full  and  complete.  In  the  three  hundred 
years  which  have  elapsed  since  the  '  Lusiads  '  were 
written,  and  partly  in  consequence  of  the  great  deeds 
of  prowess  on  ^^■llich  the  poem  is  founded,  Portugal 
has  become  the  emporium  of  a  wealth  of  plant  form, 
chiefly  in  fruit  and  forest  trees,  from  every  quarter 
of  the  globe.  Camellias  from  Japan  have  long  been 
the  chief  ornament  of  every  garden,  growing  to  the 
size  of  apple  trees  in  England.  The  loquat  from 
China  surpasses  as  a  giver  of  shade  the  fig  itself — 
the  old-world  type  of  shade-giving  trees ;  in  Novem- 
ber it  fills  the  air  with  the  sweet  scent  of  its  blossoms, 
and  ripens  its  refreshing  yellow  fruit  in  early  summer. 
The  gum  trees  of  Australia,  and  especially  the  blue 
gum  [Eucalyptus  globulus-,  the  fever  tree),  have 
positively  altered  the  aspect  of  the  more  inhabited 
parts  of  the  country  within  the  last  twenty  years  ;  so 
that  a  modern  painter,  to  make  a  characteristic  land- 
scape, must  now  needs  introduce  into  his  picture  this 
species  of  gum  tree,  with  its  slender,  pohshed  trunk, 
its  iipriglit  branch-growth  against  the  sky  fine,  and 
its  long  drooping  leaves,  rich  in  winter  time  with  a 
mellow  splendour  of  russet  red,  and  yellow. 

Again,  there  is  the  Bella   Sombra,  a  huge  forest 
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tree  iVoin  l)r;izil,  wliicli  lias  ttikoii  most  kiiuUy  to 
PortiifTuese  soil  ar.d  cliiuate  ;  l)ut  liiu'st  of  the  iin- 
ported  trees  is  the  Lrreat-Howered  inaLTnolia  from 
Carolina  and  Central  America — a  forest  giant  in  its 
native  lands,  and,  where  it  finds  a  dam])  and  congenial 
soil,  nothing  less  in  size  in  this  country.  The  age  of 
the  very  oldest  magnolia  in  Portugal  cannot  exceed  a 
hundred  and  twenty  years,  and  yet  already  some  of 
them  tower  to  a  height  exceeding  that  of  the  tallest 
Enslish  oak  tree,  rearinLj  aloft  liuge  clouds  of  shin- 
ing,  laurel-like  leafiige,  starred  here  and  there  in 
spring  and  summer  time  with  their  great  white  and 
scented  blossoms. 

All  these  trees,  together  with  many  conifers  from 
the  highlands  of  Brazil  and  the  slopes  of  the 
Ilinudayas,  and  countless  shrubs,  are  going  I'ar  to 
make  of  Portugal  a  marvel  for  variety  of  ra])id  and 
luxuriant  urowth  in  the  eyes  of  arboriculturists  from 
our  own  country,  who  count  the  years'  growth  of  their 
exotic  conifers  by  inches  and  fractions  of  inches. 

Now,  for  all  these  arboreal  varieties  of  foreign  ex- 
traction— thes3  im])orted  Circassian  brides — which  are 
embellishing  the  native  stock  of  trees,  and  reforming 
the  Portuguese  pleasure  woods  and  orchards,  to  my 
thinking  they  are  but  material  beauties  at  the  best ; 
and  the  associations  comu'cted  with  some  of  the  older 
denizens  of  the  garden  and  orchard,  hallowed  by  time 
and  ancient  culture,  have  in  them  some  deeper  and 
more  subtle  beauty  than  the  mercl)"  sensuous  one  of 
stately  growth  and  form,  size,  line  massing  of  light 
and    shade,  and    so   forth.       To  say   nothing   of   the 
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orange  tree  and  its  associations — as  to  which,  indeed, 
travellers  have  not  too  greatly  foreborne  their  rhetoric 
— there  is  the  olive  tree,  which  travellers  have 
certainly  not  over-praised,  or,  for  the  matter  of  that, 
praised  at  all.  In  truth,  I  do  not  remember  ever 
hearing,  from  tourist  or  traveller,  a  good  word  for  the 
olive  tree,  with  its  stunted  growth,  its  insignificant 
leaves  and  flowers  and  fruit,  its  ash}",  or,  rather,  lead- 
coloured  foliage.  Yet  how  is  it  that  the  old  poets  of 
Greece  have  sung  its  praises  with  raptures  exceeding, 
I  think,  what  they  have  bestowed  upon  any  other  gift 
of  nature  ? 

I  am  reminded,  as  I  write,  of  the  famous  chorus 
in  the  play  of  Sophocles,  in  which  the  poet,  recounting 
in  o-lowing  words  all  the  beauties  and  advantages  of 
the  Attic  land — its  fi'uits,  its  flowers,  its  sacred  groves, 
its  full  and  flowing  streams;  and  again,  its  breed  of 
horses  and  its  seas,  but,  above  all,  the  noble  race  of 
inhabitants  apt  and  able  to  tame  the  one  and  cross 
the  other — culminates  his  enthusiasm  in  his  praise 
(which  I  imagine  has  often  seemed  a  most  ridiculous 
anti-climax  to  northern  Europeans)  of  that  gift  of  the 
protecting  Deity,  the  'grey-green  ohve  tree.'  Is  it 
that  with  a  surer  aesthetic  perception  than  we  moderns 
possess,  these  old  poets  overlooked  the  homely  aspect  of 
the  actual  tree,  and  idealized  it  ?  That  they  saw  in  it 
the  oil-producer,  the  giver  of  that  which — to  dwellers 
in  a  country  like  Attica,  who  drew  most  of  their  suste- 
nance from  the  orchard  and  from  the  forest,  and  from 
the  waters  of  the  neighbouring  seas — was  a  boon  of  in- 
estimable value,  a  gift  with  a  clear  divinity  about  it  ? 
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Doubtless  there  is  soinetliing  of  gratitude  iu  tlie 
poets'  songs  oi' praise;  but  they  misapprehend  greatly 
who  suppose  that  this  tree  of  great  price  is  not  also 
one  of  great   and  poruliar  loveliness.     To  know  its 
true  beauty  we  must  sec  it,  not  as  it  is  looked  upon 
by  winter-sojourning  travellers,  such  as  most  English- 
men are  who  have  seen  and  probably  despised  the 
olive — not  in  the  chill  and  heavy  atmosphere  of  the 
winter  season,  or  even  under  the  light-blue  skies  of 
an  Italian  or  Peninsular  late  autunm  or  early  spring, 
but  in  the  full  glory  of  summer  tide,  when  the  air  is 
clear  and   bright  as  a  diamond,  the  sharply  defined 
shadow  (»f  hill  and  rock  rosy  in  its  depth,  and  the  sea 
and  sky  purple  in  the  intensity  of  their  l)lue.     Then  is 
the  olive  tree  transformed,  illuminated,  by  the  blaze  of 
sun-rays,  till  it  looks  to  be  an  ethereal  kind  of  growth, 
as  of  something  in  an  enchanted  land  ;  the  dull  leaden 
leaves  glow  now  all  the  day  long  with  a  rare  silvery 
hue,    and  the    sunset  lights  up  a  golden    haze  upon 
them.     Then  one  at    last   begins    to  understand  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  old  poets  ;  for  an  Athenian,  at  such 
times  as    these,  looking    on    a   grove  of  olive  trees, 
iiTiLdit  swear  bv  the  trreat  Pallas  Athene,  the  giver  of 
them,  that  nothing  more  rare  and  exquisite  in  beauty 
trrew  in  all  the  Southern  land. 

Tlunigh  I  trust  that  no  one  who  knows  me  at  all 
well,  either  in  piivafe  or  in  j)ul)lin  and  literary  life, 
will  think  so  ill  of  me  as  to  imagine  that  I  could 
vontnre  to  put  npon  pajx-r  a  full  and  ]inrticiilar 
account  of  so  everyilay  an  occurrence  as  a  sunset,  yet 
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I  must  take  leave  to  say,  in  justice  to  the  country 
and  to  those  aspects  of  it  which  are  chiefly  the  sub- 
ject of  this  chapter,  that  a  Portuguese  sunset  is  a  re- 
markably grand  thing. 

I  was  lately  reading  an  interesting  travel-book 
upon  Norway,  and  was  disturbed  to  fnid  that  the  very 
capable  author  recurs  again  and  again  to  the  beauty 
of  the  Norwegian  sunsets.  This,  as  cautious  moralists 
say,  '  is  not  as  it  should  be  ; '  every  sunset  everywhere, 
if  there  be  but  a  single  cloud  on  the  western  horizon, 
is  a  beautiful  spectacle,  but  tlie  spectacle  in  Norway 
is  a  prolonged,  a  monotonous,  and  a  not  very  briUiant 
affair.  We  have  much  better  sunsets  at  home  in 
England  ;  and,  as  we  travel  south,  the  setting  of  the 
lamp  of  day  is  attended  by  more  and  inore  of  glorious 
circumstance,  till  we  come  too  near  the  equator, 
when  the  sun  dives  so  quickly  beneath  the  usually 
cloudless  horizon  that  there  is  no  time  for  a  serious 
sunset,  and  the  '  sudden  glory '  of  it  is  come  and 
gone  before  the  sesthetic  observer  has  time  to  col- 
lect his  admiration  into  focus.  Humboldt,  if  I 
recollect  rightly,  makes  the  hmits  of  the  grandest 
sunsets  in  the  Northern  Hemisphere  to  extend  from 
lat.  30°  to  42°.  Portugal  is  well  i^icluded  in  this 
zone. 

Other  conditions,  meteorological  ones  chiefly, 
besides  latitude  go  to  the  making  of  good  sunsets  ;  a 
mountainous  region,  a  variable  chmate,  and  probably 
some  electric  conditions  at  which  we  can  only  guess. 
One  might  imagine  that  the  level  plains  of  ocean 
would  supply  all  the  necessary  conditions  of  fine  sun- 
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sets  ;  but  it  is  not  so, — sea  sunsets  as  a  rule  lack 
variety.  All  travellers  by  sea  will  agree  with  nie. 
Only  once  do  I  remember  an  ocean  sunset  that  was 
so  immeasurably  grander  than  any  other  I  ever  saw 
that  it  is  impossible  to  lose  the  memory  of  it  ;  but 
even  here,  land  had  as  much  as  water  to  do  with  it, 
and  it  was  nearly  within  the  limits  of  Humboldt's 
zone. 

We  hapj)ened  to  be  sailing  at  evening  time  in  the 
month  of  October  unusually  near  the  chfls  of  the 
Spanish  Finisterre,  and  a  great  vivid  cloud-picture  was 
suddenly  spread  all  around  us — the  clouds  all  purple 
and  sallron  in  the  lar  cast,  on  a  background  of  jiale 
citron,  briglitening  towards  the  west  through  every 
degree  of  the  prismatic  scale,  and  turning  at  last  to  a 
fiery  effulgence  as  they  neared  the  sun's  throne  in  the 
western  sky.  The  whole  body  of  clouds  moved  slowly 
through  tlie  great  airy  amphitheatre,  and  all  the 
broad  welkin  was  reflected  again  on  the  glassy  surface 
of  sea  fluctuating  in  slow  and  swelling  masses  ;  while 
away  coastward  were  upreared  the  tall  clifls  of  Finis- 
terre, rosy  red  in  the  dying  light  of  day:  a  spectacle 
to  awe  a  materialisl.  It  is  mortifying  to  think  how 
difficult  it  is  to  maintain  one's  a\sthetic  enthusiasm 
at  a  high  ])itch  for  any  time;  for  while  we  looked 
there  came  to  our  ears  on  the  calm  evening  air  the 
sound  of  soft  music,  the  instrument  a  banjo  in  the 
forecastle  played  by  our  negro  cook,  the  air  a  '  l)reak- 
doun."  I'lMx-ntly  came  the  steward  respectfully  to 
remind  us  that  tea  was  ready  in  the  saloon.  IIow 
faithful   a   servant   is  memory  at   times!    I  renu'iiiber 
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tliat,  seeing  us  a  little  lotli  to  leave  tlie  deck,  be  sought 
to  tempt  us  clo"\vii  with  the  observation  that  there 
were  potted  lobster  and  pickled  salmon  on  the  table, 
and  we  went  below,  leaving  the  glorious  firmament 
of  heaven  to  itself,  while  the  air  upon  the  banjo 
changed  to  '  Way  down  upon  the  Suwannee  River.' 

No  one  will  accuse  Portuguese  country  gentle- 
men of  an  over-sentimental  admiration  of  sunsets ; 
their  sentimentality,  where  it  exists,  seldom  runs  in  an 
aesthetic  direction ;  and  for  plain,  practical  men  who 
can  fill  their  heads  and  hands  with  thoughts  and  work 
of  other  kind-,  they  perhaps  do  well  to  leave  the  less 
concrete  aspects  of  nature  alone.  They  certainly  do 
not  come  down  into  the  country  to  dazzle  their  eyes 
with  tlie  rising  and  setting  sun.  Art,  hterature, 
science,  in  Portugal  are  for  the  very  few  alone,  and 
the  high  culture  which  undoubtedly  pervades  almost 
every  class  in  the  community  is  purely  social  culture, 
the  not  too  easy  or  too  common  art  of  maintaining 
pleasant  relations  with  superiors,  with  inferiors,  and 
with  equals. 

So  when  the  Portuguese  gentleman  comes  for  his 
amuial  holiday  to  the  country,  he  looks  to  his  garden, 
his  cellar,  his  granaries,  the  warrens,  and  the  woods 
wherewith  to  fill  his  mind.  As  a  rule  he  brings  no 
new  books  to  beguile  his  leisure  or  widen  his  mental 
horizon,  he  never  buys  pictures,  he  seldom  collects 
rare  prints  or  art  objects  ;  old  china,  French  enamels, 
Italian  majolica,  or  German  ivories  are  mysteries  to 
him,  and  their  accumulation  a  childish  extravagance. 
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lie  'will  keep  them,  il"  he  has  iiilierited  llieiu,  as  eoii- 
venieiit  house  furiiiturej  and  he  may  buy  now  and 
tlien  an  old  Indian  or  Japanese  cabinet  for  the  same 
useful  j)urpose  ;  but  he  would  greatly  prefer  a  modern 
one  of  buhl  or  ormolu  fresh  from  a  Paris  workshop, 
and  briglit  with  all  the  hideous  Crudity  of  it«  newness. 
Plate  he  likes  to  acquire,  and  the  line  old  Portuguese 
silver  repousse  work  of  two  hundred  years  ago  finds 
a  ready  sale  in  the  country  ;  but  he  would  like  it 
infinitely  better  if  it  bore  the  hall  mark  of  George 
IV. 's  reign,  and  Vv^as  of  the  gorgeous  style  and  massive 
construction  peculiar  to  the  period  of  that  gorgeous 
and  massive  sovereign. 

He  loves  the  chase,  but  never  oWned  an  expensive 
central-fire  gun  by  a  good  London  or  Pai-is  maker. 
Not  many  years  Jigo,  he  used  nothing  better  than  a 
long,  single-barrelled  gun  of  great  antiquity  ;  making, 
however,  most  excellent  practice  with  it  upon  red- 
legged  partridges  and  quail.  Now  he  shoots  quite  as 
straight  with  a  cheap  Belgian  double-barrelled  piece, 
which  an  Englishman  would  not  put  into  the  hands 
of  liis  undcr-keeper.  His  ])()inters  are  untrained,  from 
an  English  sj)ortsman's  point  of  view,  but  hunting, 
])ointing,  and  '  down-charging  '  are  hereditary  in  them. 
They  are  of  the  heavy  Peninsular  breed,  the  progeni- 
tors of  the  race  of  jiointers  all  the  world  over ;  ])or- 
tentously  double-nosed,  thick-muzzled  dogs,  endowed 
witli  the  keenest  scent,  and  very  staunch.  They 
potter  along,  ten  or  twenty  yards  in  front  of  the 
shooter,  and  never  dream  of  '  ranging'  or  '  (juarter- 
inji,'  ]>ut  luivc  as  a  rule  been  tauirht  to  retrieve. 
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To  shoot  over  pointers,  liowever,  is  not  what  the 
Portuguese  sportsman  most  cares  for.  It  is  not  soci- 
able enough.  His  motto,  if  he  have  one,  is '  the  greatest 
amusement  of  the  greatest  number  {of  men  and  dogs)  ; ' 
and  as  the  whole  country,  with  the  exception  of 
walled  enclosures  of  a  certain  height,  is  free  to  shoot 
over  to  any  one  responsible  enough  to  be  entrusted 
with  a  ten-shilhng  gun-licence,  there  is  a  paucity  of 
crame,  and  so  to  the  sportsman's  motto  must  be  added 
'  with  the  least  possible  expenditure  of  game' 

If  I  describe  a  Portuguese  shooting  party,  a 
cacada—l  sliall  be  accused  by  some  grave  and  intole- 
rant readers  at  home  of  wishing  to  make  fun  of  a  mode 
of  sport  wliich  differs  so  entirely  from  our  own  ways 
of  conducting  these  matters  ;  but  this  is  not  so  at  all. 
Some  thoughtful  persons  who  love  to  go  deeply  into 
the  philosophy  of  things,  may  even  think  that  the 
ethics  of  the  chase  are  better  apprehended  in  Portugal 
than  at  home.  In  England,  to  obtain  three  days  of 
battue  shooting  in  the  year,  Ave  spend  a  httle  fortune 
in  the  wages  of  keepers  and  watchers,  in  preserving 
coverts,  and  in  rearing  birds.  We  go  some  way  to 
corrupt  the  morals  of  a  parish,  and  perhaps  turn 
half  a  dozen  idlers  into  felons  ;  we  make  tenants  dis- 
contented, moderate  people  dissatisfied  at  seeing 
wealth  and  labour  so  ill  and  unprofitably  spent,  the 
humanitarian  world  is  shocked  at  an  unnecessary 
slaughter,  and  the  non-sporting  world  of  thinkers  are 
mortified  to  see  their  countrymen  engaged  in  one 
other  form  of  indefensible  folly.  We  make,  in  short, 
a  small  local  revolution,  financial  and  social,  to  get 
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three  days  of  wliat  is  by  general  consent  tlie  very 
dullest,  most  monotonous,  and  most  unsatisfactory 
form  of  sport  in  the  Avorld. 

Nothing  of  this  kind  lia})pens  in  Portugal.  Tliere 
has  been  no  preparation  wliatever  for  the  sport,  tliere 
is  no  expense,  and  there  can  be  no  temptation  to  poach- 
ing where  there  is  no  artificial  abundance  of  game. 
There  is  absolutely  no  seriousness  about  the  matter 
at  all,  it  is  amusement  and  relaxation  pure  and 
simple  that  is  sought  for  ;  there  is  no  heart-burning 
between  rival  shots,  no  bribing  of  keepers,  no 
fiivouritism,  no  ill-will  possible  any  where  or  an3'how  ; 
and  lastly,  no  unpleasantly  heavy  bag  to  cai*ry  home 
after  a  long  day's  walking. 

A  dozen  gentlemen  agree  to  bring  their  dogs 
together,  and  a  pack  numbering  thirty  or  forty  of  all 
degrees — lurchers,  terriers,  greyhounds,  and  even 
pointers — is  collected.  Another  dozen  friends  and 
acrpiaintances  join  the  party.  Among  the  whole  of 
the  gentlemen  six  or  eight  only  carry  guns  ;  the  rest, 
sticks,  the  cow-sticks  or  quarter-staves^  which  are  so 
much  the  badge  of  agriculturists  of  all  classes,  that 
even  amateur  rustics,  gentlemen -farmers  on  their 
holiday,  seldom  go  afield  without  one.  Then  docs 
the  cha.sc  begin.  Many  such  a  one  liave  I  engaged 
in.  aiJ(l  of  many  heard  the  incidents  narrated  in  the 
fullest  detail. 

In  a  Ion*'  and  vociferous  line  we  ranjje  through 
the  great  ])ine  forests,  or  the  chestnut  woods,  poking 
our  sticks  into  the  matted  g(jr.se  and  cistu.s,  banging 
the   tree    trunks    with    resoundint:   blows    that  echo 
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among  the  hollow  forest  aisles.  Tlie  dogs  liunt  a 
little,  wrangle,  bark,  and  fight  a  good  deal,  and 
would  do  so  still  more,  but  for  the  occasional  flio-ht, 
into  their  midst,  of  a  well  directed  cow-stick. 
Nothing  in  the  shape  of  game  is  seen  ;  a  brown  wood 
owl,  indeed,  flitting  from  an  ivied  oak  tree,  is  im- 
mediately christened  a  woodcock  by  some  imagina- 
tive person,  and  is  brought  down,  amidst  shouts  of 
laughter,  by  a  short-sighted  gentleman,  who  holds 
up  his  eye-glass  in  explanation  of  his  mistake. 
Another  enthusiastic  sportsman  walking  by  my  side 
stops  me  suddenly,  pressing  my  arm  witli  so  much 
emphasis  that  I  look  to  see  some  very  large  game 
indeed  afoot.     He  points  to  a  holly  tree. 

'  What  is  it  ?  '  1  ask. 

'  Hush  ; '  with  his  fingers  across  his  Hps,  and  he 
whispers  in  my  ear,  '  a  blackbird  ! ' 

My  acquaintance  is  proceeding  to  a  scientific 
'  stalk  ; '  but  though  the  blackbird  is  legitimate  game 
in  Portugal,  the  party  is  too  large,  the  dignity  of  the 
occasion  too  great,  for  the  pursuit  of  such  small  deer. 
Eesponding  to  the  loud  remonstrances  of  everyone 
present,  my  companion  retires  from  the  pursuit, 
while  the  blackbird  takes  wing  and  disappears,  with 
a  shrill,  crowing  call. 

In  the  meantime,  a  great  commotion  is  taking 
place  in  the  centre  of  our  fine ;  every  man  shouts  out 
'  Coelho  !  '  Eabbit !  every  dog  gives  tongue,  every 
stick  is  waved  in  the  air,  thumped  on  the  ground,  or 
thrown  with  random  aim  into  the  tall  undercrrowth. 
Several  guns  are  fired  off.     Nothing  is  hit,  not  even  a 
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cloij.  I  observe  that  tlio  older  and  more  satracious  of 
the  pack,  wlieii  tlie  lirst  frenzy  of  excitement  is  over, 
retire  a  yard  or  two  from  the  coverts,  and  watcli  for 
wliat  may  come  out,  as  a  terrier  watches  at  a  rat- 
liole.  We  all  run  to  and  fro  madly,  we  charge  and 
jostle  each  other,  we  scratch  our  faces  in  the  bushes, 
we  entangle  our  feet  in  the  briars  and  fall  head  over 
heels,  we  scream  with  excitement,  we  shout  with 
laughter. 

As  yet  I  have  seen  nothing;  but  presently  I  make 
out  a  little  animal  which  I  should  take  for  a  very  large 
rat  if  experience  did  not  tell  me  that  it  was  a  full-grown 
Portuguese  rabbit,  cantering  in  a  leisurely  manner 
towards  two  gentlemen  with  guns  stationed  on  a 
neighbouring  knoll,  the  only  members  of  our  i)arty 
not  in  motion.  These  sportsmen  cock  their  pieces, 
and,  aiming  apparently  at  the  points  of  their  own 
boots,  fire  simultaneously.  We  run  up  and  look  to 
where  the  ground  is  still  smoking  for  the  body  of 
the  rabbit.  We  find  nothing  but  the  hole  of  the 
burrow   over  which    these    gentlemen   were   mount- 
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ing  guard,  and  into  which  the  rabbit  has  safely 
escaped. 

We  all  stop  for  ten  minutes  to  argue,  to  recount, 
and  laugh  over  the  misadventure,  then  set  off  again 
through  the  unending  forest  glades. 

After  this  episode,  a  boy  working  at  a  saw-pit 
offers  to  show  us  a  hare  half  a  mile  away  ;  we  close 
with  his  offer,  and  eventuall}'  we  shoot  both  hare  and 
boy.  The  hare  we  t»i(jfjc(l  in  n  most  literal  sense,  but 
tiic  boy  we  only  wounded   very  sliglitly — so  sliglitly. 
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indeed,  that  he  recovered  ahnost  by  magic  from  tlie 
fearful  contortions  of  face  and  body  which  he  was 
making,  when  he  was  presented  witli  a  silver  crown, 
and,  on  being  questioned,  volunteered  to  be  shot  in 
the  same  way  at  tlie  same  price  once  a  day  for  the 
rest  of  his  lifetime.  At  first,  I  was  seriously  alarmed 
by  his  howls,  and  some  of  the  eiglit  gentlemen  with 
guns  who  had  fired  sixteen  barrels,  more  or  less,  in 
his  direction  turned  pale  as  possible  murderers.  The 
poor  boy  was  an  outsider,  and  his  interested  howls 
were  no  test  of  his  courage.  I  am  convinced  that  no 
one  of  our  party  would  have  made  an.y  fuss  at  all  for 
a  pellet  or  two ;  indeed,  under  the  excitement  of  the 
rare  appearance  of  game,  the  fusillade  at  these  hunts 
is  so  hot  and  so  irregular  that  no  man  who  cannot 
trust  his  nerves  under  fire  should  ever  join  a  Portu- 
guese cac.ada.  Still  it  is  use  and  temperament  that 
make  men  cool ;  and,  well  as  the  Portuguese  have 
shown  that  they  can  stand  fire  in  more  serious  fields 
than  those  of  sport,  I  do  not  quite  think  they  could 
come  up  to  the  equanimity  which  I  have  myself  seen 
displayed  by  an  EngUsh  gamekeeper. 

It  is  within  my  knowledge  how,  in  a  famous 
shooting  county,  an  imder-keeper  was  placed  in  the 
centre  of  a  large  wood  to  stop  the  birds.  An  Eton 
boy  was  among  the  shooters,  and  getting,  as  boys 
will,  out  of  the  regular  line,  and  coming  near  to  where 
the  keeper  was  posted,  he  saw,  glancing  through  the 
thick  underwood,  that  person's  brown-gaitered  legs. 
The  boy,  taking  them  for  a  hare,  fired ;  but  observing 
that  the  beast,  as  he  thought,  hopped  away  a  short 
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distance  imliiirt,  he  loaded  his  single-barrelled  gun 
and  liied  again,  so  continuing  to  load  and  (ire  in  hot 
haste — the  faitlilul  servant  dodging  about  a  good 
deal  among  the  bushes,  but  never  actually  deserting 
his  post.  At  last  the  line  of  shooters  and  beaters 
came  up  : — 

'  Well,  gentlemen  ! '  said  the  keeper,  '  I'm  glad 
you've  come  at  last ;  the  little  gentleman  have  been 
a-pouring  of  it  into  me,  terrible  !  ' 

As  to  the  hare  of  which  I  said  that  we  l)agged 
her  in  a  very  literal  sense,  it  happened  in  this  way  : 
we  found  her  on  her  form,  and  she  liad  not,  I  am 
sure,  left  it  two  yards  before  she  was  coursed  and 
caught  by  the  greyhounds,  attacked  by  the  lurchers, 
and  shot  by  everyone  who  had  a  gun  •"  consequently 
she  was  killed  before  she  had  given  any  sport  what- 
ever. She  made  amends,  however,  afterwards. 
Among  the  pack  was  an  ill-looking  lurcher,  whose 
bad  character  had  caused  remonstrances  to  be 
addressed  to  the  owner  by  the  other  sportsmen. 
*  Coitado  !  Poor  dog  !  '  said  his  possessor,  '  let  him 
come.  He  will  be  miserable  if  we  leave  him,  and 
howl  .so  that  my  wife  will  wish  herself  dead  !' 

He  came,  and  stuck  to  liis  master's  heels  the 
whole  morning  in  the  most  exemplary  manner. 
When  the  hare  was  killed  it  was  his  master  who 
carried  her,  holding  her  by  the  hind  legs,  and  the 
dog,  seeing  his  opportunity  come,  suddenly  grii)ped 
the  animal  in  his  teeth,  and  held  on  with  such  force, 
as  his  master  tried  to  pull  it  away,  that  presently  the 
dog  was  left  with  the  head   and  the  master  with   the 
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body.  Others  of  the  pack  attracted  by  the  noise, 
seized  that  part  of  the  hare  still  held  by  the  gentle- 
man, and  got  it  from  him,  Avhile  another  detachment 
of  dogs  pursued  the  lurcher  with  the  head  in  his 
mouth.  Then  began  a  novel  kind  of  chase,  with 
more  shouting  and  flying  about  of  quarter-staves,  and 
laufrhins  and  tumblin<T  down.  Some  of  us  tried  to 
recover  the  body,  some  chased  the  head.  We  were 
very  much  out  of  breath  before  we  again  got  together 
the  two  portions  of  the  hare. 

'  Brins  the  needle  and  thread  ! '  was  called  out — 
the  needle  and  thread !  necessities  in  this  kind  of 
sport  where  the  game  is  set  upon  by  such  packs. 

They  were  brought.  The  decapitated  quarry 
was  cleverly  sewn  together,  the  fur  smoothed  down, 
and  then  gravely  insinuated  into  a  narroiv  linen  bag, 
also  brought  for  the  occasion. 

Then  we  pushed  on  again,  and  presently  a  volley 
from  the  whole  force  brought  down  a  red-legged 
partridge  ;  a  httle  further  on  and  the  dogs  started  a 
fox  in  a  thick  piece  of  gorse.  We  shot  him. 
Another  volley  at  close  quarters  proved  fatal  to  a 
woodcock,  whose  long  bill  was  nearly  all  that 
remained  to  prove  his  identity  and  the  straight 
shooting  of  the  eight  gentlemen  who  had  fired. 
Then  came  luncheon,  and  we  fought  all  our  battles 
over  again,  kiUing  the  slain  many  more  times  than 
thrice.  Then  we  degenerated  into  politics — local 
chiefly,  and  election  matters,  just  as  we  should  have 
done  at  home. 

Now,  I  have  noticed  that  Portuguese  gentlemen 
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of  all  shades  of  oi)inioii,  when  they  get  together 
among  friends,  like  to  talk  about  and  strongly  to 
declaim  against  the  realization  of  a  certain  Mild  })ro- 
ject  which  is  well  known  to  European  politicians  as 
the  Iberian  Idea — the  project,  that  is,  of  bringing 
Spain  and  Portugal  togetlier  under  a  single  crown. 
Oddly  enough,  this  question  is  shirked  in  the  Press  of 
the  country,  though  Liberals  and  Conservatives  alike 
are  against  it,  and,  indeed,  easily  worked  into  a  state 
of  patriotic  and  very  natural  indignation  at  a  mere 
suggestion  of  the  possibility  of  such  a  thing.  Even 
the  Miguelites,  who  are  still  not  uncommon  through 
the  country,  though  their  cause  is  growing  more  and 
more  a  chimera  with  every  year  of  peace  and  good 
government,  and  though  their  Migi^ielism  now  usually 
sits  as  hghtly  upon  them  as  did  his  Jacobitism  upon 
Dr.  Johnson — even  these,  professedly  unsatisfied  men, 
protest  against  Iberianism  as  a  thing  running  counter 
to  all  the  interests,  and  the  aspirations,  and  instincts, 
and  grand  traditions  of  the  country. 

The  truth  about  the  Iberian  idea  is,  I  believe, 
simply  this — that  the  possibihty  of  its  realization  is 
not  perhaps  quite  so  remote  as  patriots  and  outsiders 
suppose.  A  large  ])arty  has  always  desired  it  in 
Spain,  and,  curiously  enough,  a  small  one  even  in 
Portugal.  The  country  itself,  however,  unlike  some 
others,  is  too  small  for  the  unpatriotic,  even  when 
swelled  by  the  fools,  to  make  a  large  party.  Among 
Continental  politicians, the  Absolutists,  the  Ultramon- 
tanes,  and  the  Itcds  would  each  for  their  own  and 
obvious    reasons  like   to  see   the    Iberianism  of  the 
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Peninsula  an  accomplished  fact.  In  England,  where 
we  know  by  experience  something  of  racial  antipa- 
thies, no  one,  I  suppose,  would  desire  to  bring  about 
any  such  union,  or  even  a  federation  of  Spain  and 
Portugal,  always  excepting  the  numerically  insignifi- 
cant and  incurable  party  among  our  own  countrymen 
who  tried  to  help  on  Carhsm  at  the  expense  of 
toleration  and  free  institutions,  and  who  seemed  at 
one  time  to  expect  in  their  unwisdom  that  Iberianism 
would  advance  their  views. 

Tlie  only  section  of  the  British  pubhc  who  would 
actually  benefit  by  a  reahsation  of  the  Iberian  idea 
would  be  the  holders  of  Spanish  Stocks.  Spanish 
Three  per  Cents,  would  certainly  go  up,  and  Portu- 
guese as  certainly  go  down. 

After  lunch  we  had  better  sport  and  even  l)etter 
amusement  than  before.  A  brace  of  woodcocks 
were  brought  down  and  cleverly  snatched  from  the 
dogs.  A  second  hare  got  away  from  the  guns,  and 
was  run  into  after  a  good  course.  Its  exceedingly 
mangled  remains  were  repaired  as  before,  and  fitted 
into  another  little  bag.  But  the  several  rabbits  we 
came  upon  gave  more  occupation  and  amusement 
than  anything,  doubhng  backwards  and  forwards 
among  dogs  and  men  to  the  most  excitingly  immi- 
nent peril  of  both.  One  gentleman,  laj^ng  about  him 
with  his  quarter-staff  in  the  direction  of  a  passing 
rabbit,  struck  his  best  friend  so  heavy  a  blow  on  the 
ankle  that  he  dropped  to  it,  and  had  to  be  '  restored ' 
before  he  could  hmp  on  with  the  party. 
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I  do   not   know   wliotlier  it  is  that  the   air  of  a 
Portuguese  autumn  (hiy  in   these  j^reat  sandy  forests 
of  pine  or  chestnut,  witli   tlieir  ixay  undergrowtli   of 
arouKitic  shrubs,  is  more  exhilarating  than  otlier  air, 
and  peculiarly  conducive  to  a  flow  of  good  spirits,  or 
whether  the  good  humoni"  and  enjoyment  come  from 
tiie    incidents    and    circumstances   of   a    Tortuguese 
shooting  party ;  certain   it  is  that  the   thing  is  most 
enjoyable.     In  describing  this  particular  one,  I  am 
not  telling  of  what  hap])ened  on  any  particular  day, 
or  to  any  j)articular  set   of  })eople  :  I  could  not  ven- 
ture  upon   such    an  impertinence   to   my   friends   to 
please   any    reader.     It    is    a    general    account  of  a 
typical    cac.nda  ;  and  those  who  know  what  suc-h   a 
thing  is  will  agree  that  it  is  not  unfaitliful.     In  many 
a  one  have  I  joined,  and,  coming  home  again,  I  liave 
sometimes  compared  the  day's  sport  Avitli  one  spent 
in   English   coverts.     In    Portugal,  a    ])leasant  day's 
ramble  in  the  forest,  with   not  much  game  indeed   in 
hand   at   the  end    of  it,  but    the  lasting   memory  of 
many   very   surprising  and   unlooked-for   adventures 
and  misadventures.     In  England,  a  return  homeward 
often  wet   through  and  chilled   to  the  bone,  having 
stood  for  hours  in  the  sleety  wind,  over  the  ankles  in 
mud  and  water,  my  right  shoulder  still"  and  .sore  from 
long    and    monotonous    shooting,    ])erhaps    my    host 
looking  black   atmef»r   having  missed   the   solitary 
woodcock  of  tlic  day,  oi*  Ibr  having  killed  moi'c  than 
my  allowance  of  hen  pheasants. 

When  French  ])eo|fle  wish   to  say  that  a  party  of 
pleasure   has  been   successful,  they   sum    up  witli    the 
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phrase,  '  Nous  avons  hemicoup  r?.'  I  could  always 
have  made  the  same  remark  after  a  shooting  expedi- 
tion into  the  woods  of  Portuoal. 

It  is  the  poet  Thomson,  I  think,  who  has  said  that 
'  a  serene  melancholy  is  the  most  noble  and  most 
agreeable  situation  of  the  human  mind  ; '  but  admit- 
ting all  the  nobihty  and  serene  dehght  of  melancholy, 
that  mental  attitude  would  be  a  most  difficult  one  to 
maintain  among  an  enthusiastic  and  good-humoured 
party  of  Portuguese  sportsmen  out  for  a  caqada. 
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CHArXER   V. 

FAUMLNU    AND    FARM    I'lIOIMJ-:. 

IIf  who  eoiuL's  lu  rortugal  in  uutumii  in  searcli  of 
the  picturesque  must  not,  us  a  rule,  expect  to  find  it 
quite  after  the  pattern  to  Avliicli  lie  ha.s  become  ac- 
customed in  Nortliern  Euro})e.  Here  there  is  none 
of  the  calm  and  stately  beauty  of  an  Enijlisli  autunni, 
the  leaf^ige  slowly  bronzing  with  tlie  early  touches  of 
frost,  the  russet  bracken  standing  up  in  finer  contrast 
than  ever  with  the  greenery  around,  and  the  fallen 
beech  leaves  spread  like  golden  patines  on  the  smooth 
sheep-crop])ed  turf.  Tliis  is  very  delightful, — and 
pleasant  it  is  in  the  keen  October  air  of  oui-  own 
couiilrv  to  walk  out  rnid  see  the  slow  and  trradual 
deatli  of  the  year;  a  summer  iiicllowed  and  tenq)ered 
with  the  coming  breath  of  frost  and  snow, — a  winter 
still  warm  with  the  sun  of  the  waning  summer. 

After  a  dillerent  fashion  does  autumn  come  upon 
us  lierc  in  Tortugal.  The  meeting  of  summer  and 
winter  is  not  a  gradual  transition,  hut  a  sudden  con- 
test. To  walk  out  u])oii  an  autiiiiiii  day  is  not  to 
assist  at  a  euthanasia,  but  to  sec  the  victims  of  a 
L'reat  elemental  strife:  the  lidds  jirc  fields  on  which 
a  battle  lias  been  fonuht. 
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The  hot  Liisitanian  sun  lias  stiiiuihxted  an  extra- 
ordinary wealth  of  branch  and  leaf  growth,  and  sud- 
denly the  downpour  of  equinoctial  rain  has  come 
upon  it,  and  the  strong  winds  have  brayed  and  broken 
everything,  and  covered  the  fields  with  leaves  sodden 
and  decaying  already  in  the  warm  and  steamy  air. 
In  the  most  cultivated  districts  the  waste  and  desola- 
tion are  greatest,  for  the  maize  straw  is  mostly  lying 
in  the  fields  in  discoloured  stooks, — the  most  unsightly 
of  harvests, — and  the  vines  are  no  longer  picturesque, 
but  their  long  sprays  straggling  where  the  Avind  has 
left  them,  and  their  leaves  either  falUni?  or  lianoinfj 
down  half  withered  and  unshapely,  have  lost  all  the 
rich  sun-tints  of  summer. 

The  damp  atmosphere  which  hangs  over  the 
land  at  this  time  of  the  year  is  to  some  susceptible 
constitutions  a  Httle  acfue-laden,  and  I  warn  the 
tourist  against  a  visit  to  Portuoal  till  the  heat 
of  early  autumn  be  overpast,  till  the  last  week  in 
October,  when  bright,  clear  weather  is  the  rule 
for  all  the  rest  of  the  year.  When  St.  Martin's 
summer  begins — on  or  about  the  lltli  of  Novem- 
ber— there  have  disappeared  the  very  last  of  the 
mosquitoes ;  and  though  they  are  little  troublesome 
in  Portugal,  attacking  one  only  at  night,  their 
bite  grows  more  and  more  envenomed  as  the  sum- 
mer gets  older,  till  in  September  they  are  at  their 
fiercest. 

A  far  worse  plague  than  mosquitoes  is  also  past, 
— the  plague  of  flies.  The  present  writer  may  claim 
to  have  done  his  full  share  of  the  travelhncr  which 
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iiKHleni  societv  ivMiuircs  of  its  iiu'ruhci's.  He  has 
clux^rfully  sot  out  on.  ;iii(1  oi'tcn  more  cluMM-rully  re- 
turned from,  rambles  in  must  European  countries.  He 
lias  come  to  tlie  conclusion  that  among  tlie  greatest 
evils  of  foreign  travel  in  tlieSoutli  are  tlie  flies  ;  more 
troublesome  than  beggars  in  S[)ain  or  donkey-boys  in 
Egypt,  worse  than  the  inn-keepers  of  Germany  or 
the  brigands  of  Italy,  greater  pests  even  than  vul- 
var Eii«  dish  men  in  Switzerland. 

It  is  so  much  the  fixshion  for  modern  philosophers 
to  deal  witli  the  infinitesimal,  and  ti-iumpliantly  to 
trace  great  eflects  to  small  and  unsuspected  causes, 
that  one  may  well  wonder  that  science  has  so  com- 
])letel3'  overlooked  the  influence  of  ilies  n])on  tlie 
destinies  of  the  human  race.  The  savant  whose 
guiding  prin('ii)le  often  is  de  minimis  curat  seientia, 
might  build  up  a  very  pretty  theory  upon  the  rela- 
tions of  Ma.'<c<i  (lontt'sticit  and  Homo  sajneiis^  and  a 
difierence  of  manners,  of  habits,  of  temperament,  and 
oxow  of  dress,  might  be  traced  between  the  people  of 
countries  where  the  house-lly  is  numerous  and  acitive, 
and  countries  like  England  where  it  can  almost  be 
left  out  of  account  altogether.  The  swarms  of  flies 
are  in  the  South  no  trivial  mattei-  in  the  economy  of 
life,  but,  though  an  every-day  incident,  one  im- 
portant enough  to  be  had  in  serious  consideration, — 
to  be  madi',  lor  instam-e,  the  subject  of  grave  simile 
and  comy)ariMon.  When  ironier  is  describing  the 
heroic  rallv  "f  the  Ti-oj;iii  wai-rioi-s  round  the  dead 
body  of  Sarjx'don,  lie  docs  not  think  it  beneath  the 
(liLMiity   of   the  occasion    t<i  c<(iii|);irc    tlicir   numbers 
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and  their  obstinacy,  and  the  noise  of  their  arms  in 
fight  to  the  clouds  of  flies  which 

At  spring  time  in  the  cattle-sheds 
Aroimd  the  milk-pail  swarm  with  buzzing  wings. 

To  take  but  one  point : — the  habit  of  taking  a 
siesta,  a  habit  in  itself  modifying  the  whole  home-life 
and  character  of  a  people,  and  one  whicli  we  North- 
erners consider  so  thoroughly  effeminate,  is  certainly 
due  not  to  the  heat  of  the  South,  but  to  its  flies. 
None  but  those  who  have  suffered  it  can  have  any 
notion  of  the  exasperation  which  is  caused  to  a  man 
who  is  the  victim  of  a  cloud  of  buzzing  flies  through- 
out a  long  summer  day.  Mental  labour  becomes 
quite  impossible  when  things  get  to  their  worst,  at 
three  or  four  o'clock,  when  the  afternoon  is  hottest 
and  drowsiest  and  the  flies  at  their  busiest.  At  such 
a  moment  the  human  intellect  is  almost  incapable  of 
exertion  ;  no  brain  could  work  out  a  long  division  sum, 
no  one  could  write  a  leading  article  or  even  a  sermon. 
A  man  is  driven  to  a  dark  room  where  the  flies  will 
not  follow  him ;  he  o;oes  not  for  coolness  onlv  but  for 
peace,  and  being  at  rest  and  in  the  dark,  he  necessarily 
sleeps.     This  is  the  rationale  of  the  siesta  of  the  South. 

It  is  only  inside  the  house  that  the  flies  are  wholly 
intolerable  ;  out  of  doors  they  are  as  numerous  but 
not  aggressive.  In  Malta  I  once  saw  a  regiment 
seemingly  of  clergymen  marching  along  the  high  road, 
— a  fearful  spectacle !  A  closer  inspection  showed 
tliat  this  alarming  infantry  was  nothing  more  formid- 
able than  a  body  of  our  own   honest  soldiers,  with 
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their  scarlet  imifnniis  blackened  and  quite  concealed 
hy  myriads  of  flies.  Hut  Hies  in  the  open  air  are 
stationary  and  (»u  their  good  behaviour;  indoors  the 
Southern  fly  is  ever  on  the  move,  qucerens  quern  and 
quid  devoret.  It  is  the  honie-keepino;  women  who 
sufler,  not  the  men  who  have  gone  afield  ;  and  there- 
fore it  is  the  woiiK'ii  wlio  alwaj's  cover  their  lieads 
M'ith  hoods  or  handkerchiefs,  the  men  only  when  they 
livi'  indoor  lives. — licncc  moidss  are  hooded,  WM)men 
veiled.  One  stej)  more  and  we  have  the  Yashmak  of 
tlie  Turk,  the  Zenana,  a  general  invasion  of  women's 
rights  and  liberties,  and  I  know  not  what  beside, — and 
all  to  be  traced,  if  philosoj)hers  would  but  see  it,  to 
so  seemingly  trivial  a  cause  as  thecommon  house-fly ! 

^o  far  as  weather  is  concerned,  I  do  not  know 
that  after  all  L  do  well  to  warn  my  compatriots 
auainst  the  stoamv  aii-  of  a  Portuguese  autumn.  We 
all.  I'jiglislinicn,  Irislnncu.  Scotchmen,  Welshmen,  and 
Cockneys,  have  a  weakness  for  dull  weather.  We 
have  eaten  and  sle])t  and  walke(l  and  talki'cl  in  fog 
and  rain  :  it  has  come  to  be  a  second  nature  to  us. 
Ill  tiiitli  tlie  l)ritoii  admires  but  does  not  always  in 
his  heart  love  the  climate  of  wlial  lie  is  pleased  to  call 
'  the  sunny  south.  U^  brightness  to  him  is  glare,  its 
i'onstancy  monotonous.  'These  blue  skies  arc  charm- 
ing in  theoi-y,'  r  onee  heard  a  c.'indid  Englishman  say, 
'  but  the  long  droughts  ai'e  too  iiiiieli  for  ine,  they 
burn  me  uj).  the  sunlight  o()presses  me, — I  want 
moisture,  1  want  rain, —  i  want,'  he  said  with  a  loving 
emphasis  on  the  words,  '  nire,  irarn/,  iiiiij(pj  rain!  ' 
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If  the  traveller  is  not  to  be  deterred  by  dull  skies 
and  rain,  and  will  come  to  Portuguese  soil  during  the 
autumnal  equinox,  he  will  find  the  country,  in  so  far 
as  its  agriculture  is  concerned,  at  its  most  critical  and 
most  interesting  stage. 

The  social,  financial,  pohtical,  and  even  reli- 
gious aspects  of  Portugal  are  almost  wholly  identical 
with  its  aspects  as  a  country  of  farmers,  of  vine- 
dressers, of  shepherds,  and  of  graziers.  Except  for  a 
small  population  of  miners,  of  fishermen  on  tlie  rivers 
and  estuaries,  and  of  sailors,  the  whole  population 
should  be.  if  pohtical  economy  had  proper  sway  in 
the  country,  purely  an  agricultural  one.  Unfortu- 
nately, very  fallacious  principles  prevail  among  the 
governing  classes,  and  several  branches  of  manu- 
factures are  encouraged  to  languish,  and  the  people 
are  heavily  taxed  by  a  high  and  omnivorous  tarifi". 
Portugal,  however,  is  a  country  which,  since  its 
Hberal  awakening  fifty  years  ago,  has  sllo^vn  such 
progressive  wisdom  in  all  the  arts  of  government,  that 
I  firmly  believe  that  all  these  false  protective  theories 
wait  but  '  the  inevitable  hour  '  to  be  swept  away,  and 
that  when  the  country  awakes  to  common  sense  in 
such  matters  it  will  become,  more  thoroughly  than  it 
is  even  at  present,  a  country  of  farmers.  Even  now 
the  intelligent  observer  of  foreign  social  problems 
looks  to  find  their  solution  in  the  condition  of  agricul- 
ture. I  have  met  with  more  than  one  such  observer 
on  their  travels,  and  their  honest  expression  of  opinions, 
even  when  tliey  have  little  time  or  opportunity  or 
perhaps  ability  to  form  them   soundly,    are    always 
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iiit(M"ostinLr  nnd   often   instructive,  tliousili  not   always 
in  a  way  tliey  tlieni-selves  ini^lit  su])|)o.se  or  desire. 

A  stout,  intelliirent,  and  liiulily  conversational 
German  was  holding  forth  Ihiently  at  the  talde  tlltote 
of  an  hotel  in  a  certain  important  city  of  Portuiral 
as  I  not  long  ago  took  my  seat  at  that  board,  and  I 
listened  Avith  patience  to  his  O])inions.  The  Germans, 
as  everyone  knows,  have  lately,  and  only  lately, 
become  a  highly  practical  people.  Delighting  no 
longer  to  liold  aloof  from  tlio  ways  of  ordinary  men 
and  to  keep  to  the  cloudland  of  ideology  and  transcen- 
dentalism, they  have  descended  to  terra  /irtna,iini\  are 
wilhng  to  instruct  the  whole  world  in  the  business  of 
its  daily  life.  Does  a  financier  think  he  understands 
the  exchauires  and  tlie  lluctuations  in  the  bullion 
market?  Let  him  talk  for  li\c'  minutes  to  a  German 
and  li'arn  his  iijiiorance.  JJo  wi^  Enjrlishmen  and 
Amei'icans  think  we  know  something  by  experience  of 
re])resentativ(' govermnent  ?  The  first  Tk^i'liner  shall 
show  us  our  mistake.  The  schoolmaster  who  is  now 
abroad  in  tlie  woi'ld  is  the  German  Professor,  and  he  is 
no  longei-  either  ai)struse,  or  impractical)le,  or  philo- 
sophically contemptuous  of  riiilistinism.  Perhaps 
we  want  to  know  how  to  iiLdit  or  to  farm,  to  u^nxlen 
or  to  cofik.  to  write  books  oi"  to  paint  j)ictures?  The 
Professor  will  instruct  us,  nnd  if  we  do  not  want  to 
be  instructed,  he  will  instinct  us  all  the  same — or  all 
the  more. 

'  After  all,  these  Portuguese  are  fools,'  the  German 
was  saying, —  he  (pialificd  the  word  by  nu  epithet 
which  need  not  be  recorded — '  they  are  fools,  gentle- 
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men,  as  farmers :  they  fatten  cattle  without  cake 
or  roots;  they  don't  know  how  to  make  their  hay; 
instead  of  reaping  their  corn  with  a  machine,  they 
cut  it  with  a  thing  hke  a  gardener's  knife  ;  and  when 
they  miglit  use  improved  ploughs  by  good  makers, 
they  employ  a  crooked  branch  with  a  tenpenny  nail 
tied  to  the  end  of  it ! ' 

The  wit  rather  than  the  wisdom  of  the  speaker 
(who  dehvered  himself  in  an  Enghsh  Avhich  tliough 
fluent  I  have  ventured  to  transpose  into  a  more 
vernacular  key)  caused  a  laugh  among  those  of  us 
who  understood  him. 

I  gathered  from  some  further  remarks  which  fell 
from  this  gentleman,  that  he  was  one  of  the  class  who 
travel  in  the  interests  of  their  friends  at  home,  and 
generally  carry  assortments  of  the  staples  of  these 
friends'  business  in  bags  or  other  receptacles.  From 
the  cynical  tone  noticeable  in  liis  conversation  I 
concluded  that  he  had  found  some  difficulty  in 
'  placinfj '  these   goods   amoncr  the  Portuguese.     No 
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men  are  so  full  of  information  and  opinions  as 
'  travellers '  of  this  class,  or  so  anxious  to  impart 
them,  and  I  was  willing  enough  to  be  instructed. 

'  I  must  admit,'  I  replied,  '  that  the  Portuguese 
farmers  are  little  better  than  barbarians  from  your 
point  of  view,  but  what  I  should  hke  to  gather  from 
you  is,  how  it  would  better  their  condition  to  use  all 
these  new-fangled  improvements.' 

My  new  acquaintance  smiled  a  serene  smile. 

'  You  have  perhaps,  sir,  not  read  the  works  of  the 
great  English  writer  Smith  ?  '  he  asked. 
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'  T  liave  read  Aduiii  Smitli  in  tlio  ori«jfinal,'  I 
answcretl. 

'You  will  tlieii  perfectly  uiulerstaiul  liow  the 
Avealth  of  nations  can  be  increased  by  division  of 
labour,  and  by  economy  of  labour,  and  by  perfection 
of  labour.  Now,  it  is  clear  tliat  when  a  farmer  cuts 
a  clumsy  plimgli  from  the  nearest  wood,  hammers  out 
his  own  ploughshare,  and  ploughs  his  own  land  with 
this  mi^eraVdo  implomont,  there  is  noitlier  division  of 
labour,  nor  economy  of  lai)our,  nor  perfection  of 
labour.' 

'  You  could  not,'  I  said,  '  ])utit  more  neatly.' 

My  stout  acquaintance  smiled  again. 

'  It  is  the  same  all  through  the  farm  system.  The 
farmer  miglit  use  cake  to  feed  his  cattle  and  enrich 
his  fields.' 

'I  admit  the  cake.' 

*  And  surely,  sir,  you  must  admit  that  he  could 
grow  roots  witli  advantage,  reap  his  corn  crop  with  a 
])atent  reaper,  and  his  grass  with  a  patent  mower. 
He  iiiiglit  cut  his  chan'  ])y  steam,  l)nlp  his  roots  by 
macliinery,  steam  them  in  one  of  our  patent  steamers  ; 
to  say  notliing  of  employing  our  improved  elevators, 
and  rollers,  and  crushers,  and  scarifiers,  of  all  of 
whicli,  poor  man,  lie  is  as  ignorant  as  the  child  un- 
born.' 

I  took  advantage  of  a  slight  pause,  during  which 
the  German  took  out  an  illustrated  catalogue  of  a 
well-known  Eni/lish  firm  of  agricultural  implcment- 
makers,  to  say — 

'  J  Jut,  assuming  that  he   could  employ    all  these 
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improvements,    and  reform  his   ways  with  all  these 
novelties,  how  would  he  be  the  better  ?  ' 

'  Sir,  he  would  be  the  richer.' 

'  Would  he  be  the  happier  ?  ' 

Ilerr  Sacculator  smiled  for  the  third  time. 
'  Eeally,'  he  said,  '  I  think  we  may  assume  that  wealth 
is  the  first  step  towards  happiness.' 

'  I  beheve,'  I  said,  '  that  we  know  as  little  of  the 
first  as  of  any  subsequent  step  on  that  road.' 

Irony  was  never  well  bestowed  on  a  German,  and 
he  went  on  :  '  The  mere  possession  of  good  wages  is 
certainly  in  itself  a  most  excellent  thing.  It  gives  a 
man  opportunities  for  dealing  with  the  political 
machinery  of  his  country,  and  leisure  for  self-culture 
and  the  various  graces  of  life.' 

'  In  some  parts  of  the  county  of  Hertfordshire  in 
England,'  I  remarked,  '  the  women  and  children  work 
at  straw-plaiting,  and  each  family  makes  a  good  deal 
of  money.  Yet  the  people  do  not  care  a  rush  for 
poUtics,  and  are  so  removed  from  self-culture  and  the 
graces  of  life  that  a  more  idle,  poaching,  ill-mannered, 
immoral  set  of  sots  are  not  to  be  found  in  broad 
England.' 

Facts  are  as  nothing  when  compared  with  general 
principles,  and  the  German  gentleman  proceeded 
undisturbed. 

'  You  vnW  surely,'  he  said,  '  not  put  forward  such 
a  paradox  as  that  poverty  conduces  to  a  people's 
happiness  more  than  wealth  ?  ' 

'  Sir,'  I  said,  '  if  I  put  forward,  or  seem  to  put 
forward,  any  paradox  whatever*  it  is  less  to  defend  it 
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than  to  irivc  you  tlie  opportunity  of  refuting  it.  If 
you  can  show  nie  tliat  wealtli  and  welfare  are  the 
same  tilings,  you  are  very  welcome  to  do  so.' 

'  If  I  can  ill  any  way  conduce  to  the  making  of 
the  Portuguese  a  wealtliy  people,  it  is  clear  that  I 
make  them  also  a  happy  ])eople.' 

'  Then  it  is  obvious,'  I  said,  '  that  the  more  chaff- 
cutters  and  patent  rollers  and  scarifiers  and  elevators 
the  Portuguese  can  be  got  to  take,  the  ha]i]iier  they 
will  become.' 

'Certainly  ;  the  more  contented.' 

'  I  know  nothing  of  that,'  I  said.  '  It  may  be  less 
what  he  gains  than  what  he  looks  to  gain  that  makes 
a  peasant  contented.  Peasants  are  only  human  after  all.' 

'  Those  are  refinements,'  said  the  German  shrewdly, 
'  that  I  would  rather  not  enter  into.  Wealtli,  I  say, 
and  contentment  are  correlative  terms.' 

Til  en  we  argued,  or  rather  the  German  argued, 
and  he  declaimed,  and  he  convinced  himself,  and  con- 
vinced himself  that  ho  had  convinced  ine,  and  finally 
at  parting  he  shook  hands  with  me,  and  expressed  his 
pleasure  at  having  encountered  so  entirely  reasonable 
a  person  as  myself. 

1  trust  that  I  am  at  least  not  stupid  enough  to  try 
to  confute  a  man  against  his  will  ;  I  am  sure  that  I 
have  enough  sense  not  to  think  I  can  convince  any 
man  against  his  interest.  The  German  gentleman 
may  possil)ly  have  been  right  in  his  conclusions,  but 
he  had  arrived  at  them  in  considerable  i<rnorance  of 
the  facts  ;  jind  there  is  certainly  this  one  advantage 
in  seeing  much  of  the  world,  and  coming  into  contact 
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with  the  great  variety  of  iinpleasing  facts  and  people 
therein  contained,  that  a  man  gets  at  hist  ahnost  to 
lose  the  disagreeable  habit  of  generahzing  and  any 
undue  sense  of  the  value  of  general  principles — most 
fertile  sources  of  disputation  and  argument.  A  rolling 
stone  gathers  no  moss ;  a  Professor  vegetating  in  a  little 
German  University — the  educated  German  is  ever  of 
the  Professorial  type — gathers  a  great  deal,  and 
evolves  in  the  unwholesome  atmosphere  about  liim  so 
much  of  prejudice  and  preconception,  as  that  hardly 
any  coUision  with  the  hard  edges  of  stubborn  facts 
shall  ever  afterwards  rid  him  of.  Still  ray  German 
chance  acquaintance  was  so  intelligent  a  person  that 
he  might  have  hesitated  to  suggest  a  violent  reform  of 
the  whole  system  of  Portuguese  agriculture,  had  lie 
known  only  as  much  of  its  conditions  as  it  is  my  inten- 
tion to  communicate  to  the  reader  forthwith.  His 
judgment  Avas  indeed  becoming  visibly  affected  by  so 
much  of  the  true  doctrine  as  I  w^as  able  to  instil  into 
him  between  the  courses  of  the  table  cVhote  dinner. 

Farming  in  Portugal  is,  as  I  must  admit,  at  a 
standstill,  and  it  has  moved  very  little  for  some  four- 
teen hundred  years.  There  is  consequently  immense 
room  for  improvement.  For  every  hundred  bushels 
of  corn  that  are  now  produced  another  fifty  could,  I 
have  httle  doubt,  be  grown,  with  improved  hus- 
bandry ;  and  two  hundred  beasts  could  probably  be 
fattened  for  every  hundred  that  the  farmers  now  sell. 
The  nation  would  therefore,  if  this  be  so,  become  a 
richer  nation ;  but  this  could  only  be  the  case  after  a 
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prol'uuiul  nu)(.lilk'ati(,>ii  oi  the  existing  coiKlitioii  of 
things.  Though  the  pohtical  economist  might  wel- 
come a  nation  with  a  doubled  power  of  consuming 
cotton  goods  and  liardware,  and  though  the  statistician 
might  like  to  write  down  on  liis  tables  so  many  more 
millions  of  Portuguese  souls,  horned  cattle,  sheep, 
pigs,  and  bushels  of  corn,  it  does  not  at  all  follow  that 
the  sum  of  human  well-being  would  be  one  jot  tlie 
greater,  that  the  star  of  happiness  would  be  one 
decree  hi<d»cr  in  the  Portuguese  heaveub,  or  that 
some  very  disagreeable  problems  would  not  present 
themselves  for  solution  whicli  now  no  Portuguese 
statesnum  is  ever  cidled  uj)on  to  solve. 

If  I  did  not  think  there  were  some  lessons  to  be 
learned  from  the  conduct  of  a  Portuguese  farm,  I 
should  not  venture  to  say  so  much  as  I  am  going  to 
say  about  Portuguese  farming. 

Though  we  are  so  backward  in  all  the  arts  of 
agriculture,  we  yet  in  I'ortugal  can  do  what  if  all 
British  farmers  could  do  the  wealth  of  Great  Britain 
would  be  trebled,  aud  the  tide  turned  against  agricul- 
tural distress  for  a  century. 

We  can  grow  corn  in  Portugal  on  the  same  land 
year  after  year.  I  say  '  we,'  for  I  am  myself  a  j)rac- 
tical  farmer,  and  have  farmed  in  Portui/al  for  more 
than  ten  years.  The  reader  shall  presently  see  how 
wc  solve  this  great  ])roblcm  of  continuous  corn-croj)- 
ing,  and,  if  he  be  a  larnier,  he  shall  judge  how  far  the 
system  can  be  nuide  applicable  at  home. 

T  think  our  five  bad  En<?lish  hnrvosts  have  brought 
home  to   us  more  feelingly   than  ever  how  great  an 
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interest  the  farming  is,  how  much  more  important 
than  any  otlier,  ahnost  than  all  others.  An  excellent 
authority  has  just  been  laying  down  almost  as  a  new 
discovery  what  certainly  should  have  forced  itself  on 
our  convictions  loni:^  enoufrh  ao;o  as  little  better  than 
a  platitude.  '  The  success,'  says  this  eminent  econo- 
mist, '  with  which  agriculture  is  practised  in  a  country 
is  tlie  measure  of  that  part  of  the  population  which  is 
set  free  for  other  employment,  or  may  subsist  at 
leisure.'  He  could  not  have  said  a  truer  tiling,  though, 
perhaps,  he  might  have  put  his  truth  more  fully  and 
more  clearly. 

Now,  if  we  look  back  at  the  agricultural  history 
of  any  country,  which  is  not  by  some  exceptional 
degree  of  fertility  or  vastness  in  its  territory  elevated 
above  and  beyond  the  reach  and  wish  of  competition 
from  other  countries  ;  if  we  look  at  the  farm  history 
of  our  own  country,  for  instance,  we  shall  see  that  its 
agricultural  industry  has  thriven,  not  progressively, 
but  by  fits  and  starts  :  now  a  time  of  depression,  now  a 
revival,  and  after  it,  for  a  time,  prosperity  again.  In 
countries  like  America  and  Russia,  of  great  natural 
fertihty  and  suitable  chmate,  breadcorn,  the  staple  of 
farming  everywhere,  may  go  on  for  ever  being  pro- 
duced on  their  vast  productive  prairies  and  steppes, 
with  the  minimum  of  interference  from  man's  intelli- 
gence ;  but  we  know  but  too  well  how  httle  that  is  the 
case  at  home.  Here,  if  we  are  to  thrive,  it  is  our  own 
wits  that  must  beat  tlie  elements,  and  win  the  day  for 
us  against  competition  from  the  outside. 

If  we  look  back  at  the  records  of  British  farmingr 
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■sve  iiiay  read  plainly  how  its  periods  of  prosperity, 
local  or  general,  have  ever  followed  some  capital  device 
of  mans  ingenuity,  some  invention,  some  new  ])rocess, 
or  the  novel  application  of  some  established  principle. 
Now  the  good  times  followed  the  introduction  of  the 
new  turnip-growing  system  ;  now  tliey  followed  the 
System  of  artificial  grasses  ;  now  of  the  imported  and 
maniiftictnred  chemical  manures,  or  of  the  artificial 
foods  for  sheep  and  oxen.  Or  again,  it  was  the  use 
of  farm  machinery  which  filled  the  farmers'  pockets, 
or  the  improved  breeds  of  cattle  which  fattened  early, 
and  gave  him  beef  where  his  fathers  got  bone ;  and 
always,  as  competition  jiressed  on,  the  impulse  lost  its 
force,  and  dying  away  left  all  farming  better,  all  Eng- 
land the  richer,  but  no  one  farmer  better  off  than  his 
neighbour. 

Of  these  various  devices  and  inventions  many  came 
from  abroad,  as  every  farmer  knows,  and  chiefly  from 
the  north-western  ])arts  of  Europe,  where  men's  wits 
are  keenest,  the  population  thickest,  and  the  struggle 
with  nature  most  active.  I  am  not  aware  that  any 
one  idea  lias  ever  come  in  recent  years  from  the  south 
of  Europe.  Eiom  Portugal  certainly  we  have  never 
imported  a  single  agricultural  idea  with  the  splendid 
cattle  and  the  many  ])i])es  of  port  wine  which  that 
country  annually  sends  us  ;  and  yet  it  is  in  this  back- 
ward country  that  the  thing  is  done  which,  if  England 
cf)uld  do,  England's  wealth  would  be  trebled  and  cpnul- 
rn|)l<'d.  Nothing  so  aslonisiied  me,  when  I  fii'stsawa 
luxuriant  I'ortuguese  maize  field,  as  to  l)e  told  that  it 
luid  |)i-o(luced  surh  a  erop  sunimoi-  after  summer  for  a 


FARMDTG    AND    FARM   PEOPLE.  161 

century,  and  would  continue  to  do  as  much  for  as  long 
ajiain.  It  was  some  little  time  before  the  solution  of 
this  problem  became  manifest  to  me.  The  reader 
shall  have  the  means  of  judging  whether  it  is  in  Portu- 
gal only  that  this  profitable  feat  is  to  be  performed,  or 
whether  our  English  farmers  may  not  do  as  much. 

The  land  in  Portugal  throughout  the  lengtli  and 
breadth  of  the  country  is  held  under  five  principal 
kinds  of  tenure — the  allodial,  the  emphyteutic,  the 
leaseliold,  the  communal,  and  a  tenure  termed 
Parceria  rural^  which  differs  but  little  from  the 
Metayer  system  of  Bavaria,  France,  and  Italy.  Here, 
as  in  those  countries,  the  landlord  finds  the  land  and 
sometimes  the  seed,  and  receives  for  rent  a  proportion 
of  the  produce. 

The  Allodial  is  the  tenure  which  prevails  chiefiy 
in  the  wide  and  naturally  fertile  plains  of  Central  and 
Southern  Portugal.  The  holder  of  the  fee  simple  of 
the  land  either  tills  his  own  broad  acres  with  the 
minimum  of  capital,  energy,  and  knowledge,  or,  if  the 
estate  is  too  large,  lets  it  on  short  and  uncertain 
leases  to  tenants  who  take  his  place  and  farm  it, 
almost  to  as  little  purpose  as  himself.  The  Com- 
munal tenure  is  to  be  found  chiefly  in  the  wilder  and 
more  mountainous  regions ;  the  communist  holders 
are,  for  the  most  part,  the  Hneal  descendants  of  the 
original  communal  grantees  of  the  land  at  a  time 
when  the  country  had  just  been  recovered  from  its 
Saracen  occupants.  Such  holdings  were,  no  doubt, 
frequent    in    parts    of   the    country  where    now   the 
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original  coniinunists  liave  been,  in  the  course  of  suc- 
cessive a«^es,  bought  out,  or  forced  or  clieated  out  of 
tlieir  huuls  l)y  neighbouring  nobles  or  cluirchnien. 
Wherever  remoteness  or  the  poverty  of  tlie  soil 
oflered  no  tenii)tation  to  such  powerful  encroachers 
;iii(l  swindlers,  the  communes  have  endured,  thougli 
often  greatly  mutilated  of  their  original  rights  and 
])rivileL^es.  On  the  mountain  frontier  between  Leon 
and  Poi-tugal,  I  have  found  cases  where  they  had 
dwindled  to  the  common  possession  of  a  range  of 
pastura«»"e  or  a  grove  of  cliestnuts,  a  ct)uple  of  rams 
or  a  single  bull. 

The  metayer  system  is  commoner  in  the  8outli 
and  Centre  than  in  tlie  North.  It  seems  in  Portugal, 
as  elsewhere,  to  have  grown  out  of  the  want  of  capital 
in  landlords  and  in  tenants,  and,  as  elsewliere,  it  is 
probably  the  best  possible  system  where  sucli  im- 
pecuniosity  prevails.  In  Scotland,  as  is  well  known, 
nnicli  valuable  land  has  been  brought  into  cultivation 
through  the  working  of  tliis  system,  and  every 
])olitical  economist  remembers  the  discussion  raised 
by  Sismondi  upon  tlie  metayer  system,  and  knows  all 
about  its  various  advantages  and  disadvantages.  In 
Scotland,  payment  of  rent  in  kind  lias  given  place 
to  money  ])ayments  ;  in  Portngal,  neither  enougii 
agricultural  nor  enough  iinancial  advaiue  lias  been 
achieved  to  make  this  possible,  and  for  the  metayer 
system  tliis  oidy  can  be  said  that,  while  agriculture 
under  it  is  unj)rogressive,  the  condition  of  the  people 
who  en<'age  in  it  is  infinitely  superior  to  where  the 
lord  of  lan'c  estates  cultivates  the  land   himself,  or 
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deputes  it  to  tenants  who  can  afford  to  the  labourer 
only  the  barest  means  of  subsistence,  and  who  are  by 
necessity  ahen  to  him  in  degree  and  in  interest.     The 
metayer,  on  the  other  hand,  is  a  man  of  small  means, 
but  he  is,  as  it  were,  insured  against  absolute  ruin,  for 
he  divides  his  losses  as  he  divides  his  gains  with  his  land- 
lord ;  he  has  the  strongest  motive  for  hard  work  and 
good  work,  for  his  welfare  depends  upon  both,  and— 
chief  advantage  of  all— he  himself  being  hardly  higher 
in  rank  than  the  peasant  whom  he  has  hired  to  work 
with  him,  there  can  be  some  social  sympathy  between 
employer  and  employed.     The  Portuguese   metayer 
need  not    be  a   capitahst,  in  even  the  most  hmited 
sense,  and   every  labourer  may  aspire  to  become  a 
metayer  himself.     The   peasant,   therefore,  has  that 
without    which    labour    is    but    another   name    for 
serfdom  :  he  knows  that  the  lottery  of  hfe  may  hold 
a  prize  for  him,  and  it  sweetens  his   toil  to  feel  that 
his  OAvn  diligence  and  honesty  can  help  him  to  the 
winning  of  it. 

There  is  in  Portugal  another  tenure  of  land,  the 
Emphyteutic,  in  some  of  its  incidents  so  singular,' and 
in  its  origin  and  development  so  unhke  anything  to 
be  found  elsewliere,  and  in  all  these  respects  so''  in- 
structive, that  I  make  no  apology  for  dwelhng  upon 
it  at  some  Httle  length. 

Portugal,  as  everyone  must  remember  from  his 
first  geography  lessons,  is  a  narrow  strip  of  country, 
extremely  mountainous  where  it  mardies  with  Spain,' 
hilly  in  its  three  northern  provinces,  and  having 
broad  and  fertile  plains  in  its  centre,  through  which 
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plains  tlie  River  Tagu.s  flows  to  tlie  sea.     Tlie  most 
southerly    oi"    its    six   ])rovinees,   Algarve,   is   in    its 
climate,    in    tlie    aridity    of    its    soil,    and     even     its 
])almetto-covered  ])lain.s  and  hill  slo])es,  like  a  bit  cut 
olT  from  Africa.      Here  the  communal  tenure  is  still 
to  he  found,  but   the  land   i>  also   held   alloilially  and 
by  leasehold.     It  is  in  the  rich  central  provinces  of 
Ji.stremadura  and   Alemtejo  that  the  allodial  tenures 
cliielly  ])revail.      In   the  remote  frontier  j)rovince  of 
Traz  OS  Montes,  lying  beyond  the  important  hill  range 
of   the  Marao,   in   the  north-easterly   corner  of   the 
kingdom,  the  communal  system  of  tenures  is  to  be 
found  ;  and  in   the  populous  province  of  the  Minho, 
the  most  northerly  of  all,  the  estates  are  small  and 
numerous,    and    held,    as     a    rule,    emphyteutically. 
This  is  the  most  })rosperous  district  in  Portugal,  and 
])robablyin  the  whole  Iberian  })eninsula.     TJie  Minho 
has  been  com})ared   to  Lombardy,  and  the  Alinhotes, 
from    their   gentler    manners,  gayer    character,  and 
better  looks,  have  been  called  the   Itahans  of  Portu- 
gal.    Yet  this  su])eriority  is  certainly  not  due  to  soil, 
for  the  j)rovince  is   by  no  means  the  most  naturally 
fertile  of  PortUL^il  ;  nor  Id  dillerence  of  race,  for  the 
population  of  the   kingtlom,   from  the  Tagu.s,  north- 
ward at  least,  are  probably   liomogeneous,  or  nearly 
so.     Its  })rosperity   is,   I   believe,  chiefly  dne   to  the 
existence    of   a    teiuire    by    which    the    length     and 
breadth  of  tlie  j)rovince  is  parcelled  out   among  .snuill 
yeomen   landlortls — a  tenure  with   many  of  the  inci- 
dents of  our  English  copyholds — and   ])artly  again  is 
this  prosperity  owing  to  the  vicis.situdes  in  the  liistory 
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of  its  peasantry,  whicli  have  ended  in  tlie  achieve- 
ment by  them  of  this  excellent  tenure. 

I  must  ask  for  the  reader's  pacience  while  I  tell 
him  how  it  was  that  time  and  a  somewhat  fortunate 
coincidence  of  events,  and,  not  least,  their  own  pru- 
dence and  determination,  have  won  for  the  yeomen 
of  the  Minho  the  happy  condition  in  which  they  now 
find  themselves. 

Portugal  differs  from  most  of  the  countries  of 
Europe  in  this,  that  no  permanent  and  general  settle- 
ment of  the  land  was  made  or  was  possible  until  a 
comparatively  late  period.  The  laws,  the  customs, 
and  the  institutions  left  by  the  Eoman  colonists  in 
Portugal  were  more  or  less  effaced  by  the  incursions 
of  northern  nations ;  and  before  these  barbarians  had 
time  to  settle  into  the  fairly  decent  feudal  Christians 
of  media3val  Europe,  their  backwood  laws,  and  their 
customs,  and  their  institutions  were  all  but  effaced  by 
the  Saracenic  invasions  and  occupations,  and  the  sub- 
sequent conflicts  of  the  eighth  and  followino-  four 
centuries.  The  advance  of  Saracenic  conquest  had 
destroyed  or  swept  into  captivity  the  inhabitants  of 
vast  tracts  of  the  country ;  and  though  these  regions 
were  gradually  resettled  and  repeopled  by  the  Portu- 
guese, the  final  ascendency  of  the  Christians  was  an 
issue  of  such  slow  growtli  and  such  gradual  consum- 
mation, that  when  at  last  the  Moors  had  been  driven 
from  the  land,  no  claimants  were  forthcoming  for 
much  of  the  reconquered  territory.  A  large  share  of 
this  unowned  laud  was  apportioned  among  the  mili- 
tary leaders   and  the  nobles ;  a  larger  share  became 
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Church  ur  convent  prupcrt}' ;  and  the  hirgest  share 
of  all  fell  to  the  lot  of  the  great  Mihtary  Order  whicli 
liad  "wafrcd  a  lioly  war  on  the  soil  of  Portugal,  and 
had  mainly  helped  in  its  recovery. 

If  the  land  luid  come  chiefly  into  the  hands  of  the 
nobles,  as  in  some  otlier  countries,  the  eventual  for- 
mation of  enipliyteutic  estates  would  probably  have 
become  impossible  ;  but  it  resulted  from  the  gener- 
osity towards  tlie  Churcli  botli  of  kings  and  private 
donors,  and  fruiu  the  comparative  parsimony  of  royal 
land  grants  to  individuals,  that  tlie  Church  became 
the  chief  possessor  of  real  property  tlirougliout  tlie 
country  ;  and  the  prelates  and  heads  of  monastic 
orders  occupied  the  place  and  possessed  the  influence 
of  the  great  landholding  nobihty  of  our  oAvn  and  of 
other  countries  of  Northern  Europe. 

The  contests  between  the  barons  and  the  kings  of 
England    were    anticipated    in    Portugal  by  contests 
between  the  landholding  prelates  and  their  sovereigns. 
The  history  of  Portugal  in  the   two  hundred   years 
which   followed   the  expulsion  of  the  Saracens  is  the 
narrative  of  this  strife,  in  which  the  churchmen  never 
failed  to  lose  ground,  and  the  sovereign  ever  sought 
to  lessen    their  influence.     No  better  means  of  doing 
so  presented  itself  than  to  diminish  their  ])aramount 
inlhience  as  landholders  ;  and   with  this   object,  and 
also,   it   may   l>e   inferred,  to    re-occupy   the  wasted 
country,     the    eflbrts     of  nearly     every    successive 
monarch,    after   the  d("])Mrture    of   the    Moors,    were 
directed    to  establish    ])roj)rietors  and   cultivators  of 
the  soil  other  than  monkish  ones.    Particular  care  was 
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taken  that  these  newly-formed  holdings  should  be 
limited  in  size.  King  Sancho  I.,  the  successor  of  the 
first  great  king  and  conqueror,  AfTonzo  Henriquez, 
was  unwillin<i  to  bestow  on  an  individual  more  land 
than  he  could  cultivate  with  his  family,  his  slaves 
and  his  servants.  This  example  was  followed  by 
King  Sancho's  successors. 

The  wanins  power  of  the  Church  would  no  doubt 
indirectly  tend  to  bring  about  the  same  end — namely, 
a  multiplication  of  small  proprietary  or  semi-proprie- 
tary holdings  ;  for  the  small  convent  farmers,  origi- 
nally tenants  at  w^ill  or  for  definite  periods,  as  soon  as 
they  perceived  their  monastic  landlords  to  be  losing 
power,  clamoured  for  and  obtained  fixity  of  tenure  and 
fixity  of  rent.  The  holding  thus  granted,  or  not  dis- 
puted, was  termed  aforamento,  or  a  holding  by  payment 
of  a  foro  or  fixed  rent ;  and  this  good  old  Portuguese 
w^ord  would  have  been  the  designation  of  the  tenure 
to  this  day,  only  that  later  on,  when  letters  revived, 
in  the  fifteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries,  there  revived 
too  the  learning  of  the  Eoman  jurists,  and  the 
pedantry  rather  than  the  necessity  of  the  Portuguese 
antiquarian  lawyers  led  them  to  christen  tlie  old 
tenure  by  the  Greek  and  Latin  name  emphyteusis. 
The  ancient  emphyteutic  tenure  is  almost  close 
enough  in  its  resemblance  to  the  vulgar  afuramento 
to  justify  the  pedantry  of  the  antiquaries;  and 
though  the  farmers  themselves  will  not  part  with 
the  old  word,  the  lawyers  use  no  other  than  emphy- 
teusis for  a  copyhold  estate  and  emphyteuta  for  a 
copyholder. 
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By  the  course  of  events  wliicli  I  liave  been  en- 
deavouring to  describe,  tlie  nii/i/n/frutd.^  obtained 
some  sort  of  a  hold  upon  the  hmd  ;  but  it  was  still  a 
precarious  one,  and  their  })Osition  for  a  long  succes- 
sion of  generations  was  wretched  in  the  extreme. 

Many  causes    were    constantly   at    work    to    ini- 
])Overish  their  holdings,  and   to  perpetuate  and  aug- 
ment the  allodial  estates  and  the  wealth  of  the  larger 
])ro]M-ietors — churchmen  and  nobles — their  lords  and 
their  neighbours.     The  very  stringent  law  of  entail 
and    primogeniture    existing     in    Portugal,    directly 
devised    to    consolidate    the  great    estates,  was   not 
relaxed  till  late  in   the  eighteenth   century,  and   the 
ever-recurring  diminution  of  the  emphyteutic  estate 
by   fines  upon  alienation   and   succession   (fines   and 
heriots  were  from  the  first  incidents  of  emphyteusis) 
could  not  but  kee})  these  small  proprietors  iu  a  state 
of  miserable  penury  and  dej)endence. 

In  the  middle  of  the  lifteenth  century  their  con- 
dition had  become — in  their   own   opinion   at   least — 
abject.    In  a  memorial  addressed  to  King  AiTonzo  V., 
they  speak  of  themselves  in  pitiable  terms,  as  having 
to  part  with  their  very  cattle  to  satisfy  their  lords,  as 
being  ground   down   by  exaction,   and   as  being — as 
they    express    it — shorn    like    flocks   of    slice]).     In 
])icturesfpie   language,   they   re])resent   themselves  as 
being  driven    into   the   towns  by  hunger  and  by  op- 
pression, and    that   the    very   beasts  of  the   field,  the 
birds  and  tlie   insects,  liad    con.spired    to  rob   tiiem  of 
the  few  grains  of  corn  whidi  they  still  possessed. 
The  ])atriotism  of  the  kings  of  Portugal,  or  their 
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anxiety  to  countervail  and  impair  tlie  power  of  the 
Church  and  the  nobles,  did  not  suffer  them  to  leave 
such  petitions  unanswered  ;  but  relief  to  the  Portu- 
guese yeomen  reached  them  slowly.  It  is  by  no 
means  unlikely  that  their  estates  would  have  fallen, 
in  time,  into  the  possession  of  the  great  landholders, 
but  for  the  action  of  two  causes,  both  singular  in  this 
respect,  that  one  of  them  did  not  and  the  second 
could  not  happen  in  any  of  the  countries  of  Northern 
Europe.  The  iirst  of  these  causes  w^as  the  sudden 
growth  throucrhout  Portugal  of  a  thirst  for  foreifrn 
and  distant  discovery  and  conquest,  fostered  by  the 
Infante  Dom  Enrique  at  the  beginning  of  the 
fifteenth  century. 

This  spirit  of  adventure  continued  for  two  centuries 
to  be  almost  universal  among  the  upper  and  the  upper 
middle  classes  of  Portugal.  The  natural  desire  of 
these  classes  to  acquire  influence  by  acquiring  land 
was  directed  to  this  novel  and  speedier  mode  of  gain- 
ing money,  influence,  and  fame.  Wealth  flowed  into 
the  country,  but  it  was  spent  luxuriously  in  the  cities, 
and  country  life  has  never  since  those  days  been 
popular  with  the  richer  classes  in  the  same  way  that 
it  is  popular  in  France,  in  Germany  or  in  England, 
and  the  possession  of  landed  property  never  such  an 
object  of  ambition. 

The  second  cause  of  the  consolidation  and  pros- 
perity of  the  emphyteutic  estates  will  appear  even 
more  singular  to  an  Englisli  agriculturist.  This  was 
the  introduction  irom  America  of  the  cultivation  of 
maize  in  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  century.     Much 
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more  tlian  root  crops  and  rvo  lh'hss  liavc  done  for 
tlie  Low  Coiiiitric's  or  tlie  ])Otato  for  Irolaiul  has  been 
done  by  maize  in  ►Spain  and  Portnjial.     1'liis  pioduc- 
tive   ixrain  has  been  a  l)oon  to  rortufjuese  farmers, 
and    above    all    otlier    farmers    to    the    em})]iyteutic 
farmer.     It  is  obvious  tliat,  granting  fixity  of  tenure 
under    unalterable    conditions  of   rent,  services    and 
obligations, — however  buiclensonie  they   may  origin- 
ally have  been, — the  contract  having  been  made  in 
unsettled  times,  and  in  a  half-peo])led   country,  these 
conditions   must    necessarily  grow    less    burdensome 
with   the  increase  of  population,  with   the  develop- 
ment of  communications,  with  the  growth  of  security 
t(j   life  and    property   and   with   the  general   rise  in 
agricultural  prices  which   always   accompanies  these 
conditions.     This  has  happened  ;  and  no  single  cause 
has  contributed   so   much  as   the   possession   by  the 
farmer  of  the  new  cereal,  which  enabled  him  to  more 
than  double  the  yield  of  his  corn-fields. 

As  years  went  on,  the  grievances  of  the  yeo- 
man proprietors,  as  set  forth  in  the  memorial  I 
have  quoted  above,  righted  themselves ;  the  rack 
rents  became  rpiit  rents,  and  the  recurring  lines 
and  the  exactions  of  the  su])erior  lords  became 
trilling  in  comparison  with  the  increased  value  of 
the  land. 

When  the  iirst  great  statutory  I'clbrni  of  the  em- 
jdiyteutic  system  was  made  in  1832,  upon  the 
ascend<Micy  of  the  Liberal  cause  and  the  establishment 
of  Lil)eral  ])rinciples  in  Portugal,  the  cniphytentic 
tenures    were    burdensome  rather  from   the  compli- 
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cated  and  uncertain  state  of  the  law  relating  to  them, 
than  from  any  actual  hardship  to  the  holders.^ 

The  operations  of  farming  throughout  non-pastoral 
Portugal  do  not  materially  differ  from  those  in  other 

'   The  law  lelating  to  Emphyteusis  is  now  finally  defined  and 
settled   hy  the   Ci\T.l   Code  promulgated  in  Avigust,   1867.     The 
rent  is  to  be  fixed  hy  mutual  agreement,  not  hy  any  custom ;  fines 
on    alienation   and    succession   are   abolished ;    the    emphyteutic 
estate,  though  hei-editary,  is  not  to  be  parcelled  among  the  heirs, 
except  with  the  consent  of  the  lord ;  the  value  of  the  estate  is  to 
be  discovered  by  assessment,  and   distributed   among  the   heirs 
according  to  law.      (By  Portuguese   law,  only  one-thii-d  of   the 
testator's  possessions  can,  in  the  majority  of  cases,  be  disposed  of 
by  will;  two-thirds  are  divided  among  the  heirs.)     If  they  cannot 
agree  upon  a  valuation,  the  value  is  to  be  decided  judicially.     The 
heirs  are  to  determine  among  themselves  upon  which  of  them  the 
estate  is  to  devolve,  with  reference  to  a  court  of  law  in   case  of 
their  non-agreement ;  if  none  of  them  desire  to  hold  it,  the  estate 
is  to  be  sold,  and  the  price  to  be  di^"ided  equally  among  them.     In 
case  of  non-payment  of  rent,  the  lord  may  pi-oceed  to  recover  it  as 
an  ordinary  debt,  with  interest,  but  has  no  right  of  re-entry  even 
though  such  a  right  be  expressly  stipulated  for.     An  action  for 
the  recoveiy  of  arrears  does   not  extend  further  back  than  five 
years.     If  the  holder  waste  the  estate,  so  that  it  fall  below  the 
value  of  a  sum  equivalent  to  the  rent  capitalized,  with  one-fifth 
added,  the  lord  may  re-enter  into  possassion  without  making  any 
compensation  to  the  holder ;  the  holder  may  moitgage  the  estate 
without  the  consent  of  the  lord,  pi-ovided  the  sum  so  raised  do  not 
exct  L'd  the  capitalized  rent,  with  one  fifth  added.     The  holder  may 
alienate,  after  due  notice  to  his  lord,  who  has  a  i-ight  of  pre- 
emption.    The  lord  may  also  alienate  his  part  of  the  estate   (his 
seignorial  rights),  likewise  giving  notice  to  the  holder,  and  in  such 
a  case  a   corresponding   light   of   pre-emption   resides  A\dth   the 
latter.       These  provisions  apply  to    emphyteutic  estates  created 
after  the  publication  of  the  Codes  (except  those  provisions  relating 
to  succession,  which  tiike  effect  retrospectively),  and  it  will  be 
observed  that,  excepting  the  lord's  right  of  entry  in  case  of  waste, 
they  are  all  in  favour  of  the  holder. 

The  emphyteutic  lord  has  by  this  legislation  come  to  be  haidly 
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parts  of  Soiitlierii  Europe,  wliere  wlieat,  rye,  aiul 
maize  arc  tlie  com  crops,  where  oxen  and  iiuiles  are 
tlie  l)easts  of  clraiiglit,  and  where  tlie  cattle  are  stall- 
fc(h  This  is  tlie  lann  system  of  the  alluvial  valleys 
and  jjreat  plains  of  PortULial  :  in  the  mountainous 
regions,  where  there  is  rontiiuiuus  pasture,  the  [)eo])le 
are  shej)herds  or  lierdsmen  ;  in  the  extreme  Soutli, 
orchards  of  the  carol)  tiee  and  tlie  liii;  inrni  no 
small  ])roportion  of  the  farmer's  wealth  ;  in  the 
marshy,  sea-bordering  land,  rice  is  grown.  Olives 
afford  liini  good  return  everywhere  but  in  tlie  North, 
and  chestnut  trees  give  him  a  precarious  food  crop — 
and  the  best  tindjer  in  Euro])e — everywhere  i)ut  in 
the  extreme  South.  In  almost  every  corner  of  the 
kingdom  the  vineyard  is  an  essential  ])ait  uf  the  farm. 
The  passing  traveller  through  many  broad  tracts 
of  Central  and  Southern  Portugal,  if  he  be  acquainted 
with   farms    and  i'arming    in  some    of  the    countries 

troublesome  at  all  to  the  vni-tiial  owner  of  the  estate,  and  to  dis- 
charge something  of  the  functions  of  a  useful  police  in  the  interests 
of  the  community  generally,  as  against  wasteful  and  detrimental 
farmers. 

Exi.sting  tenures  aie  otherwise  only  aflectcd  by  the  Code  in  in- 
significant details,  with  this  important  exception,  that  whereas  the 
tenm'e  by  emphyteusis  might  formerly  be  limited  to  one  or  more 
lives,  the  choice  of  a  successor  either  rasiding  in  the  holder  or 
re.stricted  by  some  clause  in  the  original  deed,  or  else  the  right  of 
proentment  to  the  holding  of  the  estiitc  being  in  the  lord's  gift 
(in  which  ca.se  the  tenui-e  constituted  a  simple  tenancy  for  lives), 
by  the  present  law  botii  lord  hihI  tenant  arc  dej>rived  of  any  such 
light  of  nomination,  and  the  estate  becomes  a  purely  hereditary 
one,  subject  to  the  succession  above  descril)ed.  By  this  reform 
many  ancient  e.stat'^sof  most  coniplicated  tenure  have  Ixen  brought 
into  the  categDry  ot  .simple  emphyteutic  c-b tales,  to  the  gnat  advan- 
tage of  the  couutiy  and  of  individuals. 


FARMIXG   AXD   FARM   PEOPLE.  173 

of  Southern    Europe,  where    over-taxation    and  ill- 
government  liave  crushed  tlie  spirit  of  the  toilers  on 
the  land,  will  find  much  in  these  portions  of  Portugal 
to  remind   him    of  such    thriftless  and  unprofitable 
cultivation.     It  is  not  till  he  crosses  the  Tagus  on  his 
way  northward  that  he  will  find  some  signs  of  at  least 
more  energetic  farming  in  the  western  corner  of  the 
province  of  Estremadura.     As  he  passes  the  boundary 
line    of  the  Beh'a  province,  cultivation  sensibly  im- 
proves ;  but  it    is  not    till  he    finds  himself   on  the 
north  of  the  Eiver  Douro  that  he  will  see  a  land  of 
small  farms  tilled  like  well-kept  gardens,  luxuriant 
crops    in  summer  and  winter,  and  a  gaily   dressed, 
thriving  and  contented  peasantry.     Yet  it  is  a  land 
where   there  is  no  Poor  Law,   no  large  estates,  no 
squire  justices,    no    high    farming,    no    agricultural 
machinery,  no    resident  landlords,  and  not  even  an 
occasional   rich    and    educated    parson    to   take   the 
squire's  place  in  a  parish.     Notwithstanding  all  tliese 
serious  disadvantages,  this  small  province  is  so  thickly 
peopled,  and  its  people  so  prosperous,  that  if  ever  our 
own  rural  districts  should  come  to  rear  so  dense  a 
population  of  the  same  sort  the  production  of  our 
looms  and  iron  works  would  have  to  be  doubled  and 
trebled  to  supply  them,  and  we  could  any  day  put 
an  army  into  the  field  to  match  the  armed  hordes  of 
Continental  Europe. 

It  is  not  probable  that  any  other  mode  of  holding 
the  land  would  have  resulted  in  the  same  agricultural 
activity  and  well-doing  as  now  prevails  in  the 
provinces  of  tlie  Minho,  under  the  tenure  by  emphy- 
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teiisis.  The  liillv  nature  of  tlie  jxround  and  its 
necessary  subdivision  into  small  farms ;  the  abun- 
dance of  water  of  irrigation  ;  the  constant  care  which 
is  required  not  only  in  its  application  to  the  hind,  but 
ill  the  construction  and  reparation  of  tanks,  water- 
wlieels,  and  channels ;  the  watclifulness  necessary  to 
u])liold  tlic  fanners'  rights  and  to  prevent  encroach- 
iiients  ; — all  these  are  circunistances  under  Avhich  the 
jH'ofitaljle  tillage  of  the  land  can  be  accomplished 
onl}'  by  snuiU  farmers,  and  by  tliem  only  if  tiieir  wits 
and  industry  be  sharpened  by  actual  ownersliip  of 
the  soil  they  till.  The  self-reliance,  the  perseverance, 
and  the  providence  of  these  independent  yeomen  are 
fpialities  probably  not  resulting  entirely  froui  the 
nature  of  the  tenure,  but  also  from  tlie  long  training 
of  successive  generations,  during  wliicli  they  luive 
slowly  won  their  present  rights  and  standing 

Emphyteusis  is,  as  I  have  said,  the  largely  pre- 
dominating tenure  of  Northern  Portugal.  Being  so, 
its  iulhience  very  perceptibly  extends  beyond  the 
parties  interested  in  the  empliyteutic  tenure.  It  is  tlie 
standard  tenure  of  tins  portion  of  the  country,  and 
it  has  certainly  modilied  the  relations  ol"  landholder 
and  landworker  everywhere.  When  listening  to  the 
conversation  of  tlie  tenantry  of  the  Minho  and  tlie 
Beira,  wliether  they  be  leaseholders  or  metayers,  it  is 
impossil^le  not  to  be  struck  by  the  good  sense  and 
moderation  of  their  opinions  on  matters  connected 
with  their  relations  to  those  above  and  l)elow  them. 
Witliout  drawing  any  comj)arison  with  the  not  un- 
common spirit  of  bitterness  both  of  the  landlord  aiul 
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tenant  classes,  where  the  latter  can  never  hope  to 
occupy  his  landlord's  position,  as  is  the  case  in  some 
of  the  southern  provinces  of  Portugal,  I  may  at  least 
express  my  opinion  that  the  httle  distance  which 
separates  the  worker  upon  tlie  land  from  the  owner 
of  it  is  a  powerful  promoter  of  sympathy  in  either  for 
tlie  difficulties  and  responsibilities  of  the  other. 

Farming    in    Xorthern    Portugal   is    almost    ex- 
clusively on  a  small  scale,  hmited  by  the  small  size  of 
the  estates ;  and  the  general  reproach  against  small 
farming—that  it    is  unprogressive—apphes  truly  to 
this  part  of  the  country.     Farms  of  fifty  acres  are 
uncommon  ;  those  of  from  five  to  fifteen  acres  are 
probably  the  average  size  in  the  Minho ;  and  here  a 
a  difficulty  presents  itself  at    the  outset   in   writing 
upon    the  farm  system  of  Portugal,  in  this,  that  no 
measure    of   the   land   itself  is    ever    adopted,    and 
therefore   no    ready    means    exist  of  comparing   its 
powers  of  production  with  those  of  other  countries. 
The  value  of  a  farm  is  determined,  not  by  its  rent, 
for  from  the  nature  of  the  common  tenure,  rent  has 
ceased  to  be  a  measure  of  value ;  nor  by  its  acreage, 
for  land  without  water  of  irrigation  bears  no  com- 
parison in  value  with  similar  land  possessing  it ;  but 
by  the    number  of  cartloads  of  Indian  corn,  or,  in 
mountainous  districts,  of  rye,  which  the  whole  of  it 
can  produce  in  average  years. 

The  implements  and  tools  in  general  use  are 
ploughs  of  two  sorts,  harrows,  a  broad,  heavy  hoe 
(which  takes  the  place  of  a  spade),  a  smaller  one  for 
weeding,  and  a  small   reaping-hook,  which  is    used 
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indifl'erenlly  to   cut   grass  and    to    rcaj)  the  various 
grain  crops. 

The  })loiiglis  difier  very  little  from  the  old  Roman 
type,  and  tlie  desci'iption  of  tlic  im])lement  left  by 
tlic  Latin  writers  applies  very  nearly  to  tlie  simpler 
and  smaller  of  the  two  kinds  now  used  b)'  the 
Portuguese.  This  plougli  consists  of  a  beam,  body, 
share  and  sole,  witli,  as  a  rule,  only  one  stilt.  There  is 
neitlier  coulter  nor  mould-board,  but  the  share  is 
carried  far  forward  (as  in  tlie  Kentish  turn-wrest 
plough),  is  lance-shaped,  and  turned  slightly 
downwards.  Tlie  work  of  the  mould-board  is  done 
by  two  upright  pegs  at  the  heel  of  the  plough, 
which  pegs  press  out  the  soil  on  either  side.  The 
whole  ])lough  can  easily  be  carried  afield  on  the 
shoulders  of  a  labourer.  It  works  only  four  or  five 
inches  deep,  and  stirs  the  soil  in  parallel,  open 
furrows  ;  and  where  the  land  is  light  and  crumbling, 
as  is  generally  the  case,  this  slight  working  of  it 
would  seem  to  be  sufficient.  The  other  ])lough 
employed  is  a  modification  of  the  smaller  and 
simj)ler  one.  It  has  two  stilts,  one  or  two  wheels,  a 
low  double  mould-board  instead  of  the  upright  pegs, 
jind  occasionally  (when  it  is  rerpiired  to  turn  over 
a  furrow  slice)  a  broad  coidter  is  inserted  in  a  hole 
ill  the  beam,  which  works  behind  the  point  of  the 
share,  and  serves  to  invert  the  slice,  its  inclination 
beintr  chanjjed  at  the  end  of  each  furrow  ;  but  the 
Portuguese  ploughman  has  often  no  occasion  to  alter 
liis  turn-furrow,  being  given  lo  tlic  b,id  practice  of 
driving  a  cuived    furrow  from   the  boundary  of  the 
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field,  and  continuing  it  circularly  to  tlie  centre  till 
the  whole  field  is  ploughed.  This  plough  will  work 
as  deep  as  seven  or  eight  inches.  The  fields  are  so 
small  and  so  irregular  in  shape,  and  the  ground  as  a 
rule  so  easily  worked,  and,  again,  the  whole  surface 
cultivated  by  each  proprietor  so  limited,  tliat  it 
would  be  difficult  to  persuade  a  Minho  farmer  that 
a  plough  which  only  costs  liim  twelve  or  fourteen 
shilhngs,  which  he  can  repair  himself  witli  very  httle 
expense,  and  whose  use  he  perfectly  understands, 
is  less  suited  to  him  than  a  more  perfect  and 
complicated  instrument  of  five  or  six  times  the 
cost. 

The  harrow  is  also  of  the  rudest  construction, 
having  fifteen  to  twenty  teeth  of  iron  or  wood  set 
quincunx  fashion  into  a  strong,  oblong-square, 
wooden  framework  with  two  cross-bars.  Eollers  are 
unknown,  but  as  a  substitute  the  harrow  can  be 
reversed  and  weighted  with  stones,  and  then  drawn 
sledgewise  over  the  land. 

The  hoe  is  indispensable  in  Portuguese  field- 
husbandry.  The  larger  kind  is  a  flat  piece  of  iron, 
shaped  like  and  two-thirds  as  long  as  an  English 
spad(i,  fixed  at  a  slightly  acute  angle  upon  a  long 
handle.  It  is  used  in  earthing  up  maize,  in  planting 
field-cabbages,  in  making  and  altering  water-courses, 
and  in  supplementing  imperfect  ploughing.  It  is 
worked  with  a  skill  that  no  labourer  used  to  the 
different  movements  required  by  a  spade  could 
probably  attain  to.  Ground  can  be  prepared  by  it 
for  seeds  or  for  planting  more  quickly  than  it  can  be 
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dug  by  a  spade,  aUhuugli  tlic  soil  is  less  completely 
stirred  and  turned  over. 

The  ehnusiest  of  all  Tortuguese  tools  is  the  mowing 
or  reaping  hook  ;  Avhich,  as  the  cattle  are  mostly  stall 
fed,  is  in  constant  use.  It  is  in  shape  a  short  segment 
of  a  circle,  of  which  the  arc  is  about  a  foot  in  length  ; 
the  edge  is  serrated  and  very  sharp,  and  the  hook  can 
be  used  to  cut  grass  not  more  than  five  inches  high, 
tlie  tuft  of  grass  being  grasped  in  the  left  hand  and 
the  edge  of  the  reaping-hook  being  drawn  against  tlie 
stems.  The  work  of  cutting  grass  is  exceedingly  slow, 
and  a  man  cannot  cut  more  tlianhalf  arood  in  a  day's 

work. 

The  cart  used  throughout  modern  Portugal  is,  hke 
the  plougli,  a  modification  of  the  old  Roman  type; 
two  low  wheels  of  solid  wood,  without  spokes  and 
with  iron  tires,  are  fixed  immovably  to  an  axle  whicli 
revolves  with  tlieiu.  The  body  of  the  cart  is  com- 
posed of  four  or  five  boards  hiid  Ihit  and  lesting  on 
two  supports,  whose  lower  sides  are  grooved  where 
tliey  rest  on  the  axle.  Straw  or  grass  is  retained  on 
the  flat  table  formed  by  these  boards  by  six  or  more 
movable  upright  jjoles,  fitting  into  inm-bound  sockets 
at  the  sides  and  corners  of  the  table-like  boards,  tlie 
centre  board  being  prolonged  forwards  into  a  strong 
pole,  to  which  the  oxen  arc  harnessed.  In  carrying 
stones,  eartli  or  grain,  a  thick,  wattled,  and  flexible 
hurdle  about  thirty  inches  high  is  lixcd,  in  horse-shoe 
shape,  upon  the  table  of  the  cart  inside  the  uprights; 
the  opening  behind  is  closed  with  a  board.  Tlu' 
whole  cart  is  enormously  stroiiir,  and   the  sei)aration 
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of  the  wheels  and  axle  from  the  body  allows  it  to 
stand  the  shocks  and  joltings  of  roads  which  are  often 
httle  more  than  watercourses  on  the  steep  sides  of  hills. 

The  yoke  is  fixed  to  the  necks  of  the  oxen ;  in 
some  parts  of  the  country—the  most  hilly— to  their 
horns,  and  wlien  so  fixed  a  leather  cushion  takes  off 
the  pressure  from  the  foreheads  of  the  animals. 

The  cattle  are  a  small  and  beautiful  variety  of  the 
dun-coloured  breed  found  in  most  parts  of  the  Penin- 
sula.   In  t]iis  country  they  are  bred  for  draught  rather 
tlian  for  meat,  and  tlierefore  their  points  are  not  such 
as  an  English  grazier  would  approve.  The  oxen  average 
fifty-two  inches  in  heiglit  at  the  slioulder,  and  twelve 
hundredweiglit  in  live  weight,  when  three-parts  fat ; 
but    they    reach    sixteen   and    sometimes    eighteen 
hundredweight.     TJiey  are   compact  in  shape"^  with 
deep  and  most  powerful  shoulders,  sturdy  legs,  and 
carry  straightish  horns  of  great  width.    Their  strength, 
hardiness,  quickness,  dociHty,  and  great  beauty""  of 
shape    and    colour,    are   generally    appreciated    by 
observant  persons  accustomed  to  the  working  cattle 
of  other  countries.     Both  cows  and  oxen  are  used  for 
draught  purposes.  The  beef  is  close-grained  and  good. 
The  sheep  of  the  Minho,  and  of  tiie  lowlands  of 
Northern  Portugal  generally,  are  the  worst  in  the  king- 
dom ;  one  or  two  sheep  often  live  with  and  follow  the 
farmer's  small  herd  of  cows  and  oxen,  but  flocks  are 
hardly  ever  seen,  except  in  the  mountainous  districts. 
The  breed  of  pigs  is  said  to  be  improving  ;  it  has 
still,  however,  all  the  marks  of  a  neglected  'race- 
length  of  leg,  largeness  of  bone,  and  coarseness  of 

X  2 
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bristle.  They  fatten  very  slowly,  as  a  rule.  Here 
and  there  a  good  breed  has  been  produced  by  a  cross 
with  the  Chinese  race ;  at  Barroso,  in  tlie  North,  an 
excellent  l)reed  is  to  be  found,  and  another  is  abun- 
dant on  the  plains  of  the  Alenitejo. 

The  system  of  tilla«^fe  in  Portugal  varies  so  greatly 
from  the  processes  of  agriculture  adopted  in  Northern 
Europe,  that  a  rlenrer  perception  of  tliis  variation  will 
be  given  by  a  comparative  calendar  of  farming  opera- 
tions in  England  and  Portugal  than  by  any  long  de- 
scription of  tlie  divergences  between  the  two  systems. 

Engl.ynd.  Portugal. 

January. 

Hauling  mamu'e ;  ploughing  In    this   month    the    niaizo 

of  gi-ass  leas  for  wheat  or  oats  :  fieliLs  i-o.H)ed  in  autumn  are 
of  stubbles  for  crops  and  lioans.       either  lying  fallow,  or,  having 

•  been  sown  with  artificial  gi"asses, 
are  mown  throughout  the  winter 
1  for  tlie  cattle. 

Fe^rrunrij. 

Wheat,   bean,  and  pea  sow-  .Sowing  of  all  corn  crops,  ex- 

ing ;  prcpaiatiou  of  ground  for  ccjit  rice,  maize,  and  rye.  The 
gi"een  crops.  pruning    and     tj'ing    of    vines 

should  end  this  month. 

March. 

Sowing  corn  ci()])3,  gra-ss  |  Sowing  of  coin  as  in  Feb- 
and  clover  seeds,  vetches,  j^jus,  niary  ;  and  })i-eaking  \\\t  grass 
beans,  and  i»ai-snips;  rolling  of  leas  for  maize  sowing  in  fol low- 
wheat.                                                I  ing  month  ;  planting  potatoes. 

April. 

Finishing     the     sowing     as  [         Sowing  maize,  kidney  l»oans, 
above;  sowing  carrots,   mangel      gourds;  planting  Galician  cab- 
wurzfl,   cabbiige  seeds  in  IkmIs,  |  bages    in    maize    fields.      Hay- 
fl.ix,  lucerne,  etc.  ;  horse-hoeing      Tn;iking  on  a  very  small  .scale, 
wheat,  etc. ;  planting  potatoes. 
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isr 


England. 


Portugal. 


May. 


Pi-epaiing  land  for  turnips  ; 
lioeing  gi-owing  crops,  etc. 


Sowing  of  maize  continued  ; 
hoeing  of  early-sown  maize 
fields. 


June. 

SowinsT  fii"st  swedes  and 
then  turnips ;  transplanting  cab- 
bages ;  mowing  clover  and 
vetches.     Early  hay-making. 


Harvest  of  bailey,  oats,  rye, 
Avheat,  and  broad  beans ;  hoeing 
and  thinning  of  maize  ;  men  en- 
gaged daily  in  the  maize  fields, 
putting  on  water  of  irrigation, 
etc. ;  cutting  serradella,  clover, 
and  plaintain  for  stall-feeding. 


July. 
Turnip-sowing;  hay-making; 
cutting  beans  and  p^as. 


Corn  harvest. 


Continuation  of  harvest  of 
all  cereals,  except  maize,  which 
requires  constant  attention  wher- 
ever water  is  available;  field 
onions  fathered.  The  male  flower 
of  the  maize  is  gathered. 


Auyust. 

Work  in  maize  fields  as  in 
Jidy. 


September, 


Clearing  of  and  ploughing 
up  stubbles  for  winter  wheat; 
sowing  Italian  rye  grass,  winter 
vetches,  etc. 


Harvest  of  early-sown  maize; 
of  rice ;  vintage. 


October. 


Winter  wheat  and  bean  sow- 
ploughing     land    against 
spring  sowing. 


mg; 


Harvest  of  maize,  and  vin- 
tage, continued;  plonghing  of 
stubble  and  sowing  of  winter 
barley,  rye,  and  wheat;  also 
sowing  of  lye-grass,  with  rye 
and  barley,  for  winter  forage; 
harvest  of  kidney  beans ;  plant- 
ing of  kidney  beans ;  planting 
of  Galician  and  other  cabbages. 
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England. 


Novemher. 


POKTUUAL. 


R(X)t  hiu'vest  ;  ploughing  up 
of  stubbles  ami  leas. 


Sowing  of  broad  l)ean.s,  win- 
ter wheat,  rye,  etc. ;  men  busy 
on  the  threshing-floors  and  iu 
the  barns;  vine  pruning,  begun 
in  end  of  October,  throughout 
the  month  and  next  three ;  olives 
gathered  in  this  and  following 
month. 


Decemhei: 


Hauling  maniu-e  juid  thresh- 


ing. 


Sowing   of  rye,  etc.,    as   in 
November;  hauling  manure  out. 


and  threshing. 


Tlic  cliief  feature  of  tlie  loAvlaiid  tillage  of  tlic 
greater  part  of  Portugal  is  the  growth  of  maize,  to 
which  all  other  culture  is  made  subservient.  In  deep, 
Avell-manured  and  irrigated  land,  maize  will  produce 
from  twenty  to  fifty  imperial  bushels  of  a  grain  of  a 
value  averaging  that  of  barley,  about  a  ton  of  forage 
in  eai'ly  summer,  and  fi'om  lialf  a  ton  to  a  ton  of  most 
nutritious  and  excellt'nL  straw  ioud.  The  same  acre 
of  ground  on  wliich  maize  is  grown  hkewise  produces 
dwarf  beans  and  goui-ds — about  two  to  five  l)ushels  of 
the  former,  and  fi-om  one  to  three  tons  weight  of  tlie 
latter  to  tlieacre.  So  productive  a  crop,  wliich  in  land 
well-manured  and  with  water  of  irrigation  available 
would  seem  to  he  producible  year  after  year  without 
exhaustion  of  tlie  soil,  is  a  temptation  to  ignore  any 
system  of  rotalinii  whatever  ;  consefiucntly,  duringthe 
five  liottest  months  of  every  year,  the  ground  is  occu- 
pied with  this  corn.  I  .shall  presently  show  how  it  is 
that  this  apparent  flying  in  the  face  of  all  received  agri- 
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cultural  doctrine  is  chiefly  the  result  of  the  consump- 
tion on  the  farm  of  all  the  straw  it  grows  and  the  use 
of  gorse  as  htter. 

Maize  can  be  sown  as  early  as  March  in  this  lati- 
tude, but  it  is  profitable  to  put  ofl'  the  ploughing  up 
of  grass  leas — which  are  then  in  full  production — 
till  as  late  as  possible.     The  middle  of  April  is   the 
average  date  for  sowing,- but  seed-time  may  be  de- 
ferred till  (lie  loth  or  20th  of  May,  or  even  later.     The 
seed  is  sown  broadcast,  after  one  or  more  ploughings 
with  the  larger  kind  of  plough  ;  if  the  land  has  been 
manured   for   a  previous    autumn    crop    of  artificial 
grass,  no  manure  (or  but  httle)  is  put  in  at  seed-time  ; 
but  if  not,  a  very  liberal  allowance  of  well-fermented 
cow- dung,  sometimes   as  much  as  thirty  tons   to  the 
acre,  is  put  upon  the  land.^    The  manure  is  spread  upon 
the  unbroken  lea,  and  covered  in  at  once  by  a  deep 
ploughing.     The  land  then  undergoes  some  amount 
of  clearing  and  levelling  with  the  hoe,  which  clears 
away  the  surface  weeds  ;  in  some  cases  it  is  harrowed 
before  sowing,  but  oftener  not.     The  seed  (from  six 
pecks  to  two  bushels  per  acre)  is  then  sown  broadcast, 
and   harrowed   in.      With  each  bushel  is   mixed   a 
quart  or  so  of  some  kind  of  dwarf  kidney-bean,  and 
about  half  as  much  gourd  or  melon  seed.     The  beans 
and  gourd  plants  appear  before  the  maize.     It  is  usual 
to  hoe  the  maize   plant  when  the  fourth  leaf-spike 
shows,  and  about  twenty  days  afterwards  the  earth  is 
drawn  round  tiie  plants ;  from  this  time  forward  they 

'  The  manuring  is  repeated  every  year,  but  not  every  year  to 
this  extent. 
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are  tliinned  out  iur  cattle  feed.  When  the  male 
flower  has  arrived  at  its  lull  perfection  it  is  broken 
(»ll".  williin  altout  ei^diteen  inches  of  the  to])  of  the 
stem,  and  used  as  a  food  for  cattle.  Irriiiatiou 
wherever  available  is  freely  employed,  as  soon  as  the 
})lant  has  depth  of  root  enou<ih  to  stand  the  wash  of 
the  water,  and  until  tiie  whole  plant  begins  to  show 
yellow.  The  cobs  are  cut  when  the  husks  are  quite 
dry  and  when  tlie  seed  feels  hard  beneath  it  ;  and 
the  less  critical  operation  of  cutting  the  straw  is  often 
delayed  if  the  weather  be  wet.  The  o|)eration  of 
liuskiuL'  is  often  made  the  occa,sion  of  a  feast — a  kind 
of  harvest-home,  where  wine  and  dried  fish  and  bread 
are  given  by  the  farmer,  and  large  pailies  of  the  " 
])easantiy  assemble  and  work  far  into  the  night,  to 
the  music  of  fjuitars  and  violins. 

The  husked  cobs  are  dried  in  the  sun  on  the 
threshing-floor,  and  in  a  foitnight  or  less  are  ready 
for  threshing  out,  which  is  the  universal  mode  in  this 
country  of  getting  out  tlie  grain.  The  straw  when 
cut  is  left  in  stooks  in  the  fields  till  it  is  dry  enough 
to  carry  liome. 

Tt  is  cleai-  th;it  tliis  whole  system  is  open  to 
several  grave  objections;  many  of  them,  however, 
are  incident  to  and  inevitable  in  the  nature  of  small 
j)roj)erties.  The  mixture  of  sever;d  croj)s  in  one  field 
has  always  been  considered  a  f^iult  in  farming.  In 
the  cnse  of  the  rortugucso  fnrmer.  it  is  the  result  of 
some  amount  of  forethought;  being  too  poor  to  risk 
his  whole  income  on  a  single  crop,  he  calculates  that 
when  he  loses  part  oi'  his  corn  in  a  dry  year  he  gets 
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a  larger  return  of  beans,  and  that  a  year  favourable 
to  neither  may  give  him  a  good  crop  of  gourds. 
His  sacrifice  of  some  of  his  maize  crop  is  therefore  a 
roush  kind  of  insurance  against  a  total  loss  of  it. 
The  apparent  waste  of  seed  is  required  to  allow  of 
enough  young  plants  being  thinned  out  for  the  early 
summer  food  of  his  stock.  The  great  amount  of 
labour  required  in  hoeing  the  land  is  a  serious  draAv- 
back  to  tlie  system  ;  but  in  a  country  of  small  pro- 
prietors, of  small  farms  and  capitals,  and  of  small  en- 
closures, it  Avoidd  be  of  far  less  advantage  to  replace 
manual  labour  bv  drills  and  horse-hoes  than  in  such 
a  country  as  the  United  States,  and  the  cheapness  of 
labour  in  some  degree  compensates  for  the  amount  of 
it  required. 

Imperfect  preliminary  cultivation  of  the  soil  is 
perhaps  the  w^orst  point  of  the  Portuguese  system, 
and  this  also  is,  to  some  extent,  excused  by  its  fi'iable 
condition  and  its  comparative  cleanness. 

With  the  last  hoeing  of  the  maize,  rye-grass  is 
sometimes  sown,  from  which  a  first  cutting  is  taken 
in  October  or  November  ;  but  it  is  more  usual  to 
spread  the  maize  fields,  in  September,  with  all  the 
manure  which  can  be  got,  and  to  sow  rye-grass, 
mixed  with  either  oats,  barley,  or  rye,^  or  more 
frequently  these  three  corns  together,  on  the  manure 
itself,  and  then  te  plough  in  with  the  smaller  of  the 
two  ploughs.  This  very  wasteful  and  slovenly 
method  of  producing  an  artificial  grass  field,  never- 

^  The  classical  scholar  may  caie  to  be  reminded  that  this  is 
identical  with  ihc /array o  of  the  ancient  Roman  agricidturists. 
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tlieless,  generally  results  in  an  abundance  ul'  <^rcen 
food  tlirouj^dujut  the  M'inter  and  spring.  The  rye 
yields  a  first  cut  ting  in  ahout  live  Aveeks,  and  a 
second  very  abundant  one  is  obtained  from  all  the 
])lants  jointly  at  Christmas  time  ;  but  the  uncertain 
(le})th  at  which  the  seed  is  covered,  some  being  left 
bare  and  some  buried  too  deep  for  germination,  causes 
much  loss  of  ground  and  labour,  if  the  weather  be 
either  very  dry  or  very  wet  at  seed-time. 

1l  is  a  constant  practice  in  Tortuguese  husbandry 
to  plant  cabbages  in  the  maize  fields.  When  this 
corn  is  sown  in  s])ring-time,  a  labourer  cuts  a  cleft  in 
the  ground  with  a  single  downward  stroke  of  a  broad 
hoe.  lie  holds  the  hoe  in  the  ground  till  an  assistant 
has  placed  two  young  cabbage-plants  one  at  each 
corner  of  the  cleft ;  the  hoe  is  then  removed,  and  the 
earth  pressed  down.  The  men  walk  in  a  straight  line 
across  the  field,  planting  two  cabbages  at  every 
second  pace,  and  then  trace  similar  parallel  rows, 
twelve  or  fifteen  feet  apart,  till  the  whole  field 
is  finished.  In  the  heat  of  summer,  and  when 
shaded  l)y  the  growing  maize,  the  cabbage  ])lants 
make  little  progress;  but  when  the  corn  is  reaped, 
and  the  field  manured  and  ])loughed  for  its  cro])  of 
grass,  the  cabbages  grow  ra})idly,  and  throughout  the 
winter  aflbrd  a  constant  su])j)ly  of  leaves  for  house 
use,  and  lor  feeding  cows  and  pigs,  and  even  sheep. 
The  cabbage  used  for  this  pur])ose  is  a  large  variety 
of  the  cabbage  known  at  home  as  the  '  Jersey  cabbage,' 
and  by  the  French  as  the  (/hoa  Cavalier.  It  grows 
to  the  height  of  h'x  feet  or  more,  if  allowed  to  attain 
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to  its  full  size.  The  two  lower  leaves  are  picked  off, 
week  after  week,  till  the  whole  plant  is  cut  down  in 
spring,  to  allow  the  soil  to  be  again  prepared  for  the 
maize  crop.  It  is  the  presence  of  the  rows  of  cabbage 
in  the  maize  stubbles  that  makes  it  necessary  to  use 
the  small  plougli,  and  to  work  the  land  so  that  the 
plants  may  not  be  disturbed.  After  the  plough  has 
done  what  work  it  can,  the  untouched  ground  in  the 
Hue  of  the  cabbages  is  turned  over  with  the  hoe. 

Eoot  crops  are  of  little  importance  to  the  Portu- 
guese farmer.  The  porous  soil  would  suit  the  culti- 
vation of  turnips  admirably,  but  not  the  heat  and 
dryness.  They  are  grown,  but  on  principles  and  with 
results  unknown  to  the  British  farmer.  A  common 
way  of  growing  them  is  to  sow  them  upon  the  maize 
stubble  with  rye  grass  ;  the  roots  are  never  hoed,  and, 
entangled  and  obstructed  by  the  grass,  seldom  exceed 
a  large  apple  in  size.  Again,  they  are  sometimes 
sown  after  onions,  as  I  shall  presently  show,  and  with 
fair  success.  Wliere,  owing  to  bad  seasons  or  bad 
cultivation,  the  roots  do  not  swell,  it  is  common  to  let 
the  turnips  run  to  floAver,  and  a  cutting  is  obtained  of 
the  leaves  and  flower-stems  in  January  and  February. 
Eape  or  mustard  seed  would  probably  be  better  suited 
for  this  purpose,  but  I  have  seen  neither  used. 

Potatoes  find  but  a  small  place  in  the  simple 
system  of  Portuguese  agriculture.  Till  lately  tliey 
formed  no  part  of  the  general  food  of  the  people,  are 
not  used  for  cattle  feedino-  and  are  seldom  crown  at 
all,  except  ni  gardens  or  near  towns.  The  same 
applies  to  carrots,  mangel  wurzel  and  parsnips,  the  two 
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latter  of  ^vlli(•ll  I  have  never  seen  growing  in  a  Held 
in  I'ortugal. 

Wheat  is  tlie  precUuninant  cereal  of  the  provinces 
to  the  south,  where  large  fields  and  a  stiff  soil  are 
commoner  than  in  tlie  nortli.  Its  cultivation  in  the 
north  is  adopted  sometimes  in  rotation  with  maize,  or 
on  soils  too  dry  for  the  latter  and  too  stiff  for  rye,  or 
when  manure  is  not  fortlicoming  for  the  maize  crop. 
Tlie  small  farm  system  does  not,  as  may  be  su})posed, 
favour  the  cultivation  of  wheat,  and  the  cro])s  are 
seldom  good.  To  judge  by  their  aj)pearance  on  the 
ground,  I  should  consider  twenty  im])erial  bushels  to 
be  an  average  crop  of  wlieat  in  tliese  })rovinces. 
"Winter  wlieat  is  sown  from  November  to  the  end  of 
January  ;  spring  wheat  from  January  to  March  ;  both 
kinds  arc  reaped  in  June  and  July.  I  have  noticed 
seven  or  eight  varieties  of  wheat,  mostly  the  bearded 
kinds.  Hard  wheat  and  soft  are  in  about  equal 
projiortioiis.  Kcd  wheat  is,  so  far  as  I  have  observed, 
unknown,  ])robabl3-  owing  to  the  ab.sence  of  strong 
dark  days,  to  influence  the  colour  of  the  skin  of  the 
grain. 

iJroad  beans  are  rather  a  garden  than  a  field  croj), 
and  the  early  sowing  which  tlic  climate  allows  is  very 
favourable  to  their  growth.  They  are  sown  broadcast, 
and  their  cultivation  is  the  same  as  in  Great  Britain. 
The  sort  used  is,  1  believe,  only  a  very  large  variety 
of  the  common  horse-l)ean. 

Much  more  inij)ortant  and  extensive  oi)jects  of 
cultivation  arc  the  dillcrcnt  kinds  of  kidney  beans 
{Pha-'<eulus  viil<i<(ris),i\'{  \\\\u\\  \  have  counted  six  c^liicf 
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sorts  of  the  dwarf  variety,  and  four  of  the  chmbing 
sort.  Of  the  dwarf  kidney  beans,  the  small  white, 
the  striped  black  and  yellow,  the  brown,  the  dark 
yellow,  the  mottled,  the  grey  and  the  black  beans,  all 
differ  considerably,  not  only  in  flavour  and  productive- 
ness, but  in  the  soils  they  require  and  the  greater  or 
less  luxuriance  of  the  plant ;  thereby  enabling  the 
farmer  to  grow  the  particular  kind  most  suited  to  the 
soil  and  exposure  of  each  field.  The  climbing  beans 
are  less  used  ;  the  large  white,  the  common  scarlet- 
runner,  a  brown  and  red  mottled  kind,  are  all  grown, 
— sometimes  on  sticks,  but  oftener  on  the  stems  of 
the  taller  kinds  of  maize.  The  climbing  sorts  all 
require  a  richer  soil  than  the  dwarf  beans. 

The  chick-pea  (Cicer  arietinum)  is  less  cultivated 
in  the  northern  than  in  the  soutliern  provinces  of  the 
kingdom,  where  it  is  an  important  part  of  human 
food  ;  it  is  sown  in  autumn,  and  does  well  on  light, 
dry  and  sandy  soils.'  I  need  hardly  say  that  it  is 
identical  with  the  garhanzo  of  Spain. 

I  have  already  described  the  cultivation  of  these 
various  plants  in  describing  that  of  maize,  and  the 
same  remark  applies  to  the  gourd.  Besides  these 
plants,  the  lentil,  the  lupine,  and  the  grey  field-pea 
are  all  grown  :  the  lupine  very  commonly  for  its  seed 
and  likewise  as  a  green  manure  ;  the  lentil  less  fre- 
quently ;  and  the  field-pea  very  seldom. 

The  gourd  and  the  tall  cabbage  together  may  be 
said  to  take  in  Portuguese  farming  the  important 
place  of  root  crops  generally  in  the  English  farming 
system.     It  is  difficult  to  compute  the  yield  of  the 
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gourd  by  tlie  acre,  for  tlie  ground  is  never  exclusively 
occupied  by  tluMu  ;  but  it  is  probable  tliat  in  a  richly 
manured  soil  -svitli  M'ater  of"  irrigation,  a  weiglit  of 
sixty  or  seventy  tons  niioht  l)e  raised  to  the  acre, — 
about  double  tlie  weight  of  a  good  crop  of  swedes. 
Three  or  four  very  well  marked  species  are  grown ; 
the  largest  is  the  round,  smooth  kind  (a  variety  of 
Ciicurbito  pepo),  which  I  have  seen  grown  in  a  field 
to  the  weight  of  two  hundred  pounds.  Tlie  long, 
yellow,  and  striped  sorts  are,  I  believe,  varieties  of  a 
dillerent  species  {C.  citrullu.s),  and  are  those  commonly 
employed. 

The  gourd  is  left  on  the  ground  for  a  Ibrtniglit  or 
more  after  the  maize  is  carried,  and  in  that  short 
time  greatly  increases  in  size  witli  full  exposure  to 
sun  and  air. 

For  cattle  and  ])igs,  gourds  are  a  most  valuable 
winter  food,  and  they  also  enter  largely  into  the  con- 
sumption of  all  classes  of  the  j)eople.  They  keep 
sound,  in  dry  years,  till  the  end  of  February,  and  are 
not  injured  by  sun  or  i-ain  if  kept  standing  in  a  dry 
])lace  ;  it  is  usual,  therefore,  to  lift  them  to  the  roofs 
of  low  buildings,  along  the  tops  of  walls,  or  to  leave 
them  standing  on  rocky  ground,  whence  they  are  re- 
moved as  they  are  required  for  use. 

Melons  and  water-melons  are  objects  of  field  cul- 
tivation ill  Tortugal,  chiefly  the  latter  species.  Tlie 
kinds  mostly  grown  are  the  cantaluj)es  and  the  com- 
mon green  smooth-skinned  sort,  and  more  rarely  the 
musk  melon.  The  melon  is  not  giown  with  other 
erops,  but  by  itself,  in   land    ridged    up  with   shallow 
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furrows  eight  or  ten  feet  apart.  A  rich  soil,  a  dry- 
atmosphere,  and  water  of  irrigation  in  dry  seasons, 
produce  very  hirge  crops.  Water-melons  are  grown 
on  tlie  same  system,  and  give  a  less  precarious  and  a 
larger  return  than  the  sweet  melon,  and  their  abun- 
dance and  cheapness  allow  of  their  very  common  use 
by  the  peasantry. 

Of  the  various  artificial  grasses  and  forage  plants, 
only  a  small  choice  offers  itself  to  the  farmer  of  the 
]\iinho  and  of  the  maize-growing  district  generally ; 
of  these,  rye-grass  is  by  far  the  most  commonly  used. 
The  object  of  the  farmer  being  to  leave  the  ground 
in  the  occupation  of  such  plants  for  as  short  a  time 
as  possible,  he  sows  oats,  barley,  and  rye  in  autumn, 
as  I  have  already  mentioned,  solely  for  the  sake  of 
the  two  or  three  cuttings  to  be  got  from  them ;  the 
rye-grass,  coming  later,  gives  at  most  two  or  three 
more  cuttings  in  the  spring.  In  damp  soils  the 
narrow-leafed  plantain  [Plantago  lanceolata)  is  sown 
early  in  spring  or  in  autumn,  and  affords  frequent 
cuttings  of  a  rich  cattle  food  in  early  summer,  the 
time  wdien  herba2;e  is  scarcest  with  the  Portuguese 
farmer.  It  is  sometimes  left  in  the  ground  through 
the  winter  in  land  subject  to  overflow  or  inundation, 
and  it  is  often  grazed  as  well  as  cut. 

The  common  meadow  soft  grass  [Holcus  lanatus) 
is  often  grown  in  precisely  the  same  way ;  it  affords 
a  more  abundant  but  not  so  good  a  herbage. 

A  leguminous  plant  of  very  frequent  use  is  the 
serradella  {Ornithopus  perpusillus),  a  plant  which  is,  I 
believe,  untried  in  England,  but  which  was  introduced 
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into  Germany  about  twenty  years  ago.  Tlie  plant  is 
anniuil.  tjrows  in  sandy  soil,  hut  prefers  a  deep,  sandy 
loam,  where  it  will  hwav  to  nearly  the  height  of  a 
yard.  It  is  sown  in  autumn,  hardly  shows  above 
ground  till  Christnuis,  and  affords  one  good  rutting 
in  May  or  June,  in  time,  in  favourable  years,  for  the 
sowing  of  the  maize  crop.  Red  and  Italian  clover 
are  grown  very  mucli  in  the  same  way. 

Millet  [Punicuin  itdlicuiu)  is  grown  as  a  herbage 
plant.  It  is  one  of  the  few  plants  wliich  can  be  sown 
with  advantage  at  midsunnner,  and  it  is  often  made 
to  follow  rye  or  even  wheat.  It  is  usually  cut  before 
the  seed  has  ripened,  or,  as  often  occurs  when  late 
sown  in  this  climate,  when  the  grain  has  formed,  but 
ripened  imperfectly.  It  is  made  into  liay  which  has' 
])robably  about  the  value  of  good  meadow-hay — tliat 
is,  three  times  that  of  wheat  or  barley  straw. 

It  is  to  be  observed  of  the  climate  of  Portugal  (as 
of  most  of  the  climates  of  Southern  Europe)  tliat 
winter  and  spiing  are  the  seasons  when  grass  fields — 
natural  and  artificial — are  at  their  best;  and,  where- 
as in  Great  l^ritain  the  fiirmer  is  most  pinched  for 
sheep  and  cattle  feed  in  early  spring,  having  con- 
sumed liis  roots,  and  his  pastures  being  still  bare,  tlie 
farmer  in  Portugal  is  at  this  season  better  provided 
with  forage  tlian  at  any  other  time  of  the  year. 

I  have  now  given  some  account  of  the  various 
cro})S    wliicli    make    part    of   the    regular  system  of 
tillage  in   the    nuiize-growing    portions   of   Portugal. 
Two   other  plants  are  extensively  grown,  but  both 
are  accessory   to  the  general  firming   i-oiitiiie  of  the 
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district — flax  and  onions  :  flax  principally  for  home 
consumption,  and  onions  for  exportation  to  England 
and  Brazil. 

Wherever  good,  light,  alluvial  soil  occurs  along 
the  banks  of  rivers  and  elsewhere,  the  flax  plant  is 
found  growing,  mostly  in  patches,  but  sometimes 
in  great  breadths.  The  farmers  in  the  north  of  the 
province  of  the  IVIinho — a  chief  centre  of  flax 
cultivation — speak  commonly  of  two  distinct  species, 
the  Galician  and  the  Moorish ;  the  first  of  these 
being  the  plant  cultivated  in  the  country  from  time 
immemorial,  the  latter  said  to  have  been  brought 
about  sixty  years  ago  from  Northern  Africa.  The 
Moorish  flax — perhaps  Linum  perenne — is  a  taller 
plant,  with  a  stronger  and  coarser  fibre  ;  the  Galician 
is  under  the  average  size  of  flax  grown  in  England, 
and  not  of  fine  quahty.  The  Gahcian  is  the  sort 
chiefly  cultivated  :  it  is  sown  in  the  last  fortnight  in 
April,  and  is  pulled  in  July,  having  been  from  two 
to  three  months  in  the  ground.  The  Moorish  flax  is 
sown  before  winter,  and  is  taken  up  a  month  earlier 
— that  is,  in  June: — after  remaining  in  the  ground 
about  seven  months. 

Great  care  is  used  in  the  preparation  of  the  soil 
for  both  kinds.  It  is  often  ploughed  three  times  ; 
all  w^eeds,  stones,  etc.,  are  picked  out ;  and  for  the 
spring  (or  Gahcian)  flax  the  ground  is  hghtly  dunged 
with  well  rotted  manure.  This  kind  of  flax  is  hke- 
Wise  irrigated ;  but  the  Moorish  flax  is  neither 
manured  nor  irrigated,  and  a  richer  and  deeper 
description    of   soil   is  required    for    its    production. 
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Tlie  Galician  is  steeped  in  river  water  for  about 
eiL'ht  days,  the  Moorish  variety  nearly  double  that 
time,  according  to  the  temperature  of  the  air.  The 
flax  is  in  some  cases  steeped  again  for  two  or  three 
days  after  it  has  been  taken  out  and  dried. 

Some  portion  of  the  flax  grown  by  the  smaller 
farmer  is  broken  and  .'<kutched  by  hand  ;  but  in  most 
cases  both  these  operations  are  done  in  a  mill  worked 
by  mules  or  oxen,  one  of  wliicli  mills  is  usually  kept 
in  every  village  in  ilax-growing  districts.  The  final 
preparation,  or  hecklin</,  is  usually  done  by  women 
in  workshops  in  the  larger  villages  and  towns. 

The  flax  produced  in  Northern  Portugal  is  con- 
sumed in  the  country. 

Oporto  is  the  chief  port  of  exportation  for  the 
large  variety  of  onion  which  is  known  in  trade  as  tlie 
Spanish  or  Portugal  onion.  Its  cultivation  is  quite 
an  agricultural  operation,  and  is  managed  as  follows. 
In  the  montli  of  October  the  seed  is  sown  in  a 
sheltered  spot  in  very  well  nunnu-ed  seed  beds.  In 
about  ten  days  tlie  plants  appear,  are  watered 
in  (h-y  weather,  weeded,  and  the  surface  occasionally 
stirred  with  a  sharp  pointed  stick.  The  young 
plants,  not  subjected  to  any  severe  frost  (for  the 
thermometer  very  seldom  falls  below  thirty-five 
degrees  of  Fahrenheit),  enjoy  an  uninterrupted 
growth  till  springtime.  In  March  they  are  taken  up, 
beiuL,'  then  some  five  to  ei'dit  inches  in  hei<dit,  and 
planted  from  nine  to  twelve  inches  apart,  in  furrows 
made  by  the  hoe  in  wcll-])longhed  and  harrowed 
land.     The  furrows  are  filled  to  the  depth  of  three 


FARMDsG   AND   FARM   PEOPLE.  195 

or  four  inches  with  well-rotted  manure,  with  which 
the  roots  of  the  young  plants  are  placed  in  actual 
contact.  A  very  essential  condition  of  the  successful 
cultivation  of  the  onion  is  water.  The  abundant 
and  timely  irrigation  of  the  growing  crop  requires 
great  and  constant  care.  After  transplanting,  the 
crop  has  two  or  more  hoeings  and  weedings.  With 
the  last  weeding  are  sown,  either  white  turnips, 
maize,  or,  more  rarely,  grass  seeds.  The  onion  crop 
is  off  the  ground  in  August,  and  sometimes  in  July. 

The  stolen  crop  of  maize  so  obtained  grows 
rapidly  in  the  enriched  soil,  and  often  produces  as 
large  a  crop  as  the  spring-sown  fields.  The  turnips 
grown  after  onions  are  pulled  in  December  and 
January  ;  and  although  the  roots  are  left  far  too 
near  together,  they  are  the  only  instances  I  have  ever 
seen  in  this  country  of  fairly  well  grown  turnips. 

Although  irrigation,  as  in  most  southern  countries, 
has  so  very  important  a  share  in  the  success  of  farm 
operations  in  Portugal,  yet  the  configuration  of  the 
land,  the  absence  of  extensive  plain  country  at  a 
lower  level  tlian  an  unfaiHng  water  supply  in  the 
uplands  (as  is  the  case  in  Lombardy),  the  want  of 
long,  fertile  valleys  connected  with  lakes,  or  ac- 
cessible highland  rivers  (as  in  Southern  Spain),  have 
stood  in  the  way  of  any  general  system  of  canahza- 
tion  for  irrigating  purposes  in  Northern  Portugal. 

The  water  of  irrigation  is  obtained  in  four  dif- 
ferent ways : 

1.  By  wells  sunk  into  water-bearing  strata, 
wdience  the  water  is  drawn  either  by  a  water-wheel, 
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worked  by  oxen  and  made  to  lift  an  endless  chain  of 
buckets,  or  by  some  similar  contrivance. 

2.  ]>y  wells  worked  by  similar  machinery  and 
sunk  near  the  course  of  slow-llowing  streams.  The 
water  thus  obtained  is  carried  to  the  interior  along 
aqueducts. 

3.  By  means  of  weirs,  in  rivers  wdiich  have  a  good 
fall  in  them,  the  water  of  which  rivers  works  flour 
mills  ill  winter,  and  is  carried  in  summer  to  irrigate 
fields  on  a  lower  level. 

4.  13y  the  water  of  springs,  often  got  by  carrying 
adits  far  and  deep  into  the  hills. 

This  latter  kind  uf  irrigalioii  is  far  the  commonest, 
it  is  increasing  year  by  year.  Water  is  prospected 
for  and  mined  for  in  Portugal  as  silver  ore  is  in 
Nevada.  It  is  slow"  wealth,  but  it  is  sure :  the  metal- 
liferous lode  gives  out,  but  the  water  flows  on,  m  omfie 
volubilU  ceviun,  and  the  miner  who  has  struck  water  has 
his  profits  in  perpetuity.  Some  men  have  a  curious 
gift  for  water-finding,  and  scent  it  out  by  very  faint 
indications.  To  them  a  tuft  of  rushes  in  the  forest, 
the  gnnvth  of  tlie  yellow  iris  on  tlie  mountain  .side,  or 
the  purslane  and  water  mints  springing  up  away  from 
their  accustomed  haunts,  are  signs  enough  to  betray 
the  secret  underground.  Of  course  many  trial  shafts 
are  sunk  in  vain,  and  if  one  wanders  in  the  lonely  pine 
forest  which  covers  so  many  leagues  of  Northern 
Portugal,  one  is  for  ever  coming  upon  these  forgotten 
shafts  and  air  holes,  dangerous  j)it falls,  bramble- 
covered,  into  which  men  have  been  known  to  slip 
nnawares,   and    pa.ss    hours    calling    in    vain    to   the 
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hawks  and  woodpeckers,  till  some  chance  charcoal- 
burner  or  woodcutter  has  come  within  hearing.  In 
these  subterranean  channels  the  water  is  often  con- 
veyed for  miles  to  the  valley  below,  and  the  labour 
expended  on  these  conduits  represents  a  quite  in- 
calculable investment  of  profitable  capital.  The 
worst  of  the  system  is  the  ease  with  which  a  man  can 
be  undermined  and  defrauded  of  his  dear-bought 
water.  The  law  courts  are  filled  with  disputes  as  to 
water  rights,  and  the  proverb  '  Stolen  waters  are 
sweet '  seems  to  be  one  that  should  have  originated 
in  this  country. 

Irrigation  in  warm  countries  is  generally  under- 
stood in  a  diflerent  sense  to  tlie  irrigation  practised 
on  crrass  lands  in  Great  Britain,  where  tlie  water 
flows  on,  over,  and  off  the  field.  Here  it  is  diffused 
over  a  larger  surface,  and  the  watering  whicli  maize, 
onions,  and  other  plants  get  is  equivalent  to  the 
watering  of  plants  by  hand  in  a  garden.  The  water 
is  brought  to  the  roots  and  sinks  in.  The  porous 
nature  of  the  soil  to  a  considerable  depth,  the  great 
degree  of  evaporation,  and  the  absence  of  any  water- 
retaining  strata  near  the  surface,  obviate  any  sour- 
ness in  the  land  which  might  result  from  the  presence 
of  so  much  water  upon  it.  I  have  never  seen  or 
heard  of  any  description  of  land  drainage  in  Portu- 
gal (except  that  by  wide,  open  drains  in  marsh  lands) ; 
and  in  the  prevalent  crumbling,  decomposed  granite 
soil  of  the  North,  where  the  earth  only  hardens  into 
an  impervious  rock  at  some  yards  beneath  the 
surface,  and  in  the  schisty  soils  which  are  as  common 
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and  as  pervious,  no  kind  of  drainage  would   seem  to 
be  required. 

In  Portugal  the  straw  of  all  cereals  enters  far 
more  largely  into  the  consumption  of  oxen,  liorses, 
and  mules  than  in  Great  Britain.  Hay  is  made  in 
the  mountainous  pasture  lands  of  Traz-os-Montes, 
and  on  the  great  hill  range  of  the  Estrella,  but  oidy 
to  a  very  small  extent  elsewhere,  and  the  expense  of 
carriage  is  too  great  to  allow  of  its  use  beyond  the 
district  of  its  production.  Of  the  diflerent  straws, 
agricultural  chemists  assert  that  300  pounds  of  wheat 
straw,  an  equal  quantity  of  barley  straw,  350  pounds 
of  rye  straw,  280  pounds  of  oat  straw,  and  only  200 
j)Ounds  of  maize  straw,  are  respectively  equivalent  in 
nutritive  power  to  100  pounds  of  good  meadow  hay. 
This  calculation  of  the  relative  values  of  the  difTerent 
straws  moi-e  or  less  corresponds  with  the  experience 
of  farmers  here,  who  have  incessant  practical  ac- 
quaintance witli  the  subject.  Rye  straw  is  luirder 
in  this  climate  even  than  in  England,  and  is  called 
'  colmo,'  or  thatch,  and  the  name  indicates  the  use 
which  is  commonly  made  of  it  ;  but  in  the  hilly 
districts  it  is  often  consumed  from  necessity  in  the 
feeding  of  cattle.  "Wlieat  straw  is  likewi.se  hard  and 
diy,  and  diHiciilt  of  digestion,  but  is  largely  used, 
liarley  straw  is  wliat  is  given,  in  ])reference  to  all 
others,  to  horses,  the  general  |)rejudice  against  it  in 
Great  Britain  being  unknown  here.  Oat  straw  is 
])roduce(l  only  in  hinil('(l  (|tiaiititi('s.  Tlie  straw  of 
maize,  or  rather  the  dried  lily-like  leaves  of  the  maize 
plant,  for  the  stem  i^  mostly  rejected  l)y  cattle,  is  suj)- 
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posed  to  be  unsuitable  for  horses,  and  is  not  often 
used  for  feeding  them.  It  is,  with  grass,  the  chief 
food  of  milch  cows  and  of  fattening  and  working 
oxen  both  in  winter  and  summer,  and,  to  judge  by  its 
obvious  effects,  and  by  the  high  estimation  in  which 
it  is  held  by  Portuguese  farmers,  it  probably  exceeds 
the  value  at  which  it  is  put  by  agricultural  chemists. 
Now  I  come  to  what  I  beheve  to  be  the  solution 
of  the  problem  of  the  continuous  corn-cropping  of 
the  Portuguese  farmer.  The  straw  produced  on  the 
farm  is  almost  exclusively — in  most  farms  entirely — 
consumed  as  cattle  food  ;  and  it  is  a  pecuhar  and 
marked  characteristic  of  the  agriculture  of  this 
country,  that  the  fodder  used  in  the  stabling  of 
horned  cattle,  horses,  and  pigs  is  supphed  by  dried 
gorse,  heather,  and  the  various  wild  plants,  such  as 
bracken,  cistus,  rock-rose,  bent  grass,  and  wild 
vetches,  which  usually  grow  in  their  company.  To 
secure  a  sufficient  quantity  of  such  Utter,  most  farms 
have  attached  to  them  a  portion  of  forest  or  wild 
land,  from  Avhich  these  fodder-producing  plants  are 
regularly  cut  every  three  years,  and  which  forest 
portion  is  often  a  mile  or  more  away  from  the  farm- 
yard. In  otlier  cases,  the  farmer  enjoys  a  prescrip- 
tive right  to  cut  as  much  of  them  as  he  chooses  from 
the  pine  forest  nearest  to  him.  Of  the  plants  so  used, 
gorse  is  the  predominating  one,  often  to  the  exclusion 
of  aU  others.  It  is  the  same  species  as  is  found  in 
Great  Britain ;  but  the  prevaiHng  kind  is,  I  beheve,  a 
variety  of  our  native  gorse,  having  the  prickles 
rather  less  stronger  and  the  stem  less  w^oody.     The 
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clocaying  of  manure  iiiado  Avitli  tliis  litter  is  slower 
than  with  straw,  but  the  porous  wood  of  tlie  jrorse  is 
inliuitely  more  absorbent  both  of  gases  and  of 
moisture,  so  that  the  atmosphere  of  a  Portuguese 
stable  or  cow-byre,  is  very  noticeably  purer  and 
sweeter  than  if  straw  were  used,  and  the  standincf  for 
the  beasts  is  also  much  drier.  Tt  is  needless  to  point 
to  the  economy  of  a  system  by  which  every  particle 
of  straw  is  consumed  as  food.  A  second  recommen- 
dation is  that,  wliile  the  seeds  of  the  various  field 
weeds  are  not  returned  to  the  ground  with  the  straw 
among  which  they  were  grown,  those  which  are  shed 
by  tlie  forest  plants,  when  removed  from  their  native 
soil,  find  no  congenial  seed-bed  when  they  fall  ujion 
cidtivatcd  land,  and  cither  fail  to  germinate  or  fail  to 
tlirive.  The  gorse,  lieatlier,  and  (Ulier  plants  which 
compose  this  litter  are  cut,  or  rather  scraped  u]), 
with  the  broad -l)laded  hoe,  so  that  moss,  creeping 
])lants,  the  decomposing  needles  of  the  jjine  trees, 
dead  leaves  of  trees  and  shrubs,  and  the  crowns  and 
root  stock  of  ferns  and  wild  grasses,  all  find  their  way 
together  to  tlie  iaiinyaid.  I  know  no  other  country 
where  this  practice  is  carried  out  in  a  systematic 
manner  as  in  Portugal.  The  amount  of  manure  pro- 
duced on  a  small  Portuguese  fai-in  could  not  fail  to 
strike  a  Scotch  or  English  farmer  ;  and  the  disregard 
by  the  Portuguese  laniicr  of  any  system  of  rotation 
of  crops  is,  as  I  have  said,  j)rin('ipally  due  to  the 
abundance  of  valuable  manure  at  his  command. 

The  farm-buildings  of  (he  smaller  proprietors  are 
simply  but  sub'^(;mli;illv  built  of  sfpiwrcd  gi'aiiito,  and 
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the  whole  lower  floor  of  the  house  is  often  used 
for  the  storing  of  grain  and  straw,  and  sometimes 
even  as  a  stable  for  cattle.  A  small  yard,  kept  knee- 
deep  in  gorse  litter,  is  generally  formed  by  the  side 
or  two  sides  of  the  house,  and  the  building  wdiich  holds 
the  wine-press  and  cattle  byres.  High  over  this  yard 
are  grown,  almost  invariably,  vines  on  a  heavy  wooden 
trellis,  and  the  cattle  in  the  heat  of  summer  find  cool- 
ness and  shelter  under  their  shade.  Outside  the 
buildings,  well  exposed  to  sun  and  wind,  is  the  eira, 
or  threshing-floor,  of  slate  or  granite  slabs,  to  which 
is  usually  attached  a  small  barn. 

The  farmer  in  Portugal  is  almost  without  any 
choice  either  of  natural  or  artificial  manure.  Guano 
is  hardly  known,  though  its  concentrated  form  and  its 
known  value  in  growing  maize  miofht  seem  to  recom- 
mend  it  in  a  country  of  difficult  communications. 

Along  the  sea-shore  various  kinds  of  sea-weed 
are  regularly  collected,  allowed  to  ferment  and  decay, 
and  applied  directly  to  the  maize  crop  with  good  effect. 
A  still  richer  manure  is  furnished  by  a  small  sj3ecies  of 
crab,  caught  for  the  purpose  in  nets  in  vast  quantities. 
At  Aveiro  and  other  places,- where  the  coast  is  marshy 
and  intersected  by  estuaries,  inlets,  and  slow-flowing 
streams,  boats  are  employed  in  dredging  up  the  ground 
weed,  mixed  with  rich,  decaying  vegetable  matter  and 
small  shell-fish,  from  the  bottom  of  these  brackish  waters, 
to  be  used  as  a  dressing  to  the  fields  in  their  neighbour- 
hood. These  various  manures  supply  valuable  phos- 
phates and  alkalies,  and  to  some  small  extent  take  the 
place  of  the  artificial  manures  used  in  Great  Britain. 
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The  vine  in  the  Minho  district  is  groAvn  on  j)c)l- 
lardcd  oak  and  cliestnnt  trees,  and  on  trellises.  It  is 
pruned  ^vhen  tlicsu])]K)rting  tree  is  cut  back  in  ^vinter, 
and  gets  no  cultivation  but  ■what  it  shares  ^villl  the 
erop  growing  beneath  it.  The  vine  strikes  its  roots 
so  far  into  the  soil  tliat  it  probably  does  no  liarni 
beyond  tlie  slight  injury  caused  by  the  shade  of  its 
dense  foliage  in  summer.  Tlie  vines  give  a  harsli, 
dark-coloured  grai)e,  and  tlie  Avine  is  of  the  kind 
known  as  Vinho  verde,  green  A\ine,  and  rarely  keeps 
sound  a  whole  twelvemonth.  It  is  a  rough,  liarsh, 
acid  wine,  of  powerful  flavour,  and  exceedingly  dis- 
a<jreeable  to  those  who  are  not  accustomed  to  its  use. 

The  inhabitants  of  Portugal,  or  at  least  of  Nortli- 
ern  Portugal,  are,  as  I  have  said,  i)robably  liomo- 
geneous  in  race;  but  the  character  of  the  peasantry, 
their  habits  and  their  manners,  vary  considerably  in 
the  different  provinces,  with  the  difference  of  their 
condition,  which  again  is  generally  traceable  to  their 
circumstances  and  surroundings. 

The  Minhotes  are  a  well-fed,  well-clothed,  law- 
respecting,  courteous  peo})le,  of  a  cheerful  and  sociable 
disposition.  They  are  good  and  intelligent  labourers, 
and  nuike  excellent  soldiers.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
character  of  the  inhal)itants  of  some  of  the  mountain 
jKirts  of  JJeira,  and  of  the  iiKue  remote  j)asture 
lands  of  Traz-os-Montes,  is  of  a  more  gloomy  cast. 
Crimes  of  violence — agrarian  and  otherwise — were 
until  late  years  not  unfrequent  in  these  districts,  and 
often    remained    unpunished  ;    and    the    gravity    and 
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reserve  of  the  shepherds  and  herdsmen  of  these  parts 
contrast  strongly  with  the  sociable  manners  of  the 
lowland  husbandmen. 

I  am  disposed  to  think  that  the  condition  of 
the  Northern  Portuguese  peasant  generally — exclud- 
ing  the  dwellers  in  some  of  the  poorer  and  more  un- 
healthy districts,  whose  penury  and  misery  are  often 
extreme — is,  on  the  whole,  superior  to  that  of  the 
great  average  of  land -workers  in  Europe  generally. 
A  conclusion  upon  this  point,  drawn  from  the 
appearance  of  the  people  themselves,  can  hardly  be 
deceptive  ;  but  such  an  opinion  would  be  supported 
by  a  closer  examination  into  the  system  of  wages,  the 
amount  and  kind  of  their  food,  and  the  social  habits 
generally  of  the  peasantry. 

The  mode  of  hiring  labour  differs  in  each  province. 
In  Estremadura  and  Alemtejo,  and  in  other  parts  of 
Portugal  where  the  tenure  is  allodial,  hiring  by  the 
twelvemonth  is  common  ;  and  a  labourer  will  earn 
from  five  to  eight  pounds  a  year,  with  food,  liousing, 
fuel  for  cooking,  and  a  coarse  woollen  cloak  given 
him  every  two  years.  The  wages  of  labour  are  slowly 
rising  in  all  Portugal. 

In  Beira,  and  generally  throughout  the  northern 
provinces,  hiring  for  parts  of  the  year  is  the  common 
practice.  From  three  to  four  or  five  pounds  are 
given  for  the  five  months  from  December  to  April ;  a 
general  rehiring  then  takes  place,  and  a  wage  of  from 
four  to  seven  pounds  is  earned  for  the  rest  of  the  year, 
to  include  the  hard  work  of  maize-hoeing  and  harvest 
work  in  the  long  dtiys  of  summer.     The  contracts  are 
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iiuule  at  the  diflerent  local  fairs  held  in  April  and 
December. 

In  the  Minho,  among  the  small  emphyteutic 
yeomen,  a  curious  practice  exists  (with  almost  endless 
modification),  by  which  the  yeoman  proprietors  take 
upon  their  farms  a  lal)ourer  who  is  paid  partly  in 
wages,  partly  in  kind,  and  partly  out  of  the  profits  of 
the  farm.  The  contract  is  by  its  nature  so  com])li- 
cated  and  so  lial)le  to  })erversion,  that  without  the 
good  sense,  fairness,  and  moderation  of  the  labourers 
and  peasant  proprietors  of  this  part  of  the  kingdom, 
the  carrying  out  of  it  would  be  impossible.  The 
system  seems  to  work  perfectly,  and  possesses  very 
obvious  advantages  over  any  mode  of  simply  buying 
labour  with  money  wages.  The  wages  of  a  day 
labourer,  without  food,  vary  from  eight  to  fourteen 
pence  throughout  the  country. 

The  fare  of  the  Portuguese  peasant  is  coarse,  but 
it  cannot  be  said  of  it  that  it  is  not  comparatively 
varied  and  abundant.  The  following  scale  was 
furnished  to  me  by  a  farmer  in  the  IViinho,  and  is 
probably  an  average  one  : — 

Food  of  three  farm  servants  (two  men  and  a  woman)  for  a  week. 

Dried  codfish         .         .         .     G  to  7  lbs. 

Lard 1  lb. 

Olive-oil        .         .  •     H  P"^^' 

Rice lib. 

Ricon  .         .         .         .         .     1  lb. 
Brejid  (of  r}'c  and  maize)        .     30  to  40  lbs. 
Gourds  or  cablwiges        .  .     «</  Hhitum. 

Olives  .  .  .  .  .a  (juart  in  .summer. 

Wine    .  .  .  .  .a  j>int  to  a  quart  in  summer 

lor  each  pei-son. 
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The  national  mode  of  cooking  food  is  in  a  stew, 
corresponding  to  the  pot-au-feu  of  the  French  peasant, 
and  of  which  gourds  or  cabbages,  dried  kidney  beans, 
rice,  beef  and  bacon,  form  the  ino;redients,  according 
to  means  or  circumstances. 

Fish  is  much  consumed  by  the  peasantry,  and 
dried  cod  is  a  favourite  and  universal  food  with  all 
classes.  It  is  considerably  dearer  than  fresh  beef, 
but  having  been  deprived  of  its  moisture  and  being 
in  a  concentrated  form,  it  probably  possesses  superior 
food  value.  The  sardine  is  another  generally  used 
food,  both  fresh  and  pickled.  In  the  latter  state  it  is 
consumed  by  the  peasant  in  the  remotest  districts  as 
far  as  the  frontier  Hues  of  Spain. 

The  sardine  is  caught  in  immense  quantities  along 
the  whole  coast  of  Portugal.  The  sardine  of  these 
seas  is  a  large  variety,  approaching  in  size  and,  most 
naturaUsts  now  affirm,  identical  in  species,  with  the 
Cornish  pilchard.  The  cod  is  imported  partly  from 
Norway,  but  chiefly  from  Newfoundland. 

Potatoes  are  seldom  eaten  by  field  labourers,  and 
the  bread  food  is  brua,  a  strong,  wholesome,  and  not 
unpalatable  bread,  composed  of  maize  and  rye.  The 
universal  use  in  Portugal  of  a  double  bread-food  is  to 
my  knowledge  a  unique  circumstance,  and  one  well 
wortli  the  attention  of  pohticians  and  economists. 
The  prejudices  of  mankind  in  regard  to  any  change 
of  the  chief  staple  of  their  daily  food  are,  it  is  known, 
aU  but  insuperable,  and  it  will  be  within  most  of  my 
readers'  recollection  that  during  a  recent  famine  in 
Bengal  the  Hindoos  often  preferred   starvation  to  a 
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fliangfc  in  tlie  quality  of  tlieir  rice.  A  food,  tlicrefore, 
composed  of  two  difTcrcnt  cereals  lias  certain  great 
and  important  advantages,  for  the  proportions  of 
maize  and  of  rye  can  be  altered  almost  ad  libituni 
Avithout  much  change  in  the  quality  or  appearance 
of  the  loaf. 

To  the  use  of  this  bread-food  I  believe  some  part 
of  the  well-being  of  the  Portuguese  peasant  may 
fairly  be  ascribed.  lie  is  insured  against  periodical 
famine,  with  its  many  disastrous  attendants  and  con- 
sequences, such  as  have  followed  rice  famines  in  India, 
tlie  great  potato  failure  of  Ireland,  or  even  such  as 
but  for  free  trade  would  accompany  a  wheat  scarcity 
in  England.  An  entire  failure  of  the  maize  crop 
is  almost  impossible  in  Portugal.  The  worst  year 
is  a  very  dry,  hot  one  ;  and  such  a  season  greatly 
stimulates  and  increases  the  productiveness  of 
those  low-lying  lands  which  have  an  unfaihng  sup- 
ply of  water;  while  a  very  wet  year  promotes  the 
growth  of  maize  in  tlie  u])lnnd  fields.  Again,  the 
cold  summer,  unfavourable  to  maize,  suits  the  rye 
crops,  and  a  comparatively  good  harvest  of  this 
corn  may  be  looked  for  whenever  the  maize  crop  is 
bad. 

When  maize  is  scarce  and  dear,  less  in  proportion 
to  the  rye  can  be  used  in  the  loaf,  and  vice  versd  ;  and, 
in  point  of  fact,  this  adjustment  of  the  proportions  of 
the  two  corns  takes  place  nearly  every  year  and  in 
nearly  every  district.  In  the  maize-producing  pro- 
vince of  the  Minho,  and  in  the  lowland  districts  gene- 
rally, the  usual  proportions  are  eight  ])artsof  maize  to 
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one  of  rye,  and  in  the  rye  lands  among  the  mountains 
these  proportions  are  almost  reversed. 

I  like  particularly  to  dwell  upon  the  diet  used  by 
the  Portuguese  peasantry  because  I  think  it  helps  to 
make  clearer  some  very  important  points  in  econo- 
mics. The  peasants  are  epicures  in  a  way,  with  many 
multifarious  tastes,  as  I,  who  have  been  a  Portuguese 
farmer  for  several  years  past,  very  well  know.  They 
have  souls  far  above  the  bread,  beer  and  bacon  of 
English  ploughboys,  and  claim  to  have  their  stew 
cooked  fresh  three  times  a  day.  They  are  good 
judges  of  ohves  and  dried  cod-fish,  and  have  a  pretty 
taste  (not  our  own  exactly)  in  ^vine.  It  seems  to  me 
that  this  is  a  very  desirable  circumstance  for  them, 
for  those  they  work  for,  and  for  the  nation  at  large. 
Nothing  astonishes  me  so  much  as  the  indi(?nation  of 
some  honest  and  conventional  people  at  home  at 
the  fact  of  English  working  men  allowincr  them- 
selves  luxuries  which  their  condition  should,  in  these 
honest  people's  opinion,  forbid  their  aspiring  to.  The 
colliers  when  wages  were  high  ate  pdte  de  foie  gras 
and  drank  champagne.  How  deplorable  !  Certainly 
it  would  have  been  desirable  in  the  interests  of  the 
higher  culture  if  they  had  spent  their  earnings  in 
Eembrandt  etchings,  well  bound  books  and  blue 
china,  but  on  the  other  hand  it  would  have  been  infi- 
nitely less  desirable  if  they  had  struck  work  altogether 
the  moment  they  had  enough  to  eat.  Any  taste  is 
better  than  no  taste,  and  surely  it  is  better  for  a  man 
to  be  knowing  in  dried  codfish  and  '  green  wine ' 
than  to  know  nothing  at  all.     When  the  negroes  of 
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Jamaica  have  gained  a  t>liilliiig  by  a   lew   hours'  work 
they  buy  bananas  and  meal  cnougli  to  last  a  week, 
go  to  sleep  in  the  sun,  and  laugli  at  tlie  idea  of  another 
stroke  of  -work   till   the  larder  is  bare   again.     The 
champagne  of  our  colliers  was  surely  all  in  tlie  interest 
of  morahty,  sobriety  and  luird  work  :  it  was  an  object 
in  life.     Our  farmers  in  England  complain  tliat  witli 
the  better  wages  of  their  labourers  work  is  slacker. 
What  wonder  that  it  should  be?     Give  them  wider 
tastes,  and  they  will  do  a  hard  day's  work  to  gratify 
them.     The  Portuguese  peasant  likes  dainty  eating, 
and  aspires  to  wear  a  gold  stud  in  liis  white  linen  sliirt 
and  a  good  broadcloth  cloak,  and  to  give  his  sweetheart 
a  pair  of  massive  gold  earrings.     Let  no  one  accuse 
him  of  efleminacy  :  he  will  work  liard  and  cheerfully 
for  sixteen  hours  on  a  summer's  day  in  the  maize-field. 
To  be  sure  he  has  higlier  aml)itiun  than  for  good  food 
and  fine  clothes,  for  he  looks  to  obtaining  a  slice  of 
the  land  ;  and,  with  health,  strong    arms,  long  life, 
a  shrewd  head  and  fair  luck,  the  odds  are  that  a  day 
labourer  in  Northern  Portugal  will  live  to  be  a  land- 
holder.    It  is  that  chiefly,  I  think,  whicli  sweetens 
his  sixteen  hours'  toil  under  the  sun  of  Portugal. 

Tlie  diet  question,  too,  goes  for  sometliing,  and  I 
must  come  back  to  it.  I  liave  taken  an  opportunity 
lately  of  .saying  in  public  that  Portuguese  olives  are 
j)ickled  when  they  are  fully  ripe,  and  are  therefore 
more  of  a  dish  and  less  of  a  hors  d'ceuvre  than  the  green 
olives  of  France,  Spain  and  Italy.  They  are  neces- 
sarily more  lit  for  human  food,  and  in  my  opinion  far 
better  to  eat  than  any   other  kind  of  olives.     1    find 
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that  most  people  wlio  know  them  agree  with  me.  A 
bad  ohve-harvest  stmts  the  popiihition  greatly  ;  butter 
bemg  almost  unknown.  Though  the  ohves  are 
excellent,  the  oil  is  carelessly  made  and  of  generally 
inferior  quality. 

As  for  another  cliief  item  in  the  Portuguese  pea- 
sant's bill  of  fare — hacalhau — it  is  really  difficult 
for  r^e  (who  am  yet  far  from  being  an  optimist)  to 
approach  this  topic  in  its  economic  relations  without 
seeming  to  be  over  enthusiastic. 

Bacalhau  is  a  word  and  a  thing  that  philologers 
have  wi'angled  about,  politicians  fought  over,  finan- 
ciers rejoiced  in,  merchants  contended  for,  fishermen 
fished  for,  economists  been  puzzled  about,  while  the 
Portuguese  people  generally  liave  quietly  eaten  it 
with  oil  and  pepper. 

It  is  still  a  question  with  the  learned  whetlier  tlie 
word  is  taken  from  bacidum,  the  stick  with  which  the 
spht  and  dried  fish  is  kept  open,  or  the  Germanic 
word  bolch,  which  means  fish.^ 


1  Sebastian  Cahot,  looking  for  the  North- West  passage  towards 
North  Lat.  67^',  in  the  year  1498,  noted  that  'in  the  seas  there- 
abouts were  such  multitudes  of  great  fishes,  like  tiinnies,  and 
which  the  natives  call  Baccalaos,  that  they  sometimes  stopped  the 
way  of  the  ships.'  Dr.  KolJ,  however,  says  that  the  cod  fishery 
had  existed  long  before  this  on  the  Northern  coasts  of  Europe,  and 
the  fish  were  called  by  the  Germanic  nations,  Cabliauwe  or 
BacMjau.     The  word  could  not  therefore  have  an  Indian  orio-in. 

& 

The  Portuguese  changed  it  to  Bacalhau.  Brevoort,  on  the  other 
hand,  says,  '  it  is  simply  an  old  Mediterranean  or  Romance  word, 
given  to  the  preserved  cod-fish,  dried  and  kept  open  by  the  help  of 
a  small  stick,  hncuhim.'  The  Portuguese,  I  may  observe,  call  both 
the  fresh  and  dried  cod-fish  Bacalhau. 
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It  is  not  enough  to  catch  tlic  lish,  it  must  be 
brouglit  to  land  and  dried  there,  and  a  locti.'i  standi 
for  the  fishermen  on  the  coasts  of  Newfoundhand  lias 
before  now  been  made  an  international  question.  In 
Portugal  haral/uiu  is  taxed  about  three  fixrthings  per 
pound,  and  tlie  finances  of  the  country  are  helped  by- 
its  consumption  to  a  very  considerable  extent.  PoU- 
tical  economists,  however,  ask  wlietlier  it  be  right  to 
tax  a  necessary  of  life,  and  social  economists  whether 
the  people  themselves  do  very  wisely  to  eat,  as  an 
almost  daily  food,  dried  fish  which  costs  more  by  the 
pound  than  ordinary  beef  So  much  f(»r  tlie  grave 
questions  tluit  luive  gatliered  round  tlie  subject  of 
bacalhnu  :  it  is  from  the  standpoint  of  its  value  as  a 
food  for  the  people  that  I  wish  to  regard  it. 

If  I  could  ])ersuade  my  countrymen  to  use  this 
most  valuable  food  as  the  Spaniards  and  Portuguese 
do,  it  is  my  firm  conviction  that  I  should  be  doing 
more  for  their  material  advancement  than  most 
average  ]);itriotic  statesmen  accomplish  in  a  lifetime. 
Bacalluiu  when  cooked  with  oil,  as  it  generally  is,  is 
probably,  weight  for  weight,  the  richest  food,  in  all  the 
life-sustaining  elements,  of  any  known  to  inaidvind. 
In  Portugal  it  is  a  luxury  as  well  as  a  daily  necessary. 
I  do  not  know  what  the  poorer  classes  of  this  country 
would  do  if  the  great  shoals  of  the  Newfoundland 
Bank  and  Fjords  of  Norway  should  resolve  to  swim 
off  to  the  North  Pole  ;  and  richer  people  would  be 
in  as  sad  a  plight.  Nobody  in  Portugal  thinks  of 
existence  as  being  possible  without  bacalhmi.  The 
working    man    carries    a  piece  of  it   for  his  midday 
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dinner ;  tlie  fishermen  take  it  in  their  boats  out  to 
sea — coals  to  Newcastle  one  mioht  think  ;  the  rich 
man  eats  it  most  religiously  on  Fridays  and  fast  days, 
and,  if  he  is  a  gourmet,  inconsistently  orders  it  again 
for  his  feast  dinner  on  Sunday.  Lent  is  shorn  of  lialf 
its  austerity  for  good  Catholics  in  the  Peninsula ;  and 
bolos  de  bacalhau — the  fish  minced,  made  into  cakes 
and  fried — represents  for  the  middle  classes  our  tur- 
key and  roast  beef  of  Christmas  Day. 

A  rather  serious  objection  to  bacalhau  as  a  food 
is  that  it  is  not  nice  to  eat — that  is,  at  first — it  is  an 
acquired  taste,  hke  coffee  or  caviare.  The  sooner  a 
traveller  or  resident  in  Portugal  acquires  it  the  better 
for  him.  He  miorht  as  well  travel  or  live  in  England 
and  not  like  boiled  potatoes,  or  in  Scotland  and  hate 
oatcakes  and  bagpipes. 

Bacalhau  is  cooked  in  many  ways :  boiled,  made 
into  a  sort  of  Irish  stew,  grilled  hke  Pinnan  haddocks, 
or  done  into  the  bolos  aforesaid.  There  is  always  oil 
with  it  and  garlic.  Our  people  might  leave  out  the 
garhc  and  use  butter  for  oil. 

The  Portuguese  also  eat  bacalhau  quite  raw.  I 
have  seen  them  do  it  out  shooting,  taking  a  piece 
from  their  game  bags ;  and  they  seemed  to  hke  it. 
The  present  writer  miglit  have  expected  to  finish  his 
walk  through  life  without  having  to  eat  raw  fish,  but 
this  was  not  to  be.  I  have  read  tliat  primitive  man 
ate  his  fish  uncooked  ;  the  South  Sea  Islanders  do  the 
same,  and  it  has  seemed  to  me  a  most  uncivihzed  and 
not  a  pleasant  thing  to  do,  but  circumstances  required 
it  of  me  once  when  I  was  travelling  in  a  remote  part 
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of  PcM'tiiL^al.  with  a  rompaninii  most  j^roperly  parti- 
cular, and  curious,  and  learned  in  the  preparation  of 
his  daily  food. 

We  were  riding,  and  it  was  near  nightfall  ;  we 
were  excessively  luniLrry,  and  we  had  some  leagues 
between  us  and  comfortable  quarters.  We  pulled  up 
our  horses  at  a  small  solitary  farmhouse,  and  we 
begged  for  somethiuL!'  to  eat.  I  asked  tlie  old  woman 
in  charge  of  the  house  for  anything  she  had  ;  but  the 
larder  seemed  to  be  all  but  empty.  '  Had  she  white 
bread?'  I  asked.  She  had  none.  'Ham?  Bacon?' 
None.  '  Meat  or  chickens  ?  '  Of  course  none.  '  A 
handful  of  olives  ?  or  some  eggs  ?  '  There  was  nothing 
of  all  these  things,  but  she  had  something,  she  hospit- 
ably informed  us,  better  than  anything  I  had  inquired 
for.  She  went  to  get  it,  and  returned  tiiumpliantly 
with  tlie  half  of  a  split  cod-fish  :  an  object  more 
resembhng,  in  colour,  size,  shape  and  hardness,  a  short 
piece  of  onc-incli  rod  deal  board  than  any  article  of 
human  food  1  was  ever  before  lielj)e(l  to.  She 
was  a  most  cheerful  and  kind  and  cordial  old  lady, 
and,  as  we  rode  oil",  carli  of  us  with  a  piece  of  raw 
hacdllKUi  in  our  hand,  she  patted  me  amicably  on  the 
aim,  aufl  said  :  '  It  is  vcrv  ijood  for  the  head. 
Whether  this  was  a  subtle  ])arting  rellection  on  our 
want  of  common  sense  about  raw  lisli,  fen*  we  hail  not 
received  it  with  any  show  of  enthusiasm,  or  whether 
oui'  hostess  only  expressed  the  common  bcliel"  there  is 
to  that  effect  I  know  not.  Tt  was  ceiMainly  not  in  her 
manner  to  be  personal,  and  now  that  T  think  of  it  I 
remend)er  that  ])hysiologists  and  organic  cluMnists  at 
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home  believe  themselves  to  have  discovered  that  '  fish 
nourishes  the  brain.'  The  savants  at  home  are  then, 
so  far,  in  accord  with  at  least  one  old  woman  in 
Portugal.  It  is  not,  however,  on  this  account  alone 
that  I  should  desire  to  promote  the  use  of  bacaUiau 
among  all  classes  of  my  countrjmien.  It  is  in  its  more 
serious  aspects  as  a  source  of  food  supply  that  I  wish 
to  recommend  it.  To  the  house  purveyor  it  should 
be  invaluable  :  a  raw  material  which  admits  of  being 
dressed,  if  necessary,  at  a  minute's  notice,  and  in  so 
many  difierent  ways,  and  which  never  taints,  has 
obvious  advantages  over  every  form  of  animal  food. 
Though  bacalhau  is  apparently  dearer  tlian  beef,  it 
is  probably  cheaper  when  compared  with  reference 
to  food  value,  and  its  price  in  Portugal  is  enhanced  first 
by  the  duty,  and  probably  by  the  fact  of  the  demand 
being,  in  so  small  a  country,  more  or  less  intermittent. 
Distance,  too,  must  lend  something  to  freight-charge. 
If  there  .was  a  creneral  demand  for  it  in  Great  Britain 
it  would  cheapen.  If  the  Portuguese,  who  are  rigid 
economists,  find  their  account  in  buying  bacalhau 
dear,  Ave,  if  we  got  to  like  it,  should  certainly  be  no 
losers  by  buying  it  cheap  and  consuming  it  freely. 

As  for  the  question  of  supply,  it  is  practically  in- 
exhaustible ;  the  whole  Northern  ocean,  by  travellers, 
accounts,  teems  with  cod-fish  wherever  the  water 
shoals  enough  to  get  at  them.  The  supply  is,  there- 
fore, independent  of  seasons.  The  pasturage  of 
Enghsh  and  American  fields  determine  the  price  of 
beef  and  mutton,  but  the  fields  of  ocean  are  never 
bare  :   the  cod  shoals  migrate  from  time  to  time,  but 
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have  never  failed.  Tlie  briii^niiLj  tlieni  to  Eiiirland  is 
only  a  question  ol"  capital  and  enterjirise,  in  which 
our  own  colonists  and  countrj'nien  are  not  likely  to 
fail  us. 

All,  however,  depends  upon  wdiether  we  can  ever 
get  to  like  cod-fish  dried,  as  we  already  like  it  fresh. 
Ce  11  est  que  le  ftremier  pas  qui  coi/te,  as  my  friend  and 
I  found  when  we  debated  as  to  which  of  us  should 
begin  on  his  piece  of  raw  bncalhau. 

lioth  countrymen  and  countrywomen  are  warmly 
and  comfortably  clad,  the  women,  perhaps,  more  con- 
spicuously so  than  the  men  ;  and  while  the  latter  have 
in  man)'  places  adopted  the  dress  of  townsfolk  (often 
possessing,  in  addition,  a  thick  cloak  of  brown  home- 
spun cloth),  the  women  still  preserve  the  national 
dress,  which  varies  a  little  in  every  district,  and 
generally  consists  of  a  coarse  white  linen  shirt,  a  dark 
bodice,  a  pleated  serge  or  cloth  petticoat,  and  a  broad 
flat  hat,  with  a  black  cloth  cloak.  The  custom  of 
wearing  ornaments  of  very  fine  gold  is  uni\  ersal,  even 
among  the  poorer  of  the  peasant  women,  and  the 
value  oi"  thc>-c  oinnments  testifies  to  the  present  and 
long  continued  well-being  of  tlicir  wearers.  Few 
peasant  women  have  a  less  value  in  ornaments  than 
one  or  two  pounds  ;  and  I  am  assured,  and  can  believe, 
that  many  of  tliem  ])ossess  gold  ornaments  worth 
twenty  or  thiity  ])oun(ls. 

Women  work  liabitually  in  the  fu'lds,  and  begin 
to  do  so  as  children  ;  as  (juite  young  girls  they 
accompany  the  ox  carts,  walking  in  front  of  the  oxen 
with  goads  in    thcii-   hands,  while   the   men    follow  to 
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load  and  unload  the  carts  ;  tliey  drive  the  cattle  afield, 
and  mind  them  while  they  are  grazing.  As  they  grow 
older,  they  cut  and  carry  home  the  grass,  weed  the 
maize  and  wheat,  and  do  their  share  of  all  the  work 
of  the  farm  except  ploughing  and  the  harder  work 
with  the  hoe. 

The  system  of  field  gangs  is  utterly  unknown  in 
Portugal. 

Wliile  this  general  employment  of  women  nearly 
doubles  the  agricultural  working-power  of  the  nation, 
the  women  themselves  are  certainly  neither  demoral- 
ized nor  physically  deteriorated  by  tlieir  labours. 

Such  is  the  farm  system  in  the  naturally  barren 
but  artificially  affluent  province  of  the  Minho,  where, 
I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying,  the  general  social  well- 
being  of  the  tillers  of  the  land  is  greater  than  in  any 
part  of  the  world  I  have  yet  seen. 

When  my  German  acquaintance  at  the  table  d'hute 
— for  whose  benefit  and  at  whose  particular  request 
I  had  condensed  into  a  speech  which  took  but  a  very 
few  minutes  in  the  utterance  some  small  portion  of 
the  information  which  I  have  now  (I  fear  with  much 
greater  prolixity)  given  to  the  reader, — when,  I  say, 
my  German  friend  again  spoke,  he  was  somewhat  less 
impressed  than  I  should  hke  my  reader  to  be  with  my 
views. 

'  The  torrent  of  human  progress,'  he  said,  '  (for  it 
is  a  torrent  in  these  days,  and  nothing  less  rapid) 
cannot  be  restrained  by  mere  sentimental  obstacles.' 

I  answered,  '  In  the  meantime,  and  until  the  full 
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flood  of  utilitariaiiisin  is  upon  us,  I  venture  to  a])])re- 
liend  that  you  have  found  few  customers  for  atrrieul- 
tural  machinery  iu  lIil-  northern  provinces  ?  ' 

*  Very  fev/,'  lie  said  ;  '  in  fact,  none  at  alh' 

'  And  you  will  never  find  customers.' 

'  The  people  of  these  provinces  are  little  better 
than  idiots,'  he  remarked,  '  and  do  not  understand 
their  own  interests.' 

*I  should  call  them,'  I  said, '  a  shrewd  people,  and 
so  far  intelli<rent  that  it  would  be  dillicull  to  persuade 
a  farmer  with  twelve  or  twenty  acres  of  land  to  <nve 
as  mucli  as  the  whole  yearly  prolits  of  his  farm  for  a 
machine  that  he  could  never  find  enouLdi  work  for.' 

'  Humph  I  '  said  the  German. 

'You  should  jj^o  southwards;  there,  though  the 
labourers  are  thriftless  and  slothful,  the  laud  ill-tilled, 
and  the  country  poor,  you  will  find  at  any  rate  estates 
hu'L^e  enouj^di  for  expensive  machines  to  do  sufficient 
work  to  pay  for  the  outlay  upon  them.' 

'  I  shall  fjo  there  and  try,'  said  the  German. 

The  German  ijentleman  remained  silent,  and  I 
hoped  he  was  impressed  ;  Init  he  ])resently  said, 

'1  admit  that  you  have  told  me  something  that  I 
(lid  not  know  before  ;  nevertheless  I  cannot  but  think 
that  there  is  a  solution  foi-  the  intellectual,  social,  and 
moral  obstruction  which  you  describe,  more  in  accord- 
ance with  innuutable  fjeneral  ])rinciples  and  the 
doctrines  of  the  «:reat  Smith  than  you  perhaps 
imagine." 

Here  our  conversation  ceased,  with  the  unspoken 
reflection  on  my  j)art  that  very  intelligent  persons  are 
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sometimes  singularly  opposed  to  the  reception  of  new 
opinions  ;  and  when  once  they  have  taken  in  a  full 
cargo  of  information  and  ideas,  are  very  loth  to  do 
any  further  traffic  in  these  commodities. 

I  am  reminded  of  a  similar  hmitation  in  the 
sagacity  of  the  most  sagacious  of  all  animals  after  man 
— the  elephant. 

It  is  related  of  one  of  these  thoughtful  creatures 
that,  his  keeper  failing  to  feed  him  sufficiently  during 
the  day,  it  was  his  habit  every  night  to  draw  the 
heavy  wooden  post  to  which  he  was  fastened  by  means 
of  a  stout  chain,  by  main  force  out  of  the  ground, 
and  to  make  his  way  to  a  neighbouring  rice-field,  and 
there,  after  carefully  fixing  his  post  in  a  convenient 
part  of  the  field — so  great  was  the  force  of  habit  and 
association  with  him — he  would  proceed  to  feed  upon 
all  the  rice  within  reach  of  his  tether.  In  the  morn- 
ing he  again  drew  his  post  up,  and  returning  to  his 
stable,  refixed  it  in  its  accustomed  place. 

I  could  not  but  reflect  that  my  German  acquaint- 
ance possessed  not  a  little  of  this  rather  narrow 
elephantine  wisdom  ;  and  he  is,  I  fear,  not  singular. 
Many  and  many  an  intelhgent  traveller  have  I  met, 
in,  as  it  were,  foreign  rice  fields,  carrying  his  post 
with  liiin,  planting  it  firmly  in  the  ground  from  time 
to  time,  and  tethering  himself  thereto,  to  the  very 
lamentable  limitation  of  his  outlook  upon  the  world 
around  him. 
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PORT  WINE.^ 


If  the  secret  liistory  of  many  of  the  utterances  on  the 
subject  of  wine  tliat  have  been  made  witliin  the  hist 
tliirty  years  could  be  made  known  to  the  world,  the 
world  would  be  singularly  astonished  at  learning 
from  whose  hands  it  has  been  accepting  the  doctrine 
which  it  holds  with  a  very  firm  faith  indeed.  A  man 
writes  a  learned  book,  or  a  popular  book,  or  a  long 
review  in  an  influential  periodical,  or  a  smart  one 
in  a  newspaper;  or  he  takes  a  scientific  and  seem- 
ingly impartial  interest  in  the  digestion  of  wine  con- 
sumers and  writes  an  essay,  or   he  fires  off  a  dozen 

'  I  puljlished  some  years  ago  in  a  leading  periodical,  under  the 
tmnsparent  pseudonym  of  Matthew  Freke  Turner,  a  paper  en- 
title<l,  Wine  aivl  Wine  Afercfiants.  This  pa|)er  I  have  now  re- 
written,  with  copious  adtlitions,  into  the  ])resent  chapter.  When 
it  a)i])Oai-ed,  many  wortliy  gontlcmcn,  wliosc  interests  seemed  to 
them  to  run  counter  to  the  facts  and  conclusions  I  put  forth, 
were  made  ver}'  angry  with  me,  and  used  strong  language  in  print. 
Much  as  the  original  article  has  }>een  altered  to  suit  its  present 
]il:ice  aa  a  chapter  in  a  V)Ook  on  Portugal,  I  have  l)een  careful  to 
take  away  from  it  nothing  which  could  have  the  good  effect  of 
continuing  to  initjite  and  offliid  the  afore.><jiid  intei-estcil  pt-rsons, 
Ixjing  convinced  that  one  of  the  most  righteous  and  plejusing  func- 
tions of  litemture  is  to  tell  the  jdain  truth,  and  shame  those  who 
have  any  interest  in  suppressing  it. 
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controversial  pamphlets  in  succession  ;  and  in  each 
one  of  these  cases  the  good,  easy  public  believes 
that  the  author  has  no  object  in  view  but  its  instruc- 
tion. 

Tliere  are  cases,  no  doubt,  in  which  the  writer 
has  no  other  object  before  him ;  and  there  is,  I  am 
sure,  no  case  in  which  he  does  not  beheve  himself  to 
be  an  impartial  instructor  of  mankind  ;  nevertheless, 
as  human  nature  is  at  present  constituted,  it  would 
be  reassuring  to  be  quite  certain  how  the  writers  are 
circumstanced.  It  would,  perhaps,  be  too  much  to 
expect  that  the  author  of  pamphlet,  article,  essay, 
review,  or  book  should  begin  by  saying,  '  I  am  a 
dealer  in  the  ware  I  am  about  to  describe,'  or  '  I  am 
the  brother,  uncle,  or  intimate  friend  of  some  one 
who  is,  and  I  am  interested  in  the  good  repute  of  cer- 
tain wares  that  I  am  about  to  praise,  and  in  the  ill 
repute  of  certain  other  wares  ^that,  as  the  reader 
shall  presently  observe,  I  shall  run  down  ; '  but  I  can- 
not recollect  a  single  instance  in  which  such  a  pre- 
face has  been  written. 

Now,  I  am  not  for  a  moment  going  to  imply  that 
a  gentleman  who  hves  by  selling  one  kind  of  wine, 
say  the  fine  vintages  of  our  Austrahan  Colonies,  is 
anything  but  quite  conscientious  when  he  asserts  in  a 
printed  book  that  Chateau  Margaux  is  poor  stuff,  and 
Lafitte  very  much  overrated.  I  only  say  that  he 
is  not  a  fit  person  to  write  a  book  to  instruct  the 
public.  It  is,  no  doubt,  a  very  illiberal  ordinance 
that  a  jndge  should  not  sit  on  the  bench  in  his  native 
county,  but   it   recommends  itself   to    the    common 
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sense  ul"  liuiuan  nature.  As  one  of  a  simple-minded 
public,  I  protest  against  our  having  to  accept  our 
opinions  about  -wine  from  gentlemen  whom  a  custo- 
mary rule  would  exclude  from  the  wine  committees  of 
their  London  Clubs. 

After  saying  so  much,  it  is  well  that  the  present 
writer  should  observe  that  he  is  not  himself  pecuni- 
arily interested,  directly  or  indirectly,  even  in  the  re- 
motest way,  in  wine. 

The  universal  interest  that  is  now  taken  in  wine, 
and  consequently  the  mass  of  literature  dealing  with 
the  subject,  dates  from  little  more  than  about  twenty 
or  thirty  years  ago.  When  port  and  sherry  were  the 
daily  drink  of  English  gentlemen,  claret  and  cham- 
])agne  not  very  common  ones,  and  the  German  wines 
hardly  known,  there  was  very  httle  to  make  a  book 
about.  The  secrets  of  the  trade  were  also  better 
kept ;  it  was  in  fewer  hands  ;  the  duties  were  enor- 
mous, and  the  lighter  wines  which  are  now  favoured 
by  taxation  were  then  so  overburthened  as  only  to 
reach  a  very  few  ridi  men.  There  were  few  rivalries 
among  wine  merchants,  seeing  that  wines  of  each  variety 
Avere  the  staple  t)f  every  merchant's  trade,  and  there- 
fore if  a  man  sold  claret  he  did  not  care  to  say  a  bad 
woid  for  his  neighbour  who  sold  ])ort,  as  it  is  to  be 
feared  he  does  now  when  wine-firms  have  multiplied 
and,  as  always  hapi)cns  witli  an  increasing  trade, 
businesses  have  been  sub-divided.  It  was  then  the 
"olden  a"e  of  wine-dealinjj,  when  an  innocent  and 
unsuspecting   public   drank   over-brandicd   port,  and 
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'  plastered '  sherry,  and  loaded  claret,  and  paid  their 
wine  bills,  and  held  their  tongues. 

Yet,  even  in  those  days  of  happy  ignorance  and 
guileless  customers,  some  stir  had  been  made,  a  panic 
created,  and  a  dead  set  made  against  one  of  the  truest, 
best,  and  safest  (I  sliall  explain  this  word  presently) 
of  imported  wines.  A  fashionable  doctor  discovered 
that  madeira  contained  acid  in  pernicious  proportions. 
He  was  believed,  and  the  Regent  set  the  example  of 
drinking  sherry  instead.  Fear  and  fashion  together 
did  their  work,  and  madeira  has  never  regained  the 
prestige  which  it  tlien  lost ;  while  sherry,  which  had 
before  been  little  used,  not  only  took  its  place  but 
has  found  greater  favour,  to  judge  from  the  evidence  of 
the  quantities  imported,  than  any  wine,  even  port, 
has  ever  had  in  these  islands  ;  and,  be  it  observed, 
the  sherry  that  superseded  madeira  was  not  the  light 
white  wine  which  grows  on  tlie  hills  round  Xeres  ; 
it  was  not  the  wine  which  once  was  a  famous  drink 
in  England — the  '  Sherris  sack'  [Xeres  secco)  known 
in  Shakespeare's  time — a  dry  wine  which  had  to  be 
smjared  as  we  susar  tea.*  It  was  not  this  natural  wine, 
but  a  fabricated  liquor  which  took  its  place, — a  wine 
coloured  and  sweetened  with  burnt  sugar  and  boiled 
must  to  imitate  the  flavour  of  madeira,  brandied  to 
make  it  keep,  and  '  plastered  '  (doctored  with  plaster 
of  Paris)  to  take  away  the  over-acidity.  This  it  was 
that  captivated  the  simple-minded  wine-drinker,  the 

'  So  commonly  was  this  done  that,  as  will  be  remembered, 
Poins  addresses  Falstaff  as  '  Sir  John  Sack  and  Sugar,'  and  that 
worthy  i-emarks  piteously,  '  If  sack  and  sugar  be  a  fault,  God  help 
the  wicked  I  ' 
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absence  of  sourness.  The  natural  acidity  was 
neutralized  with  an  alkali,  and  became  what  chemists 
call  a  '  salt : '  and  as  liis  doctors  told  liim  to  beware 
of  acid,  and  he  was  satisfied  that  there  was  little  of  it 
in  sherry,  he  never  stopped  to  inquire  whether,  in  its 
new  form,  it  was  possibly  not  as  harmful  as  before. 
It  was  enough  that  he  did  not  taste  the  sourness  ;  he 
was  no  chemist,  his  palate  was  his  only  laboratory. 
Let  it  be  observed  tliat  tlie  sherry  I  thus  dis])arage 
is  the  slierry  of  years  gone  by,  of  what  architects 
would  call  tlio  transitinn  period — the  transition  be- 
tween good  modern  sherry  and  madeira.  Everyone 
knows  that  good  sherry  now  is  a  very  pure  and  whole- 
some wine.  It  is,  perhaps,  hardly  necessary  to  say 
at  the  ])resent  day  that  tliis  theory  of  acidity  was 
founded  on  a  misconception. 

The  various  acids  in  madeira,  the  free  and  fixed 
acids,  the  tartaric,  which  mostly  pre-exists  in  the 
grape  and  is  in  moderation  harmless,  and  the  acetic 
arid,  wliicli  is  another  name  for  vinegar  and  usually 
marks  some  degree  of  unsoundness — all  these  acids 
are  found  in  less  proportion  than  in  sound  claret,  and 
yet  claret  is  admitted,  and  riglitly  admitted,  to  be  a 
wliolesome  wine.  In  trutli  madeira  was  condemned 
on  false  evidence.  On  dietetic  grounds  there  is  no 
particuhir  reason  for  its  loss  of  favour,  l)ut  it  is  too 
late  lor  a  new  trial  or  an  ap})cal  irom  a  wrong  verdict 
whose  justice  has  so  long  been  acquiesced  in.  The 
day  of  madeira  has  probably  gone  by,  not  to  return. 

It  is  to  Mr.  Gladstone,  as  everyone  knows,  that  we 
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owe  the  change  in  the  wine  duties  twenty  years  ago 
which  has  brought  about  quite  a  new  state  of 
things  in  the  Avine  trade,  and  which  shook  to  their 
foundations  the  thrones  of  the  old  estabhshed  wine- 
firms. 

From  the  year  1703,  when  Lord  Methuen 
conchided  his  famous  treaty  with  Portugal,  which 
admitted  Portuguese  wines  through  our  Custom- 
house on  easier  terms  than  the  till  then  favourite 
wines  of  Gascony — from  that  time  port  wine  began  to 
be  drunk  in  England,  and  the  wines  of  France  to  be 
neglected.  It  was  our  subtle  British  pohcy  to  drink 
the  wines  of  our  ally,  and  to  eschew  those  of  our 
hereditary  enemy.  As  time  went  on  and  anti-Galli- 
canism  grew  stronger  during  our  wars  with  France  of 
the  middle  of  the  century,  it  was  in  the  wines  of 
Portugal  and  of  its  colony  Madeira  that  we  drank 
success  to  our  arms  and  confusion  to  our  enemies. 
At  the  commencement  of  the  present  century  the 
policy  which  favoured  port  wine,  and  imposed  accu- 
mulated duties  that  came  in  time  to  be  prohibitive 
on  those  of  France,  was  more  and  more  approved 
and  seconded  by  the  nation,  which  the  abominations 
of  the  Ee volution,  and  our  long  struggle  with  the  power 
of  Napoleon,  had  converted  almost  entirely  to  high 
Toryism  ;  so  that  a  patriotic  Englishman  got  to  reckon 
it  to  be  one  of  his  privileges  and  blessings  that  the 
State  had  interfered  to  prevent  him  from  drinking 
claret  and  to  let  him  fill  his  glass  with  port  and 
madeira,  wines  which  by  this  time  he  had  got  to  like 
beyond  all  others. 
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Moreover,  nature  herself  seemed  to  conspire  \vitli 
tlie  ruler  of  Franee  to  make  the  State-favoured  wines 
more  than  ever  acceptable  to  EnLrlishmen.'  l-'iom 
1802  to  ISl-j,  iiulusive,  thciv  was  a  succession  of 
splendid  vintages,  both  in  TorLugal  antl  Madeira. 
Never  before  had  such  wines  been  made.  Most  of 
these  fourteen  vintages  were  abundant ;  all  were  jjood  : 
one  was  the  famous  '  Comet  Vintage,' of  1811;  and 
the  last  was  the  magnificent  vintage  of  I81-"),  which 
has  never  been  excelled  in  TortUL'^al.  On  the  other 
hand,  the  wines  made  in  other  parts  of  the  world 
during  tliis  period  were  of  indillerent  quality,  and 
most  of  the  vintages  of  the  Medoc,  always  excepting 
the  '  Comet  Vintage,'  were  l)ad.  Ihit  even  in  this 
last  year  of  its  apparent  complete  triumj)h,  a  very 
keen  observer  of  the  times  miLdit  have  foreseen  the 
eventual  weakening  of  tlic  lonir-continued  bond 
between  wine  and  the  State,  and  that  a  great  ])olitician 
would  arise  in  the  fiituie,  one  of  whose  titles  to  fame 

'  I  s'lv  '  Eii^lislimon '  a<lvis».(lly.  Poi-t  vva.s  never  greatly  in 
favoiir  in  eitlicr  Irel.incl  or  Hcotlaml.  It  would  Ix?  diflicnlt  U:> 
name  a  period  in  which  good  claret  wa.s  not  obtiiinalde  in  Duldiu. 
The  Scotch  retaincnl,  perhaps  tVoni  their  ancient  connection  with 
Fnince,  a  strong  liking  for  the  wines  of  iMddoc,  and  the  poet  did 
not  sjX'nk  the  litenil  truth  who  iliyiiiod  as  follows : 

*  Firm  nntl  erect  the  ( 'iili'donian  stood, 

Old  wa.s  his  mutton,  and  his  claret  good. 
"  Ix>t  liim  drink  i»oi-t !  "  the  English  statesman  cried  : 
He  dnmk  the  poi.son,  and  his  spirit  died.' 

There  was  nioi-e  rhyme  than  rc-i.son  in  this  doggi-el  ;  and  a.s 
long  as  a  smuggler  chose  to  run  a  cargo  of  Ciascon  wino  on  J^'ith 
Sands,  Scot<'hmen  were  found  to  drink  it  in  spite  of  the  English 
statesman  an<l  his  tax.  E<linl»urgh  has  never  lost  her  old  reputa- 
tion for  claret. 
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would  be  tliat  lie  had  enabled  his  countiymen  to 
drink  the  wine  of  their  hereditary  foes  (at  fourteen 
shillings  the  dozen).  For,  in  this  very  year  1815  tlie 
great  battle  was  fonght  from  and  after  which  our 
antipathy  to  Frenchmen  began  to  lessen,  and  our 
desire  to  drink  their  wines  to  increase.  Then  came 
the  opening  of  the  Continent,  and  Englishmen  went 
abroad  again  and  found,  to  their  surprise,  that  there 
were  wines  fit  for  an  Enolishman  to  drink  besides 
port  and  madeira.  Then  it  so  happened  that  tlie 
vintages  in  Portugal,  and  also  in  Madeira,  for  the  next 
four  5^ears  were  detestable.  Then  came  an  event 
Avhich,  little  as  it  might  seem  to  be  connected  with 
any  diminution  of  the  veneration  for  port  wine  in 
Eno'lish  breasts,  was  in  truth  the  '  ben^innino-  of  tlie 
end.'  I  dwell  upon  this  circumstance,  because  I 
am  not  aware  that  it  has  been  so  much  as  mentioned 
in  any  one  of  the  many  works  treating  of  wine. 

The  year  1820  is  memorable  in  the  chronicles  of 
wine  as  the  most  remarkable  vintage  of  port  wine  ever 
known.  The  wine  made  in  that  year  was  not  indeed 
so  fine  as  that  of  1815,  but  it  was  nearly  as  good,  and 
it  was  such  in  other  respects  as  had  never  been  known 
before;  for  the  wine  made  in  1820  was  as  sweet  as 
syrup,  and  nearly  as  black  as  ink,  it  was  full  of 
naturally-formed  alcohol,  and  of  all  the  various  con- 
stituents— most  of  them  far  beyond  the  analysis  of 
the  ablest  chemist — which  go  to  make  of  wine  a 
hquor  dilTering  from  all  other  liquors.  It  was  this 
seemingly  most  favourable  circumstance  which,  in 
time,  injured   the  good  repute  of  port  wine  ;  for  the 
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])ul)lio,  having  once  tasted  this  dark,  liqueur-hke, 
liiirhly  fiavonred  ^vinc  of  1820,  would  accept  of 
nothing  less  dark  and  less  rich  as  genuine  port.  Then 
set  in  the  adulteration  of  port  Avine,  and  all  the 
various  mancDUvres  by  whicli  "wines  lacking  colour, 
flavour,  and  bouquet  are  endowed  artificially  with 
cliaracteristics  wliich  nature  has  not  bestowed  upon 
them. 

These  tricks  began  before  the  grapes  had  left  tlie 
winejiress,  into  wliicli  were  thrown  ])ags  containing 
di'ied  elderberries,  whose  colouring  matter  was 
transferred  to  tlie  grape-juice.  A^Hien  tlie  //uu^f  liad 
gone  some  way  towards  fermentation — before,  that 
is,  the  whole  of  its  sweetness  was  converted  into 
spirit — brandy  in  hr  greater  proportion  than  liad 
previously  been  em])loyed  was  added  to  check  tlie 
fermentation.  Here,  tlien,  was  a  wine  to  wliich  arti- 
ficial means  had  im[)arted  colour,  sweetness,  and  ■ 
spirit ;  but  nothing  could  give  it  tlie  full,  natural 
vinous  flavour,  for  this  was  hindered  by  the  over- 
interrupted  fermentation.  Such  tam])ering  as  this 
would  niin  ;iiiy  wine  but  port,  and  the  result  would 
be  a  j)oor,  undrinkable  stulT;  and  with  ])ort  it  only 
did  not  entirely  I'ail  because  the  Lusitaniaii  grape, 
ripened  in  the  intense  heat  of  its  native  hill-slopes, 
develops  such  powerful  vinous  qualities  as  even  this 
hard  treatment  of  it  could  not  entirely  suppress. 

Thinjrs  went  on  without  mudi  chanrre  for  the  first 
hfdf  of  the  present  century.  Sherry,  as  I  have 
shown,  took  the  place  of  madeira.  Vnrt,  however, 
though   mu(^h  abused,  still  held   its  ground  ;  but   the 
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easy  public  was  beginning  to  feel  aggrieved  ;  the 
processes  of  port  wine  making  began  to  leak  out, 
and  the  evils  sometimes  connected  with  those  pro- 
cesses began  to  be  greatly  exaggerated  :  bad  jokes 
about  blackin<x  and  loowood  beojan  to  circulate. 
'  Your  old  port,  mind,'  said  Douglas  Jerrold,  ordering 
a  fresh  bottle  at  an  inn, '  not  your  elder  port ; '  and 
tlie  insinuation,  as  Ave  have  seen,  was  not  unjustified. 
In  1852  the  grievances  of  wine  di-inkers  had  not 
lessened,  while  their  knowledge  of  wine  had  greatly 
Increased.  Things  were  ripe  for  a  change.  In 
this  year  occurred  two  events  which  mainly  brought 
it  about.  One  was  the  session  of  a  Committee  of 
the  House  of  Commons  durinof  the  summer  of  1852. 
The   other    was    the   vine    disease — the   oidium  ^ — 


'  Tlie  O'iJiuvi  Tuckeri  appears  iii  early  summei-  as  a  white, 
filmy  mould  or  fungus  on  the  leaves ;  later  on,  it  shows  on  the 
unripe  fruit ;  and  if  allowed  to  run  its  course,  it  stunts  the  growth 
of  the  gi'ape,  and  in  most  cases  causes  it  to  dwindle,  to  split  open, 
and  to  rot.  The  panic  produced  in  districts  where  the  vine  i-epre- 
sents  eighty  or  ninety  per  cent,  of  the  farraoi^'s  produce,  may  easily 
be  imagined.  The  finest  growths  of  wine  suftered  first,  just  as  the 
most  highly-bred  animals  succumb  soonest  to  an  epidemic.  A 
large  vineyard  in  Burgundy  produced  that  year  twenty-three 
hogsheads  {pieces),  which  the  year  before  had  yielded  over  two 
hundred.  The  Medoc  wine  formers  suffere:l  greatly,  but  some- 
what less  than  those  of  other  parts  of  France.  In  the  port  wine 
district  the  year  1852  was  disastrous.  The  farmers  who  grow  the 
A'ines  that  make  port  grow  hai'dly  any  other  crop.  One  of  the 
best  vineyards,  which  had  seldom  given  less  than  one  hundred 
and  sixty  pipes,  made  in  the  year  1852  but  five;  and  the  quality 
was  so  poor  that  the  laboui-ers  on  the  estate  could  hardly  drink  it. 
In  Madeira  tlic  destruction  of  vines  Avas  greater  than  elsewhere  ; 
and  for  seveial  years  no  wine  at  all  was  produced — none  at  least 
that  could  rank  a.*^   madeira.     If  science  or  empiricism   had  not 
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wliicb,  tbougli  obsorvcd  seven  years  before,  first 
appeared  in  cjjreat  virulence  in  the  same  summer; 
and,  for  the  time,    ahnost   ruined    the  vineyards  of 

Europe. 

Tlie  French  were  the  first  in  tlie  field  with  a 
remedy,  wliich  is  found  in  sulphur.  Blown  on  to 
the  vine  leaves  and  grape  bunches,  in  the  shape  of 
an  impalpable  powder,  from  a  pair  of  bellows,  the 
cure  is  perfect.  The  fungus  growth  is  arrested,  and 
if  the  plant  be  well  dredged  over  with  sulpliur 
periodically  from  early  spring-time,  it  is  seldom  even 
attacked.  The  Frencli  vine  growers,  to  whose 
quicker  wits  the  vaUie  of  the  cure  came  home 
sooner  than  to  those  of  the  farmers  of  Spain, 
Portugal,  I^Iadeira,  and  Germany,  got  their  vineyards 
into  full  production  while  the  formers  of  Southern 
Europe  were  still  employing  their  priests  witli  l)ell 
and  book  to  exorcise  the  evil  spirit  that  had  invaded 
their  vineyards.  Tlius  did  the  Frenchmen  ])usli 
forward  in  the  race ;  and  would  liave  come  near  to 
winning  it,  so  far  as  Great  Britain  was  concerned, 
had  tl^eir  competition  not  l)een  liindered  by  the 
lieavy  im])ort  duties  which,  tliough  now  greatly 
reduced,  still  most  unfairly  handicapped  them. 

The  other  event,  the  evidence  taken  in  Committee, 
cau.sed  a  great  deal  of  commoliuii  in  ll.c  world  ()f 
wine  consumers.  What  happened  in  most  Barlia- 
mentary    Committees     happened     in    this     one.       A 

.levlsed  an  almost  pcrf.ot  romody,  there  is  good  reason  to  believe 
that  at  the  present  d:.y  not  a  vineyard,  vine,  or  wine-merchant 
would  e.xist  in  Kurope. 
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hii2;e  mass  of  evidence — some  valuable,  more  worth- 
less,  and  most  of  it  ex  parte  and  interested,  and 
therefore  worse  than  worthless — was  laid  before  a 
party  of  not  very  competent  judges,  who  possessed 
neither  capacity,  nor  tlie  necessary  knowledge,  nor 
even  leisure,  to  sift  it. 

Among  the   witnesses   the    one   whose   evidence 
created  by  far  the  most  interest  was  the  late  Baron 
Forrester.      He   was   the   only   witness   who   could 
speak  from  personal  experience  of  port  wine  making, 
being  a  merchant  residing  at  Oporto,  and  he  did  not 
hesitate  to  speak  out  boldly  what  was  in  him  to  say. 
Certainly,  liberavit  animam,  he  made  a  clean  breast 
of  it.     This  gentleman,  an  energetic  man,  very  asser- 
tive of  opinions  unpalatable  to  his  fellow  port  wine 
merchants,  but  which  were  by  no  means  wholly  desti- 
tute of  soundness,  had  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that 
port  could  be  made  without  any  adventitious  spirit,  or 
with  but  very  little,  and  without  the  help  of  colouring 
matter. 

These  modest  propositions  were  not  enunciated 
without  arousing  a  violent  controversy,  in  which 
Mr.  Forrester  argued  his  point  with  much  strong 
denunciation  of  his  trade  rivals.  His  evidence, 
however,  produced,  and  deservedly  produced,  a  great 
effect  in  this  country. 

I  do  not  agree  with  a  great  deal  that  was 
advanced  by  Baron  Forrester,  but  it  is  incontestable 
that  this  remarkable  man  left  his  mark  on  the  history 
of  the  EngHsh  wine  trade,  and  that  the  effects  of  his 
writings  have  been  on  the  whole  salutary. 
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^li'.  FurrokT  ])aicl  his  theories  the  coiiH)hiiientof 
actiii<^^  11])  to  tlieiii.  IFe  ])ropose(l  to  liimself  to  make 
Avine  as  lie  liad  said  it  sliould  be  made,  and  he 
dehverod  lectures  in  various  towns  in  Enghmd, 
explaining  his  views  and  his  intentions — and  these 
Avere  to  sell  pure  port  wine.  It  was  triumphantly 
asserted  by  his  opponents  that  much  of  his  port  wine 
did  not  keep  sound,  and  was  returned  to  him  Ijy  his 
customers.  Even  if  this  allegation  had  been  true, 
wliich  it  i)robably  was  only  to  a  limited  extent,  it 
proves  nothing  beyond  Mr.  Forrester's  want  of  skill 
or  luck,  or  his  too  vehement  belief  in  a  sound  theory  ; 
for  that  port  will  keep  which  is  made  without  brandy 
added  to  check  fermentation,  is  a  quite  demonstrable 
proposition.  Whether  the  wine  does  not  require  a 
little  brnndy  afterwards  is  another  matter  ;  and  it 
docs  not  api)cnr  that  Mi'.  Forrester  denied  this,  or 
that  he  failed  in  most  cases  to  make  this  subsequent 
addition  of  sj^rit. 

The  true  point  at  issue  has  always  seemed  to  me 
to  be,  not  whether  ])ort  can  be  made  without  the 
jtddition  of  distilled  wine,  but  whether  wine  so  made 
is  worth  making  or  worth  drinking.  Such  wine 
is  an  nnmai'kctal)]e  j)roduct,  and  I  think  deserv- 
edly so.  It  is  .'I  strong,  rough  and  comj)aratively 
flavourless  liquor.  If  a  man  weie  to  add  six  droj)s 
of  ink  to  a  glass  of  very  common  red  burgundy  he 
would  get  something  exceedingly  like  unfortified 
])ort.  Every  Oporto  wine  merchant  has  tiied  the  ex- 
periment nf  unfortified  ])ort  wine.  It  is  a  ])ity  they 
cannot  sell   it,  foi'    they   would  quickly   niakc    their 
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fortunes ;  but  the  plain  truth  is  that  it  is  an  abomina- 
ble drink. 

Public  opinion  was  in  this  state  when  Mr. 
Gladstone  turned  his  attention  to  the  question  of 
wine.  It  was  clear  enough  tliat  a  reform  was  needed, 
and  if  the  then  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  had 
been  an  ordinary  man,  the  reform  would  have  been 
brought  about  in  a  very  simple  and  straightforward 
manner,  and — with  due  deference  be  it  suggested — 
with  a  result  ]oossibly  more  satisfactory  to  the  ex- 
chequer, to  wine  consumers,  and  to  the  majority  of 
wine  merchants,  than  that  which  has  followed  upon 
the  revolution  in  the  wine  trade  effected  in  1860  and 
1861.  But  Mr.  Gladstone  is  not  an  ordinary  man, 
nor  could  a  great  Budget  speech  be  made  out  of  so 
very  simple  a  matter  as  a  reduction  of  the  wine 
duties  by  a  reasonable  amount,  and  the  fixing  of  a 
maximum  of  spirituous  strength  beyond  which  Avine 
should  cease  to  be  classed  as  wine,  and  be  taxed  as 
spirit. 

There  had  already  been  enunciated  theories  about 
pure  wines,  unbrandied  wines,  and  so  forth,  and  these 
somewhat  vague  notions  were  fixed,  crj'Stallized,  and 
made  popular  by  Mr.  Gladstone. 

Nothing  could  be  more  elaborate,  nothing  more 
ingenious,  and  yet  nothing  more  lucid  and,  to  quite 
ignorant  people,  more  convincing,  than  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's exposition  of  the  grand  principle  that  was 
brought  home  to  the  comprehension  and  convictions 
of  the  whole  British  nation  the  morning  after  the 
(Chancellor's    Budget    speech.      The    argument    was 
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sliorlly  this  :  Aviiic  i.s  fermented  grn])C  jiiico,;iiul  lliis 
juice  meliorates  in  the  course  of  leriueutuLiuii  a  certain 
percentage  of  spirit,  say  from  eighteen  to  twenty-six 
]>cr  cent./  more  or  less.  Any  addition  of  spirit  over 
and  above  tliis  naturally  developed  quantity  is  an 
unnecessary,  an  altogetlier  abominable  and  re])relien- 
sible  addition,  and  a  thinij  to  be  discouracfcd  and  even 
]ninislied.  Moreover,  it  is  a  defrauding  of  the  spirit  re- 
venue that  a  liquor  should  pay  the  lower  duty  on  wine, 
and  l)e  all  tlie  time  ])artly  composed  of  that  wliich 
is  liable  to  the  higher  duty  upon  sj)irit.  This  was  the 
argument,  and  the  inference,  and  the  corollary.  The 
reasoning  is  just,  but  the  premises  are  quite  false. 

Wine,  to  be  sure,  does  not  very  often  naturally 
generate  more  than  thirty  per  cent,  of  spirit,  tliougli 
tlie  Australians  claim  to  make  natural  wine  containing 
forty  per  cent.,  and  tlie  Spaniards  liave  sometimes 
claimed  as  mucli  or  more,  but  the  addition  of  some 
extraneous  antiseptic  substance,  in  greater  or  less 
(luantity,  is  an  incident  in  the  ])i-ei)arati(m  of  every 
red  wine  of  wliicli  it  is  intended  to  preserve  the 
rtriginal  soundness,  tluit  ever  was  made,  or  tliat  ever 
will  be  made.  The  natural  wines  of  Europe — 
those  made  to  be  consumed  un  ilie  spot,  and  which  are 

'  Of  jnoof  spirit,  wliicli  is  ;iI)Out  onc-luilf  i>uri'  alcoliol  jiiul  one- 
lialf  water.  It  Ills  alw.iy.s  been  stunlily  coutoiult'd  l»y  the  *  pure 
win*'  tl«K-tiinaircH  tliat  wine;  cuiinot  naturally  generate  more  tlian 
fwenty-five  percent,  of  sjiint.  It  in  an  error  pure  and  simple,  Imt 
it  is  an  error  enslinne<l  in  one  of  tlio-e  models  of  trutli  aiid  dis- 
intei-e.stedne.-vs,  un  Engli.sh  iJluc  book,  and  is,  in  eonbcrjueuce, 
brandislufl  on  all  ocaibious  by  the  *piuc  wine  '  j»eopIe  lus  un  uu^ 
assailable  fact. 
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probably  in  the  proportion  of  something-  like  a  thou- 
sand to  one  of  the  wines  prepared  for  exportation — 
are  intended  to  be  drunk  in  the  summer  after  they 
are  made.  Very  rarely  will  they  keep  two  years. 
Great  care  in  vinification  will  indeed  go  some  way, 
but  it  cannot  perform  a  miracle.  Science  has  suggested 
many  variations  in  wine  making  but  it  can  do  little 
but  compHcate  what  is  a  very  simple  matter.  In  order 
to  show  how  simple  and  easy  is  the  process  of  wine 
making,  I  proceed  to  describe  it  very  shortly. 

The  ripe  grapes  are  thrown  into  a  vat,  and 
trodden  under  foot ;  the  skins,  the  stones,  the  juice, 
and  some  or  all  of  the  stalks  are  allowed  to  remain 
till  the  hquid  ferments.  When  the  heat  of  fermenta- 
tion begins  to  abate,  the  wine,  for  it  has  already  the 
chief  attributes  of  wine,  is  run  into  casks,  or  tonels, 
which  arc  casks  of  a  large  size,  whereby  the  active 
fermentation  is  checked,  but  it  is  usually  not  quite 
arrested  till  the  cold  weather  of  early  winter  sets  in. 
The  wine  then  clears,  the  casks  are  filled  up  to  the 
top,  the  bungs  are  driven  in  tight,  and  the  wine  is  fit 
for  consumption.  This  is  how  the  peasants  and 
farmers  of  France,  Italy  and  Greece,  of  Spain,  of 
Portugal,  and  of  Hungary,  make  the  wines  that 
quench  their  thirst  in  the  heat  and  burden  of  the 
southern  summer's  day ;  and  this  probably  is  how  red 
wine  has  been  made  since  first  the  juice  of  grapes 
was  pressed  out  and  fermented.  The  ingenuity  of 
the  mo.st  ingenious  peo})le  in  the  world  has  added 
almost  nothing  to  these  time-honoured  processes. 

In  some  of  the  vineyards  of  Burgundy,  indeed,  a 
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machine  is  used  to  separate  the  stalks  and  the 
grapes,  and  tlie  pressing  of  tlie  grapes  is  done  by 
niacliinery,  but  the  great  growths  of  the  Medoc,  the 
Chateau  Margaux,  and  Chateau  Lafitte  are  the  result 
of  ])rocesses  nearly  as  simple  as  those  employed  by 
the  peasant  wine  growers  of  Southern  Europe,  whose 
roiigli  red  wines  are  used  as  our  labourers  use  beer 
or  cider.  The  differences  are  differences  in  degree 
only ;  in  the  care  with  which  the  grapes  are  picked, 
iind  green  and  decayed  ones  rejected,  and  with  which 
a  due  proportion  of  the  stalks  is  removed ;  the 
attention  with  which  the  fermenting  liquid  is  watched 
and  drawn  off  at  tlie  right  moment,  the  number  of 
subsequent  rackings,  the  scrupulous  cleanliness  of  all 
the  vessels  used  ;  but  the  process  which  I  have 
described — and  my  descriptions  are  not  taken  from 
books  but  from  personal  observation  in  several  of  the 
wine-producing  countries  of  Europe — are  those  which 
suffice  only  to  make  wine  that  is  not  wanted  to  kec}) 
more  than  a  twelvemonth.  There  is  in  all  red  wine, — . 
and  none  other  quite  deserves  the  name  of  wine,  or 
contains  its  full  constituents,^ — there  is  in  every  red 

'  White  V  ine  is  usually  wine  that  is  fermented  without  the 
skin.s  and  st;Uks ;  it  does  not,  therefore,  contain  its  full  share  of 
the  vaiious  *exti"actives'  wliich  are  factors  in  the  result  which  we 
cull  wine.  Common  exi»ericncc  tells  us  that  these  wines  have  not 
the  flavour  or  the  bou<]uet  of  red  wines,  and  analogy  would  lead 
lis  as  Burely  as  experience  does  to  conclude  that  they  do  not  ehare 
their  remedial  and  restorative  virtues.  White  wines  are  rather 
jEri"aj»e  cideix  tlian  tnic  wines.  It  is  a  well-known  fact  that  when 
the  vines  of  Madeira  were  destroyed  in  1852,  a  liquor  was  made 
from  apples  au<l  |»ear>,  and  even  from  the  fruit  of  (he  loquat  ti-ee, 
and  tlial  such  fermented  li<juor  wju;  near  enough  in  character  to 
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wine,  witli  one  or  two  exceptions  which  I  will  notice 
presently,  some  element  of  decay  which,  in  a  longer ' 
or  a  shorter  time,  brings  about  its  destruction. 

In  ancient  times,  as  soon  as  a  wine  had  obtained 
any  repute  beyond  the  district  of  its  production,  some 
artificial  mode  of  preserving  it  was  devised.  With 
every  respect  for  the  skill  of  wine  makers  and  wine 
merchants  of  modern  days,  they  must  be  pronounced 
to  be  mere  children  in  comparison  with  the  wine  arti- 
ficers of  ancient  Greece.  The  people  of  Cette  and 
Hamburg  profess  to  imitate  any  wine  they  are  asked 
for,  but  then  who  that  has  tasted  '  Hambro'  Sherry,' 
or  '  Cette  Port,'  can  speak  of  the  performances  of 
these  French  and  German  rogues  with  common 
patience  ?  Sticky,  pungent,  sickly,  and  altogether 
abominable  compounds  of  potato  spirit,  treacle,  and 
unknown  chemical  flavourings — often,  it  is  asserted, 
without  a  drop  of  grape  juice — these  are  what  a  Ger- 
man waiter  positively  boasts  of  as  trium2:)hs  of  applied 
science.  Very  different  were  the  practices  of  the 
Greeks.  Their  imitations  of  the  best  growths  of 
Italy  were,  we  are  informed,  preferred  at  Eome  to 
the  genuine  wines  themselves. 

The  wine  doctors  of  the  present  day,  in  possessing 
alcohol,  have  one  signal  advantage  over  those  of  ancient 
Greece  and  Rome,  who  knew  not  the  art  of  distilling 
spirit.     Alcohol  is  the  sheet  anchor  of  tlic  modern 

the  true  wine  of  the  island  to  sell  in  England  as  inferior  madeira  ; 
and  champagne  made  of  gooseberries  and  rhubarb,  abominable  as 
it  is,  is  not  bO  unlike  the  French  wine  as  to  fail  in  finding  a  ready 
sale. 
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wine  maker.  What,  then— miglit  a  wine  maker  in 
Cadiz,  Bonleaiix,  Macon,  or  Oporto  ask — were  the 
nietliods  they  employed  l)y  which,  in  tlic  absence  of 
brandy,  wine  could  be  preserved  for  ten,  twenty,  and 
even  sixty  years  and  upwards  ?  We  have  fortunately 
several  of  the  treatises  upon  wine  making  by  ancient 
authors,  and  we  are  able  to  follow  step  by  step  the 
ingenious  processes  formed  on  discoveries  which  the 
Ivomans  and  the  Greeks,  our  masters  in  the  art  of 
wine  making,  had  arrived  at ;  not  by  means  of 
scientific  deductions,  but  by  tlie  pure  empirical 
method  of  frequent  failure  and  occasional  success. 

These  forgotten  processes  have  an  important  bear- 
ing upon  the  question  of  the  preservation  of  wines 
and  their  so-called  adulteration.  It  is  the  question 
which  underlies  the  whole  subject  of  wine  ibr  us  in 
this  country,  who  can  as  a  rule  drink  none  but  such 
as  is  so  prepared  artificially  as  to  enable  it  to  travel 
by  sea  and  by  land,  and  to  keep  sound  a  longer  or 
shorter  time.  It  is,  moreover,  a  question  upon  which, 
for  obvious  reasons,  those  who  are  most  capable  of 
enlightening  the  pul3lic  are  the  most  interested  and 
least  im])artial  of  teachers.  Its  importance  then 
being  such,  the  present  writer,  who  claims  to  have 
enjoyed  peculiar  o])portunities  of  watching  the  appli- 
cation of  some  of  tlie  })rocesses  of  the  ancients  in  tlie 
very  countries  where  their  wines  were  grown,  makes 
no  apology  for  dwelling  for  a  moment  on  this  subject 
m|"  ancient  wine  making. 

In  ancient  times  the  jjrehminary  treading  out  of 
the  grapes  and  the  exj)rcssing  of  their  juice  were  pre- 
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cisely  such  as  I  have  ah-eady  described,  and  the  cok^iir 
of  the  wine  and  its  astringency  were,  as  they  still  are, 
greater  or  less  according  as  the  must  was  allowed  to 
remain  a  longer  or  shorter  time  with  the  stalks  and 
skins.  The  must  was  in  all  cases  eventually  drawn  into 
dolia — large,  wide-mouthed  jars  of  porous  earthen- 
ware, coated  inside  with  pitch — and  in  these  vessels  the 
liquid  was  allowed  to  ferment,  and,  on  or  about  the 
ninth  day,  had  become  wine.  A  hd  was  then  fitted 
closely  to  the  top  of  the  great  jar,  or  doliicm,  and,  it 
is  presumed,  luted,  to  keep  out  the  air.  The  lid  was 
removed  once  a  month,  the  wine  skimmed,  and  the 
loss  by  evaporation  made  up  from  another  jar.  The 
wine  was  now  ready  for  consumption  under  the  name 
of '  vinum  doUare,'  which  we  may  translate  freely 
'  vi7i  ordinaire  in  the  wood.' 

Red  wine  so  made  in  the  latitude  of  Eome  or 
Naples  would  exactly  resemble  the  commoner  country 
wines  with  which  every  traveller  in  the  South  of 
Europe  is  famihar,  with  this  difference,  that  it  would 
have  a  flavour  of  pitch  from  the  hning  of  the  jar  in 
which  it  had  been  kept,  and  this  taste  every  single 
wine  made  in  ancient  times  must  have  more  or  less 
possessed.  This  is  perhaps  enough  of  itself  to  condemn 
such  ancient  wines  in  the  opinion  of  modern  wine 
drinkers,  but  if  the  reader  will  take  the  word  of  one 
who  has  drunk  wine  so  flavoured,  the  taste  is  by  no 
means  disagreeable.  The  pitch  used  in  the  South  of 
Europe  is  not  the  coarse  gum  distilled  from  the  pines 
that  grow  in  JSTorthern  Europe,  but  the  much  milder 
and  more  aromatic  pitch  yielded  by  the  pine  of  Italy, 
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the    Stone    rine;  ami   men  soon  acquire  ji  taste  for 
such  Ihivours. 

Before  I  beuiu  to  describe  the  methods  Avherehv 
tlie  ancients,  wlio  possessed  neither  spirit  nor  sugar 
(the  two  substances  without  whicli  nKxh/rn  Avine 
merchants  and  wine  doctors  could  not  move  a  single 
step),  practised  the  art  of  wine  curing,  witli  a  success 
now  lost,  I  will  state  in  a  very  few  words  what  is  llu> 
nature  of  tlie  })rob]em  ofl'ered  to  tliem  and  to  us  by 
tlie  ])reservation  of  wines. 

The  juice  of  grapes  contains  among  many  com- 
ponents, mostly  in  infinitesimal  proportions,  sucli  as 
gelatine,  gum,  wax,  potash,  soda,  lime,  iron,  and 
many  others  which  need  not  at  present  be  regarded, 
consideral)le  percentages  of  acid,  of  sugar,  of  albumen, 
and  of  tannin.  It  is  with  these  four  constituents  only 
that  we  need  for  tlie  moment  occu])y  ourselves.  It 
is  the  presence  of  the  all)umen  cliiefly  tliat  nuxkes 
grape  juice  a  fermentable  liquid  when  it  is  exposed  to 
a  temperature  of  between  sixty  and  eighty  degrees 
of  Fahrenheit.  Sugar  has,  as  is  well  known,  no  ])ower 
of  fermenting  and  of  passing  into  decay — of  whicli 
fermentation  is  one  of  the  first  stages — is  by  itself 
incapable  of  change,  but  tlie  albuminous  part  of  the 
vnmt^  the  so-called  ferment,  causes  the  sugar  to  be 
decomposed,  to  break  iij)  and  separate  into  s])irit  and 
into  carbonic  acid — in  plain  ICnglisli,  causes  the  )nust 
to  ferment,  and  when  most  of  the  sugar  is  thus  trans- 
formed into  spirit,  the  wine  making  is  complete  ;  but 
the  prr)eess  dors  not  cud  here,  seeing  tliat  vinous 
I'ermcntalioii  i^  but  nnc  ^lc|)  t(l^\■;l^«l-^  com])lctc  (lcc;i\' 
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If  left  to  itself  the.  liquid  would  next  undergo  the 
acetous  fermentation,  and  thereafter  the  putrid.  A 
natural  wine,  accordingly,  with  due  deference  to 
certain  '  doctrinaires,'  is  a  wine  that,  whatever  may- 
be its  present  soundness,  is  on  the  high  road  to  decay. 
Wine  making  is  therefore  the  art  of  stopping,  for  a 
longer  or  shorter  time,  and  by  artificial  means,  the 
progress  of  putrescence  after  the  liquor  has  passed 
the  first  stao;e  towards  it.  I  have  shown  how  with 
common  wines  this  is  done  by  drawing  the  wine  from 
its  lees,  removing  it,  that  is,  from  a  part  of  the  ferment- 
producing  albumen,  fibrin,  and  so  forth,  which,  so 
soon  as  spirit  begins  to  form,  fall  to  the  bottom.  To 
do  this,  and  to  transfer  the  wine  to  a  cool  cellar,  does 
not  indeed  quite  stop  fermentation,  but  it  nearl}?- 
arrests  it.  The  process  goes  on  slowly  for  a  month 
or  two,  more  and  more  of  the  sugar  j^assing  into  car- 
bonic acid  gas  and  into  spirit,  and  more  and  more 
albumen  falhn«'  down  as  sediment,  then  the  frosts  of 
winter  come  and  stop  even  this  slower  fermentation, 
and  then,  as  I  have  shown,  the  wine  clears. 

The  problem  in  wine  making  then  is  simply  this — 
how,  without  imparting  any  ill  savour  or  unwhole- 
some quahty  to  the  wine,  to  get  rid  of  this  aptitude 
to  decay.  The  difficulty  of  course  increases  with  tlie 
richness  of  the  wine ;  with  wine,  tliat  is,  which 
possesses  the  largest  share  of  those  constituents  which 
go  to  make  what  is  called  '  body  ; '  in  other  words, 
with  the  wines  that  contain  the  least  water,  and  that 
are,  therefore,  cceieris  paribus,  the  most  ^valuable  ; — 
with  the  burgundies,  the  ports,  and   tlie  various  ric-h 
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but  commerc  ially  useless,  because  iniperfeetly  niatle, 
red  wiues  of  Spain  and  Italy.  It  is  precisely  witli 
rich  wines  of  this  character  tluit  the  Greeks  and 
Romans  tried  and  solved  the  problem  before  us. 

Sugar,  spirit,  and  the  tannin  contained  in  tlie 
wine  itself,  are  the  three  chief  preservative  agents  in 
wine  making,  Avith  the  addition  of  one  very  important 
extraneous  one — sulphur.  We  shall  see  how  the 
ancients  applied  every  one  of  these  agents,  always 
remembering  that,  havinfT  no  sufjar  nor  distilled 
spirit,  they  could  not  make  direct  use  of  those  sub- 
stances, and  how  they  anticipated  in  their  practice 
some  of  the  so-called  discoveries  of  modern  days. 

The  wine  which  we  have  followed  in  its  course  as 
far  as  the  '  dolium '  was  by  the  ancients  racked  again 
and  again  so  soon  as  the  fermentation  had  completely 
ended  ;  beincr  received  each  time  into  a  vessel  ch arched 
with  the  fumes  of  burning  sulphur,^  each  time  acquir- 
ing a  fresh  impregnation  from  the  various  resinous 
and  antiseptic  substances  with  which  the  jar  was 
lined,  and  each  time  losing  more  and  more  of  its  albu- 
men, and  therefore  each  time  getting  nearer  and 
nearer  to  being  an  indestructible  fluid.  In  the  mean- 
while, some  of  the  first  and  sweetest  runnings  from 
the  wine-press  had  been  kept  apart,  and  the  fermenta- 
tion of  this  liquor  arrested  while  it  was  still  full  of 


'  The  anti.sf'ptic  proixsrties  of  sulphurous  acid  gas  arc  letter 
known  than  undei>.tood.  Sulphuring  wines  i.s  a  uni\'Ci*sal  practice 
at  the  pit>sent  day  with  the  wine  makers  of  :j11  countries.  The 
sulphur  probably  destroys  tlip  spores  and  germ  gi*owths  which 
exist  in  mo^t  vinous  ]i(|uiils. 
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sugar. ^     To  possess  this  sugar-charged  hqiiid,  whose 
sweetness   was   iiicreasable    by   boihng,    and    whose 
albuminous  portions  were  precipitated  by  the  same 
means,  was  equivalent  to  and  even  better  than  the 
possession  of  sugar  itself,  whose  use  is  so  indispensable 
in   the  '  improvement '  of  such  wines    as  burgundies 
and  brown  sherries.     When  the  wine  had  made  all 
the  spirit  it  could,  and  parted  with  most  of  its  sugar, 
its  austerity  would  have  been  great ;  so  great,  indeed, 
tliat  old  wine  of  this  sort  made  without  susar  was 
drunk  mixed  ^vith  honey,  in  the  proportion  of  four  of 
wine  and  one  of  honey.     It  was  therefore  to  restore 
the  saccharine  matter  that  the  sweet  must  was  added 
to  the  fermented  wine,  just  as  at    the  present  day, 
in  the  great  wane  factory  of  Bercy,  where  the  wines 
drunk  in  Paris  undergo  their  final  preparation  for  the 
metropolis,    thousands  of  tons  of  sugar   are    mixed 
annually  witli  the  too  austere  wines  of  southern  and 
central  France.     Here  the  advantage  would  clearly 
be  with    the    ancients.     To  add  unfermented  grape 
juice,  containing  in  itself  all  the  elements  of  wine,  is 
obviously  better    for   the  consimier  tlian  the  simple 
addition  of  sugar. 

The  ancients,  however,  knew  a  great  deal  more 
than  this  of  wine  curing.  A  French  savant.  Monsieur 
Appert,  has  professedly  discovered  the  preservative 
and  ripening  effects  upon  wine  of  a  heat  nearly  equal 

'  The  possibility  of  this  feat  withoiit  the  emplorment  of  alcohol 
is  a  measure  of  the  skill  of  these  old  wine  makers,  and  of  ihe 
strength  of  their  antiseptic  compounds,  that  will  come  home 
very  readily  to  the  comprehension  of  modein  wine  merchants. 

R 
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to  that  uf  boilintr  water,  and  j\L.  ra.stciir  lias  more  re- 
cently fully  explained  the  rationale  of  the  process  in 
a  learned  volume.  J3y  ex])osing  wine  in  closed  ves- 
sels for  a  few  hours  to  a  temperature  of  185  degrees 
of  Fahr.,  these  effects  are,  according  to  the  French 
savant,  produced.  They  were  produced  two  thousand 
years  ago,  but  in  a  much  more  complete  way,  by  the 
application  of  artificial  heat  for  weeks  and  months  to 
the  jars  of  wine  ;  and  this  practice  was  so  universal 
that  an  ancient  writer  tells  us  that  a  heating-house, 
an  apotheca  or  fitmrmuw,  was  an  indispensable  part 
of  every  country  house.  The  constancy  of  this  prac- 
tice w\as,  I  make  no  doubt,  one  main  cause  of  the 
soundness  and  durability  of  tlie  ancient  wines.  Tlie 
red  wines,  such  as  the  Falcrnian,^  were,  we  are  told, 
hardly  fit  to  drink  under  twenty  years,  and  even  the 
commoner  wines  required  from  four  to  ton.  The 
Appert-Pasteur  process,  thougli  much  talked  of  at 
the  time,  has  found  but  little  favour  with  wine  mer- 
chants, and  is  a  proof  how  lamentably  modern  science, 
for  once  at  least,  falls  short  of  ancient  empiricism. 

'  The  learned  have  conchided,  very  much  to  tlieir  satisfiiction, 
that  this  most  famous  of  the  wines  of  antiquity  was  a  wlnt*»  wine, 
like  madeira.  It  was  certainly,  however,  a  red  wine,  and  the 
'  amber '  colour  iiscribed  to  it  (Pliny  says  that  amber  of  a  good 
colour  was  called  '  Fiderninn ')  would  .''pl'ly  only  to  its  tawny 
appearance  after  Ion;,'  keepinff.  The  frefjuent  mckings  and  finings 
to  which  it  was  subjected  wotdd  in  a  f.-w  yeai-s  deprive  it  of  colour. 
Red  wine  almost  always  loses  its  colour  with  keeping.  Old  bur- 
gundy is  invariably  tawny,  and  port  wine  thirty  or  forty  years  old 
is  of  the  veiy  aml)er  colour  that  distinguished  the  Faleniian.  A 
wine  that  jK)ssessed  in  some  cases  tlic  austerity,  and  in  others  the 
swrotnciw  nscribcd  to  Faleriu'an,  could  only  have  been  a  red 
wine,  made  with  the  full  stud  perfect  constitiients  of  the  grape. 
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Tlie  mellowness  which  all  wine  acquires  by  age  is 
supposed,  and  I  beUeve  rightly  supposed,  to  be  partly 
due  to  its  slow,  or  rather,  its  gradual  oxygenation, 
and  the  heating  of  it  would  certainly  promote  this 
oxygenation,  besides  destroying  the  germs  of  a  fungus 
growth  which  has  been  proved  to  be  the  forerunner, 
and  perhaps  the  cause,  of  the  decay  of  the  wine.  All, 
then,  that  modern  science  professes  to  accomplish  by 
the  innnersion  of  the  -vvine,  in  bottles  or  otlier  hermeti- 
cally-closed vessels,  in  hot  water  for  two  hours,  was 
accomphshed  in  i\\Q  famarium  ;  and  a  good  deal  more 
was  done,  for  the  fumarimn^  as  its  name  implies,  was 
a  smoke-house,  and  there  is  not  the  smallest  doubt  that 
the  pyrohgneous  acid  of  wood-smoke  penetrated  the 
comparatively  porous  texture  of  the  earthenware  jar, 
and  communicated  its  flavour  and  its  preservative 
virtues  to  the  wine  inside.  The  smoky  flavour,  unless 
in  excess,  was  no  more  objected  to  than  the  similar 
flavour  in  Westphaha  hams  or  the  peat  reek  in  whisky 
at  the  present  day. 

I  have  reason  to  believe  that  a  further  effect  was 
produced  by  long  exposure  in  the  fumarium.  The 
well-known  property  of  the  vapour  of  water  to  pass 
through  interstices  of  certain  substances  impermeable 
to  the  vapour  of  alcohol  ^  was,  I  consider,  taken  advan- 

'  A  propei-ty  not  so  well  known,  perhaps,  as  it  should  be. 
The  Australian  wine-growers  tested  the  wines  they  sent  to  the 
Vienna  Exhibition,  and  were  astonished  to  find  them  stronger  in 
spirit  wlien  the  voyage  was  ended.  The  evaporation  of  the  watery 
vapour  in  the  tropics  had  reduced  the  quantity  of  the  wine,  and 
increased  its  strength  by  several  degrees.  This  phenomenon 
takes  place,  as  every  experienced  wine  merchant  knows,  more  con- 
spicuously with  white  than  with  red  wine. 

B  2 


244  rorvTlT.AL  :    OLP   ANT)   NEW. 

taf^e  of,  and  if  so,  the  wine,  after  long  exposure  in  the 
smoke-houses,  would  have  become  less  bulky  but  more 
spirituous.  In  other  words,  the  brandjnng  of  wine 
would  have  been  virtually  effected  by  a  people  who 
had  never  learnt  how  to  distil  spirit. 

Occasionally  the  reduction  of  bulk  was  carried 
much  further.  The  wine  was  inspissated  by  heat — 
deprived,  that  is,  of  most  of  its  Avater,  and  rendered 
therefore,  bulk  for  bulk,  much  more  valuable.  Such 
inspissated  wines  were  diluted  with  w\ater  when  they 
were  drunk,  and  the  advantage  of  having  wine  in  so 
portal)le  a  form  is  of  course  conspicuous  enough  in 
times  when  overland  transit  could  only  be  effected  by 
beasts  of  burden,  and  when  traffic  by  sea  was  slow% 
difficult,  dangerous,  and  costly. 

Having  thus  seen  how  the  Greeks  and  Eomans 
'  cured  '  their  wines,  I  am  now  going  to  tell  how  this 
object  is  attained  with  the  principal  varieties  of  wine 
drunk  in  Great  Britain  at  the  present  day. 

I  have  said,  and  I  most  emphatically  repeat,  that 
all  natural  red  wine  is  subject  to  decay,  and  that  all 
vine  irhntsoever  must  he  treated  artijiciallj/  before  it  will 
last  more  than  one  or  two  years. 

To  begin  with  Claret.  The  finest  growths  of  the 
Medoc  district  arc  peculiar  in  this  respect,  that  they 
contain  less  fermentable  matter  than  probably  any 
known  wine  ;  an<l  this  they  (nve  partly  to  admirable 
care  in  vinification,  partly  to  a  very  complete  fermen- 
tation, but  principally  to  the  fact  that  the  grapes 
that  make  the  wine  are  not  so  charged  with  the  ele- 
ments of  vinosity  MS  those  ripened  in  warmer  climates. 
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They  require  in  consequence  less  artificial  treatment 
than  any  other,  and  in  the  cases  of  the  so-called 
'  first  growths '  of  Chateaux  Margaux,  Larose,  and 
Lafitte,  when  the  season  has  been  a  good  one,  the 
'  curing  '  seldom  goes  further  than  repeated  fumiga- 
tion witli  sulphur  ;  and  the  adulteration  of  the  Avine, 
if  the  word  must  be  employed,  amounts  only  to  its 
very  shght  impregnation  with  the  sulphurous  acid 
gas,  which  is  immediately  converted  into  sulphuric  acid, 
or  vitriol.  This,  however,  need  cause  no  alarm  ;  the 
percentage  is  infinitesimal,  and  vitriol,  though  it  has 
an  ugly  name,  is,  as  every  doctor  will  tell  us,  one  of 
the  best  of  tonics.^  The  quantity  of  spirit  added  to 
the  fine  claret  is  so  small  as  hardly  to  be  worth  con- 
sidering at  all.  A  few  pints  are  thrown  upon  the 
grapes  before  the  crushing  begins,  and  a  few  more 
are  added,  ostensibly  to  rinse  out  the  casks,  whenever 
the  wine  is  racked,  and  before  it  is  shipped.  In  some 
cases  perhaps  clarets  get  no  addition  of  spirit  at  all. 
The  '  loading  '  of  claret  is  adopted  chiefly  for  those 
wines  intended  for  the  Enghsh  market,  and  is  effected 
by  the  addition  of  fuller  bodied,  more  astringent, 
and  more  spirituous  wines,  such  as  those  of  Her- 
mitage. 

The  above  remarks  apply  to  the  half-dozen  finer 
growths  of  the  Medoc,  wines  which  owe  their  poten- 
tiaht}'  of  preservation  to  a  happy  coincidence  of  soil, 

'  This  existence  of  vitiiol  in  wines  is,  as  might  be  supposed,  a 
common  ground  of  att;\ck,  but  a  very  unfair  one,  seeing  that  the 
vitriol,  or  sulphuric  acid,  or  the  much  greater  proi)ortion  of  it, 
would  find  substances  that  would  immediately  reduce  it  to  the 
nearly  inert  condition  of  sulphates.- 
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cliinak',  (juality  of  wine,  ami  care  in  cultivation  ami 
in  vinilication.  Tlie  majority  of  tliese  exquisite  wines 
require  to  be  kept  four  years  in  the  wood  to  gain 
mellowness,  and  four  in  bottle  to  acquire  '  bouquet.' 
After  this,  except  in  rare  cases,  claret  (if  unbrandied) 
slowly  degenerates,  loses  colour,  and  acquires  acidity 
and  a  bitter  taste,  then  gets  thick,  and  is  sooner  or 
later  a  ruined  wine.  Longevity  in  clarets  not  of  the 
lirst  growths  is  rare,  and  though  instances  of  it  may  be 
quoted,  they  are  chiefly  found  in  Mines  that  have 
never  travelled  twenty  miles  from  their  native  cellar. 

The  fact,  then,  that  clarets  can  in  rare  instances  be 
made  without  antiseptic  treatment  with  spirit,  is 
therefore  an  apparent  but  not  a  real  exception  to  the 
rule  I  have  laid  down  as  to  the  necessity  of  such 
treatment  in  all  red  wines.  The  life  of  fine  claret  is 
indeed  often  greatly  prolonged,  but  it  is  not  preserved 
indefinitely. 

So  much  for  the  fine  clarets.  In  them  the  tannin, 
or  astringent  quality,  the  great  natural  preservative 
against  decay,  and  the  natural  acid  of  the  grape,  are 
both  s\d)ordinated  to  its  other  constituents  to  make 
them  in  their  way  ])erfect  wines.  Not  so  the  inferior 
growths  of  the  Medoc,  which  we  alone  of  tlie  con- 
sumers of  them  have  christened  '  claret.'  It  is  from 
tliese  latter  wines,  whose  acidity  and  astringcncy  are 
{IS  a  rule  in  most  disagreeable  ])reponderance,  that 
are  fabricated  the  wines  known  in  the  wine  trade  us 
Chateau  ^[argaux,  Lafitte,  and  Larose. 

When  we  remember  that  these  three  vineyards 
together  hardly   cover   five  hundred  acres,  and  never 
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in  the  most  abundant  years  make  so  much  as  two 
thousand  hogsheads  of  wine,  scarcely  enough  to 
furnish  the  cellars  of  a  score  of  wholesale  wine 
merchants,  it  is  somewliat  ludicrous  to  reflect  that 
any  number  of  dozens  of  these  expensive  wines  can 
be  ordered  from  any  number  of  wine  merchants  in 
any  large  city  in  Europe  or  America.  From  St. 
Petersburg  to  Lisbon,  from  Glasgow  to  Constantinople, 
from  Montreal  to  New  Orleans,  and  thence  southwards 
to  Eio  and  Buenos  Ayres,  and  round  the  world  to 
the  great  cities  of  Austraha  and  ^  India,  a  man 
may  walk  into  any  wine  merchant's  and  order  a 
dozen  of  Chateau  Margaux  or  Lafitte,  and  be  reason- 
ably disappointed  if  he  is  refused. 

The  performance  of  this  'inexhaustible  bottle 
trick  '  over  so  wide  a  geographical  area  is  only  possi- 
ble by  treating  the  inferior  gro.vths  (not  of  the  Medoc 
only,  for  the  exports  from  Bordeaux  of  so-called 
Medoc  wines  are  said  by  French  writers  to  be  twelve 
times  greater  than  the  whole  production  of  that 
district)  in  such  a  Avay  as  to  give  them  a  fictitious 
resemblance  to  tlie  first  growths.  To  remove  the 
excess  of  acid  an  alkali  is  employed,  and  of  course  a 
neutral  salt  is  produced  by  their  combination.  Thin- 
ness and  absence  of  flavour  are  remedied  sometimes 
by  the  addition  of  more  generous  wines,  occasionally 
by  fruity  syrups ;  bouquet  is  sold  in  bottles  in  the 
chemists'  shops  of  Bordeaux  at '  two  francs  and  up- 
icards^  according  to  quality.'  To  get  rid  of  excessive 
tannin  is  more  difficult,  Init  it  can  be  effected  by 
repeated  fining,  at  some  cost,  however,  to  the  flavour 
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of  the  wine.  Tliis  process  is  troublesome  and  expen- 
sive, and  the  majority  of  rhea])  clarets,  if  tlic)'^  are 
not  roiicfli,  liave  a  flat  taste  "wliich  reveals  the  secret 
of  their  treatment  to  all  wine  makers  ;  the  majority  of 
cheap  clarets  sold  in  tliis  country,  unless  they  be 
very  poor  and  very  watery  indeed,  are,  when  they 
contain  all  their  native  tannin,  so  rough  tliat  no  one 
with  any  pretension  to  delicacy  of  palate  cares  to 
drink  a  glass  undiluted  mtli  Avater.  In  France  the 
commoner  Bordeaux  wines  are  used  with  water,  and 
those  that  are  drunk  unmixed  are  i)repared  at  Bercy 
for  immediate  consumption  in  the  restaurants  of  Paris, 
by  being  watered  and  sweetened,  flavoured  and 
alcoholized.  In  this  way  tlie  excess  of  tannin  is  not 
removed,  but  it  is  lessened  by  dilution  or  masked  by 
sugar. 

All    tliis,   to  be   sure,  is    adulteration,  but   it  is 

almost   certainly   harmless.     It  is  easy    to    frighten 

simple  and  ignorant  wine  drinkers  by  telling  them 

they  are  drinking  vitriol,  and  sulphate  of  potash,  and 

grain  spirit,  but   it   is   a  question  of  degree.     I^ight 

French    wine    by    common    consent    and  judged   by 

common   expeiience  is  a  wholesome  article  of  diet, 

let  wlio  will  speak  against  it.     Its  fault  is  that  it  is 

expensive.     A  wine,   according   to  a  wTiter  who  is 

considered  an  authority  upon  the  sul)ject,   may    l)e 

called  cheaj)  that  costs  not  more  than  half-a-crown  a 

bottle.     Now,  if  such  a  wine  be  of  French  growth,  let 

it  be  considered  liow  very  little  vinous  quality  there 

is  in  a  half-crown  bottle  of  claret — in  other  words, 

how  much  water  there  is  in  jjrojxntion  to  the  wine; 
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not  necessarily  water  of  adulteration,  but  water  that 
has  been  the  original  constituent  of  grapes  ripened  in 
a  climate  not  hot  enough  to  bestow  upon  them  the 
full  richness  and  vinosity  that  are  found  in  the  wines 
of  the  south,  in  port  or  burgundy,  or  even  in  sherry 
or  madeira.  Claret  at  fourteen  shilUngs  the  dozen 
was  to  become  the  drink  of  the  people,  the  drink  of 
working  men,  and  the  reign  of  sobriety  was  forthwith 
to  commence ;  but  the  working  man  is  no  fool : 
before  he  spends  fourteen  shillings  upon  twelve 
bottles,  that  is,  two  gallons  of  '  Gladstone  Claret,'  he 
asks  himself  how  many  quarts  of  plain  water  he  will 
have  to  deduct,  and  he  refrains  from  the  bargain. 
Light  claret  is  not  economical  as  a  "vvine.  It  has 
never  reached  lower  down  in  the  social  scale  than  the 
middle  classes. 

Of  sherry  adulteration  the  same  can  be  said  as  of 
claret.  The  fniest  wines  of  Xeres  are  soft,  dry,  and 
somewhat  spirituous  wines,  and  but  httle  artificial  aid 
is  required  to  enable  them  to  preserve  their  sound- 
ness to  an  age  far  exceeding  that  reached  by  claret. 
Even  with  the  majority  of  such  wines  as  these,  and 
certainly  with  all  the  commoner  sherries,  the  system 
of  so-called  '  plastering  '  is  followed,  which  consists  in 
throwing  about  thirty  pounds  of  dry  plaster  of  Paris 
upon  the  quantity  of  untrodden  grapes  required  to 
make  a  butt  of  wine.  The  result  is  to  precipitate  the 
natural  wine  acids,  and  to  substitute  for  them  sul- 
phuric acid ;  this  mineral  acid  coming  into  contact 
with  the  potash  in  the  must^  converts  it  into  sulphate 
of  potash,   whereas   had  things   taken  their  course, 
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bitartratc  of  potash  (coimiionl}^  called  tartar)  would 
have  been  present — a  salt  always  to  be  found  in 
young  wines.  This  is  the  head  and  front  of  tlie 
ofience  known  as  '  plastering,'  made  so  much  of  by 
those  who  desire  to  exhibit  sherry  in  its  worst  colours. 
Tartar  is  well  known  to  be  a  not  over  Avholesome 
constituent  of  newly-made  wine.  Sulphate  of  potash 
is  certainly  no  very  deleterious  substance,  and  to  put 
it  in  the  stead  of  tartar  maj^  for  any  evidence  the 
otlier  way,  be  rather  a  benefit  than  not. 

A  heavier  indictment  against  tlie  sherry  makers 
is  their  apparently  too  abundant  use  of  spirit.  A 
wliitc  wine  can  ^^ossess  little  or  no  tannin,  and  tliero- 
fore  requires  a  preservative  ;  but,  on  tlic  other  hand, 
it'  well  made,  sucli  a  wine  sliould  not  be  troubled  with 
tlie  fruitiness  and  fermentable  matter  of  the  more 
vinous  red  wines  ;  it  should  therefore  not  need  such 
a  dose  of  spirit  as  it  too  often  gets.  It  is  probable 
that  the  demands  of  consumers,  rather  than  the 
necessities  of  wine  makers,  are  the  cause  of  the  ex- 
cess of  spirit  in  sherry.  The  same  taste  also  causes 
the  dyeing  of  the  M'ine  with  burnt  sugar,  and  the 
sweetening  and  foi'tifying  it  with  dulre,  or  half  fer- 
mented graj)e-juice.  These  are  quite  harndess  adul- 
terations— if  they  deserve  the  name — as  innocent, 
indeed,  and  as  oponly  employed,  as  the  putting  of 
sugar  and  cream  into  our  cups  of  tea.  On  the  whole 
1  am  convinced  that  sound  shci'ry  is  a  wholesome 
wine,  and  one  which  we  could  very  ill  afford  to  do 
without. 

Of  c}iamj)agne  I  need  say  little.     Everyone  knows 
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that  it  is  an  imperfectly  fermented  grape  juice  made 
of  grapes  not  thoroughly  ripened,  sweetened  with 
sugar-candy  dissolved  in  brandy.  The  want  of  tan- 
nin is  supplied  by  oak  shavings  or  tannic  acid.  Hack- 
ing and  sulphuring  are  the  chief  methods  of  curing  ' 
it.  Experience,  which  is  always  immeasurably  supe- 
rior to  the  most  positive  utterances  of  theoretical 
chemists,  teaches  us  that,  in  spite  of  its  being  so  arti- 
ficial a  wine,  champagne  is  not  only  wholesome,  but 
a  remedial  agent  of  the  very  greatest  value. 

Hock  and  burgundy  can  hardly  be  regarded  as 
common  whines  in  England.  The  common,  rough 
burgundies,  indeed,  find  their  w^ay  into  consumption, 
and  an  indiscriminating  public  classes  them  with 
clarets ;  and  not  unwisely,  seeing  that  the  inferior 
French  red  wines  are  artificially  brought  to  something 
of  a  common  standard.  The  '  great  wines '  of  the 
Burgundy  district,  the  '  Clos  Vougeot,'  '  Eichebourg,' 
and  '  Eomanee  Conti,'  the  most  exquisite  of  wines, 
true  '  drink  of  the  gods,'  w^ill  probably  never  be  known 
in  their  full  perfection  beyond  the  region  of  their 
production.  They  will  hardly  bear  travel  by  land, 
and  transit  by  sea  almost  always  injures  them. 
Unfortunately,  in  the  case  of  the  wdne  of  modern 
times,  which  is  immeasurably  superior  to  all  others, 
the  skill  of  the  modern  wine  curer  utterly  breaks 
down. 

Though  port  wine  has  the  reputation  of  being  the 
most  adulterated  and  the  least  natural  of  all  wines,  it 
is,  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge  and  belief — and  I 
have  had  opportunities  of  watching  all  the  processes 
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of  making  it  during  thirteen  years — one  of  tlie  very 
purest.  I  believe  that  a  man  who  drinks  a  glass  of 
port  drinks  as  nearly  natural  and  as  concentrated  a 
form  of  fermented  grape  juice  as  it  is  humanly 
possible  to  set  before  him. 

There  are  no  secrets  and  there  is  no  reserve  about 
the  processes  of  port  vinification.  All  tlie  world  may 
learn  all  about  them,  and  the  Wine  Committee  of  the 
House  of  Commons  of  1870,  which  has  now  ended 
its  labours,  has  collected  and  sifted  so  much  evidence 
on  the  subject,  and  examined  and  cross-examined  so 
many  impartial  and  partial  witnesses,  that  no  one  has 
any  longer  an  excuse  for  ignoring  the  facts. 

Adulteration   is    in  wine,    as    in  everything  else, 
mostly  an  affair  of  competition  and  of  public  taste. 
Formerly  Englishmen  liked  i)ort  wine  to  be  almost 
black  in  colour  and  very  fruity  and  strong,  whereupon 
dried  elderberries  were  emploj-ed  to  help  to  stain  it. 
If  one  merchant  did  it,  his  rivals  had  to  follow  suit. 
It  was  dc[)lorable  enough,  but  a  little  too  much  was 
nuide  of  it,  for  the  wine  was  by  no  means  seriously 
injured    or    made    unwholesome.     The    light    wine 
])cople,  ol)liviousof  their  own  misdeeds,  were  terril)ly 
hurt  by  the  thought  that  anybody  could  dye  a  wine 
with  elderberries.     They  did  their  utmost  to  publisli 
tlie  iactund  to  proclaim  their  own  ijinocence.     Doing 
this  they  perhaps  did  not  mean  to  benefit  the  port 
wine  trade,  but  they  were  Balaams  unawares  :  meaning 
to  bring  a  curse,  they  brought  al)lessing  on  tlie  trade, 
for  though   the  ])ul)hc  were  not    made  to   leave  off 
liking  [)ort  wine,  they  left  off  liking  it  over  dark  an(l 
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fruity ;    and    straiglitway    the    elderberry    staining 
ceased. 

As  for  adulteration  by  logwood  it  alwa3's  was  a 
libellous  fable.  Any  cliemist  knows  that  the  peculiar 
reaction  of  logwood  makes  it  absolutely  inoperative 
as  a  dye  in  any  sort  of  wine.  As  long  as  the  public 
want  port  wdne  to  have  no  more  than  its  own  true 
garnet-red  colour,  which  turns  with  age  to  a  dark 
amber,  no  merchant  would  be  so  extravagant  as  to 
put  elderberry  into  it.  If  the  wine  is  required  to  be 
made  darker,  there  is  a  much  cheaper  dye  and  a  far 
more  beautiful  one  always  at  hand  in  Portugal :  it  is 
the  natural  colour  of  the  darker  varieties  of  the  port 
wine  grape.  To  say  that  grapes  are  cheaper  in  Por- 
tugal than  elderberries  in  England  seems  an  ex- 
aggeration, but  to  my  certain  knowledge  they  are 
much  cheaper.  About  three  years  ago  I  was  offered 
more  for  the  produce  of  a  few  elderberry  trees  in 
Surrey  than  I  could  get  for  an  equal  weight  of  the 
produce  of  my  vines  at  Oporto.  I  wish  to  make 
this  point  clear  in  support  of  my  contention  that 
port  wine  is  pure,  because  there  is  nothing  so  cheap 
as  port  wine  itself  to  adulterate  it  with.  A  curious 
fact  is  that  the  common  rough  clarety  wines  grown 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Oporto  and  drunk  by  the 
peasantry  are  often  dearer  than  the  choice  vintages 
of  the  port  wine  district.  The  apparent  anomaly  is 
to  be  accounted  for  by  the  fact  that  while  the  com- 
moner \dne.  is  drinkable  within  six  months  of  its 
leaving  the  wine  vat,  new  port  wine — the  trade  speak 
of  it  as  young  wine — has  gone  but  one  stage  of  its 
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juuniey  towards  l)L'iiiL^  ilriiikahlc  port  wine.  It  has 
to  be  kept,  to  be  racked,  to  be  fined,  to  be  skilfully 
^turned  over,'  to  be  carefully  watched,  to  be  fortilied 
Avith  distilled  wine,  and  ])revious  to  all  this  to  be 
carried  a  perilous  voyage  down  the  River  Douro,  to 
pay  warehouse  charges  in  Oporto  and  England,  to 
pay  a  tax  on  export,  a  heavy  import  duty,  merchants' 
profits,  freight  charges,  insurance  charges,  and  sev^eral 
others.  Port  wine  had  need  then  to  start  cheap,  for 
else  assuredly  none  but  millionaires  could  ever  drink  it. 
My  friend  Mr.  Gallenga,  the  eminent  correspon- 
dent of  the  '  Times,'  in  the  course  of  his  recent  im- 
})artial  investigations  into  the  mysteries  of  the  great 
wine  question,  informed  me,  in  illustration  of  the 
cheapness  of  wines  in  the  country  of  tlieir  production, 
that  a  pint  of  an  honest  red  wine  could  be  bought  in 
Piedmont  from  the  cask  on  a  market  day  for  20  cen- 
times ;  I  was  able  still  further  to  extend  the  limit  of 
^[r.  Gallenga's  illustration  by  informing  liim  that  I,  a 
farmer  in  Portugal,  would  be  glad  to  sell  sound  red 
wine,  excellent  of  its  kind,  from  my  own  vineyard  at 
considerably  less  than  three  pence  per  qiuirt.  To  be 
sure  my  wine,  made  on  a  granite  soil,  though  sound 
and  strong,  would  not  recommend  itself  to  a  culti- 
vated taste.  It  has  the  fjout  du  terrain,  which,  if  my 
recollection  serves  me,  nearly  all  tlie  wines  of  Northern 
Italy  possess.  Nevertheless  wine  is  wine,  and  it  can 
cost  no  more  to  make  it  on  a  good  soil  and  with  a 
good  aspect  than  under  tlie  most  unfavoural)le  cir- 
cumstances. Mr.  Gallenga  naturally  asked,  'Then 
where  do  all  the  profits  go?'     So  far  as  port  wine  is 


PORT   WINE.  255 

concerned  I  think  I  have  already  given  an  inteUigible 
answer  to  this  question. 

Port  wine  is  made  in  only  one  corner  of  Portugal. 
It  is  a  district  marked  out  by  nature  itself  to  be  one 
huge  vineyard ;  its  soil  is  a  peculiar  brown,  crumbling, 
slaty  schist ;  it  is  cut  off  from  the  sea  by  one  lofty 
range  of  mountains,  it  is  shut  in  from  the  north  and 
east  by  others.  This  district  of  the  port  wine  vine- 
yards is  hilly  and  precipitous,  and  the  vines  groM'  on 
the  barren-looking  soil  built  up  into  multitudinous 
terraces  often  from  top  to  bottom  of  the  hills.  This 
singular  tract  lies  about  sixty  miles  up  tlie  Douro  and 
on  its  banks,  and  it  occupies  a  strip  of  country  about 
twenty-seven  miles  in  length,  and  live  or  six  in  breadth. 
It  is  cold  here  in  winter,  but  in  summer  the  sun 
shines  into  the  narrow  valley,  and  is  reverberated  from 
the  hill  amphitheatres  with  a  particular  intensity. 
The  whole  region,  cut  off  from  the  breezes,  lies  still 
and  becalmed  under  the  summer  sun  :  the  heat  is 
tropical.  NoAvhere  else  in  Europe  can  the  vines  get 
such  a  roasting,  nowhere  else  are  the  juices  of  the 
grape  elaborated  into  such  a  rich  and  potent  liquor. 
One  understands  port  wine  at  the  first  glance  of  the 
wine  country.  It  would  of  course  be  easy  to  get  a 
hotter  summer  in  the  tropics,  but  the  vine  is  not  a 
plant  of  the  tropics,  it  wants  the  severe  cold  of  winter 
to  give  it  a  seasonable  rest.  It  gets  this :  the  port 
wine  district  is  one  of  the  few  parts  of  Portugal  where 
I  have  seen  ice  that  will  bear  a  man. 

The  popidation  of  the  wine  country  is  scanty,  and 
is    of    course    composed    chiefly   of    wine    farmers. 
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Laboureivs  arc  few,  hut  when  the  vhics  require  tlieir 
annual  hoeings  and  pi'uning,  and  at  vintage  time, 
men  flock  in  from  the  neighbouring  provinces  and 
from  as  far  oft'  as  tlie  mountains  of  GaUcia  in 
northern  Spain. 

In  the  port  wine  district  the  vines  are  grown  as 
bushes— something  as  currant  trees  are  Avitli  us. 
They  are  closely  pruned  down  early  in  the  year  and 
the  summer  shoots  are  supported  by  stakes.  Else- 
where in  the  Peninsula  (except  wliere  a  specially 
cTood  wine  is  wanted)  the  vine  is  trained  over 
trelhses  or  against  pollarded  trees.  It  is  pretty  and 
tliere  are  more  grapes  got  in  this  way,  but  the  wine 

is  poor. 

The  vintaxre  begins  towards  tlie  end  of  September  ; 
it  is  conducted  more  or  less  in  the  manner  I  have 
already  described.  Mucli  care  and  knowledge  arc  re- 
quired in  the  selection  of  the  right  proportions  of  the 
many  varieties  of  grapes  tluit  grow  in  tlie  district,  some 
for  colour,  some  for  flavour,  some  for  bouquet,  some 
for  strengtli  ;  and  scientific  instruments  (saccharo- 
meters)  are  used  to  determine  the  riglit  moment  for 
drawing  oft'  tlie  must.  It  is  drawn  into  tonels,  huge 
ca.sks  often  with  a  capacity  of  over  thirty  pipes. 
The  drawing  oft"  and  the  slight  addition  of  alcohol 
now  nnide  arrests  or  nearly  arrests  the  fermentation. 

When  I  say  alcohol  in  connection  with  a  high  or 
fairly  high  c.la.ss  of  jkhI  wine,  I  ought  to  say  distilled 
wine  It  is  a  spirit  distilled  from  the  wine  itself  and 
contains  of  course  only  that  which  is  inherent  in  the 
wine    it    is   derived    from.     Tliis    spirit    thus    ndded 
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(luring  the  growth,  as  it  were,  of  the  wine,  becomes 
chemically  incorporated  and  combined  with  it.  This 
fact  came  out  clearly  in  the  evidence  before  tlie  last 
Parhamentary  committee. 

With  the  cold  of  autumn  the  wine  deposits  its 
lees ;  it  is  then  racked  off  into  the  ordinary  port  wine 
pipes— a  long  and  narrow  cask  containing  115  gallons. 
In  tlie  spring  it  is  carried  down  the  Douro  to  the 
warehouses  of  the  merchants  at  Oporto. 

It  is  the  practice  of  the  estabhslied  Enghsh  wine 
merchants  at  Oporto  to  buy  the  grape  produce  of 
the  vineyards  and   to  have  the  ^vine  made   by   tlie 
farmers  under  their  own  superintendence,  watclied 
and  warehoused  by  their  own  employes,  and  finally 
brouglit   into    tlieir    own    keeping  at   Oporto.     The 
wine  firms  hold   enormous  stocks  of  wine  in   their 
warehouses  ripening  for  Enghsh  consumption.     This 
large  stock  is  essential  to  the  business,  for  the  wines 
shipped  are  of  two  sorts  :  '  vintage  '  wines,  that  is, 
wines  of  a  particular  year  ;  and  '  brand  '  wines,  which 
are  usually  made  up  of  the  vintages  of  several  years. 
When  a  shipper  gets   an  order  for,  say,  a  hundred 
pipes  (more  or  less)  of  w4ne  of  a  particular  character, 
he  naturally  requires  a  great  variety  of  wines  where- 
Avith  to  make  up  the  order.     It  is  to  be   observed 
that  a  brand  wdne  is  not  by  any  means  an  inferior 
wine :  it  may  often  indeed  be  superior  to  a  vintage 
wine,  and  depends  of  course  upon  the  quahty  of  the 
wines  of  which  it  is  made  up.     Except  in  remarkable 
years,  where  nature  combines  in  one  vintage  all  the 
various  excellences  wdiich  port  wine  can  possess,  I 
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iini  inclined  to  think  that  port,  like  hermitage,  is  the 
better  for  being  made  up  of  the  produce  of  different 
vineyards  and  even  different  years.  The  wine  district, 
as  I  have  sliown,  is  one  huge  vineyard  ;  beyond  its 
limits  little  good  wine  is  made,  within  them  httle 
that  is  not  good.  There  is  therefore  no  need  for 
classification  of  wines  by  tlie  names  of  their  vine- 
yards as  in  France.  Some  few  port  wine  vineyards 
especially  favoured  in  soil  and  aspect  are  known  to 
fame.  Vesuvio,  lioeda,  Iloriz,  Noval,  and  a  ^•ery  few 
others  have  reputations  beyond  Portugal. 

It  will  be  seen  from  my  account  of  port  wine 
throwing,  making,  and  selling  tliat  the  trade  is  some- 
tliingof  a  monopoly — a  monopoly  of  a  legitimate  kind 
enough,  resulting  fiom  the  skill  and  knowledge 
appHinl  to  it  and  the  capital  invested.  The  sup])ly 
too  is  limited  by  tlie  limits  of  the  region  wliicli 
furni.shes  it.  What  with  the  ravages  of  the  oidium 
disease  in  tlie  past  and  of  the  Phylloxera  Vastatrix  in 
the  present  and  future,  I  do  not  think  tlie  port  wine 
country  will  in  future  years  ever  send  more  than 
40,000  pipes  of  wine  to  England. 

When  I  speak  of  a  monopoly,  I  do  not  mean  that 
competition  does  not  exist.  It  is  active  enough — 
witness  the  low  price  of  port  wine — but  it  is  confined 
in  the  long  run  to  the  established  firms.  An  outsider 
can  only  satisfactorily  enter  the  trade  by  the  slow 
process  of  esta])lishing  warehouses,  getting  together  a 
skilled  staff'  and  j)urchasing  a  stock.  To  be  sure 
there  arc  occasional  op])ortunities  of  buying  wine  in 
open    market,  and  sudi    wine  may  even  bean    Imncst 
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wine,  but  it  may  also  be  iiotliing  of  the  kind.  Tliere 
is  a  class  of  persons  in  the  wine  district  who  have  got 
themselves  the  name  of  Boticarios—ajyothecaiies— 
and  who  have  the  reputation  of  compounding  their 
wines  with  queer  ingredients.  Their  wine  may  seem 
fair  enough,  but  wines,  hke  men,  must  have  fair  ante- 
cedents as  well  as  a  fair  seeming.  A  wise  man  will 
no  more  take  such  doubtful  liquors  into  his  cellar 
than  he  will  take  a  servant  into  his  service  without  a 
character.  The  one  is  apt  to  turn  sour,  and  the  other 
to  steal  his  spoons.  I  do  not  think  such  wine  as  this 
often  finds  its  way  to  England.  I  hope  it  does  not. 
Fortunately  for  us  there  is  a  demand  for  wine  not  of 
the  highest  quahty  in  Portugal  itself,  and  for  shipment 
to  Brazil. 

There  is  a  method  of  adulterating  port  wine  which 
I  fear  is  not  uncommon,  but  it  can  only  be  practised 
in  Great  Britain.  It  consists  in  mixing  it  with  the 
red  wine  made  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Tarragona  in 
Spain.  This  Spanish  wine  is  as  nearly  as  possible 
half  the  price  of  the  very  cheapest  port  wine.  It  is 
made  as  port  wine  is  made,  and  is  quite  a  harmless, 
sound  and  honest  wine,  very  Hke  port  wine  to  look  at] 
but  having  httle  or  none  of  those  quahties  of  high 
flavour  and  bouquet,  none  of  those  essential  etherous 
attributes  which  make  port  wine  a  wine  apart.  A 
mixture  with  '  Spanish  red,'  as  this  estimable  liquid 
is  called,  only  spoils  port  wine  in  the  sense  that  it 
dilutes  it.  It  may  be  well  supposed  that  '  Spanish 
red  '  is  sometimes  a  sore  subject  with  port  wine 
merchants.     It    may  be    argued,  however,  that   the 
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demand  for  port  in  England  is  so  much  greater  than 
the  supply,  that  it  is  just  as  well  for  producers  and 
consumers  alike  that  it  is  adulterated  with  nothing 
worse  than  red  Tarragona   wine.     The  adulteration 
only  applies  to  the  cheapest  kinds  of  wine — such  as 
is  sold  in  public  houses  ;  but  working  men  are  getting 
to  be  connoisseurs,  and  many  such  establishments  I 
am  told  enjoy  a  reputation  for  selling  only  the  })ure 
port  wine    of  known  firms.     I  do  not  suppose  that 
any  really  respectable  English  wine  merchant  would 
mix  his  wine  with  anything.     Nevertheless,  whenever 
port  wine  seems  to  the  customers  to  lack  flavour  and 
the  price  is  not  very  low,  a  civd  inquiry  pointing  to 
the    possible    presence   of  '  Spanish    red  '  might    be 
judicious. 

Some  years  ago,  '  it  came  to  my  knowledge  '  (as 
poHcemen  say)  in  my  official  capacity  in  tliis  city  that 
a  very  curious  error  in  geography  was  being  perpe- 
trated.    Some  eighteen  casks  of  red  wine  had  come 
all  the  way  to  Oporto  from  the  east  coast  of  Spain 
for  transhipment  at  this  port  to  England.     Tt  seemed 
to  me  quite  to  come  within  the  sphere  of  my  ofilcial 
duties  to  mention  the  fact  of  this  circuitous  voyage 
in  a  telegram  to  the  Customs  authorities  at  home,  ami 
when  the  ship  reached  its  destination  a  custom  house 
officer  was  ready  with  a  branding  iron  to  mark  the 
eighteen    impostors    indelibly   with   tlie  words   '  Ked 
wine  from  Spain.'     Xu  one  consequently  was  a  loser 
by  this  freak  of  navigation,  and   the  spirited  importer 
was  no  gainer. 

Tt  would  not  very  well   become  me  to  go  fully  in 
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this  place  into  the  question  of  the  wine  duties,  which 
there  is  some  talk  of  modifying,  nor  do  I  think  my 
readers  would  be  greatly  entertained  Avith  me  if  I  did. 
Yet  it  is  a  great  question  with  much  of  human  interest 
about  it :  a  subject  for  a  three  hours'  Budget-speech, 
a  question  for  bold  financial  generahzation,  full  of 
interesting  detail,  bristhng  with  facts  and  data  ;  with 
all  sorts  of  conflicting  interests  to  steer  between,  and 
the  haven  in  sight  of  great  commercial  development 
and  of  great  pliilanthropic  results.  It  is  a  thing 
for  only  one  great  statesman  and  orator  to  meddle 
with. 

I  will  therefore  say  no  more  than  this — that  our 
wane  duties  oppress  no  one   very  much.     They  are 
not  a  pressing  grievance.     They   bring,  in   a   very 
comfortable  way,  not  very  far  short  of  two  millions 
sterhng.     We  can   get    along  with  them  very  plea- 
santly, but   if  France,  Spain,  and  Portugal  like  to 
make  it  worth  our  while,  we  wdll  reduce  the  duties 
in  their  interests,  in  our  own,  and  in  those  of  free 
trade.     Instead  of  making  France  pay  a  shilling  a 
gallon  on  her  wine  w^e  might  let  her  off  with  six- 
pen<^e,  and  Spain  and  Portugal  might  obtain  admission 
for  {heir  sherries  and  ports  with  a  shilhng  payment 
on  each  gallon  instead  of  half-a-crown,  which  is  the 
present  duty.    If  we  lower  our  duties  in  this  way  and 
make  no  treaty  bargains  with  these  three  countries 
it  is  free  trade  and  good  sense,  but  it  is  freer  trade 
and  better  sense  if  we  low^er  the  duties  and  make 
good  bargains  too  ;  always  assuming  that  the  achieve- 
ment of  three  commercial  treaties  abreast  is  a  diplo- 
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iiialir  i)ossil)ility,  ^vlli(•ll  is  extremely  doubtful.  Only 
let  tlic  arrangements  be  for  a  long  term,  that  there 
may  be  no  turning  back  towards  the  road  to  pro- 
tection. 

I    have  been  often  questioned,  as  a  person  who 
ought  to  know,  as  to  the  dietetical  properties  of  port 
wine.     Certainly    if  the  general    public    are   in    no 
better  agreement  on  tlie  point  than  tlic  doctors   tliere 
is    ])lenty    of    occasion    for  such    questioning.      We 
have  recently  liad  an  active  controversy  among  the 
faculty  chiefly  on  this  very  point,  and  it  struck   me 
when  I  read  it  that  anyone  with  strong  opinions  on 
either  side  might  find  the  fullest  medical  autliorily 
for  his  views.     My  own  modest  opinion  about  wine 
entirely  coincides  with  that  which  the  world  at  large 
lias   held  for  several    thousand  years  past,  and  will 
])r()bably  hold  for  as  long  a  time  to  come.     It  is  that 
wine   in    moderation  is  the  best  and  most  harmless 
restorative  in  health  and  sickness  that  the  ingenuity  of 
man  has  ever  invented.     I  think  that  the  more  a  wine 
is  a  wine  the  more  restorative  it  is.     Whatever  may 
be  the  theoretical  views  of  some  medical  gentlemen,  I 
find  there  is  a  consensus  of  practice  among  the  doctors 
of  all  nations  to  give  wine  to  tlic  convalescent  and  to 
I  he  weakly,  and   U)  give  tlicni   the  most  vinous  wine 
for    choice.     The    consum])tion   of  ])ort  wine  at  the 
fioudon  hospitals  is,  to  my  knowledge,  enormous. 

'Hie  )>urc  wine  theorists  conceive  that  sound  light 
claret  is  more  digestible  than  slierry  and  ])ort.  I 
think  there  can  be  no  doubt  about  it ;  so  also  is  claret 
an<l  water  more  digestible  than  pure  claret,  ami   rice 
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pudding  lighter  food  tlian  beef  and  bread  ;  but  if  a 
healthy  man,  in  full  work  of  brain  or  muscle,  wants  to 
maintain  his  health  and  his  strength,  or  having  been 
ill  to  get  well  again,  he  had  better  drink  something 
more  restorative  tlian  claret  and  water,  and  eat  some- 
thing more  substantial  than  rice  pudding. 

Some  few  doctors  in  the  controversy  differed  from 
their  brother  doctors  to  tlie  extent  of  advising  people 
to  drink  spirits  and  water  rather  than  wine.     This 
suggestion  seems  to  me  to  be  singularly  opposed  to 
common  sense,  and  to  be  put  forward  on  the  assump- 
tion that  it  is  the  alcohol  in  the  wine  that  is  chiefly 
restorative  and  of  value,  Avhich  is  altogether  a  mis- 
take.     It  is  not  the  alcohol,  but  the  ethers  and  the 
other   various    and   purely    vinous   ingredients,    tlie 
cunning  product  of  nature's  own  laboratory,  which 
chiefly  are  restorative.     It  is  not  exactly  a  chemical 
question,  for  the  best  chemists  can  teU  us  little  on 
these  obscure  points.     It  is  a  question  settled  by  any 
one  who  drinks  a  glass  of  fine  old  burgundy,  or  of 
port,  or  of  sweet  tokay.     Solvitur  hibendo.     I  consider 
this  suggestion  of  the  doctors  to  be  a  particularly 
mischievous  one,  because  raw  spirits,  with  or  without 
water,  spirits   not  incorporated  and    combined  with 
wine,  are  to  most  people  stimulating,  and   certainly 
neither  soothing  nor  restorative.     They  certainly  also 
are  injurious  sooner  or  later.     If  a  man  takes  a  glass 
of  wine  when  he  requires  it  he  is  satisfied :  he   has 
taken  a  calmative  and   a  tonic.      If  he   drinks  the 
equivalent  alcohol  in  the  shape  of  spirits  and  water 
he  is  not  satisfied  or  made  the  better,  the  dose  is  too 
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Viiiall  to  calm  his  iici-ves,  and  large  enough  to  do  him 
a  hurt.  He  -wants  more  and  he  goes  on.  I  think 
ii"  ^vc  Enghsli  drank  wine  and  beer,  eschewing  spirits, 
we  should  cease  to  l)c  a  nation  of  drunkards.^  I 
hardly  see  a  druidvcn  man  about  O])orto,  where  strong 
port  wine  is  to  begot  for  a  trifle  in  every  public  house. 
The  southern  S})aniards  are  as  sober  as  the  Portuguese, 

'  T?ut  it  must  not  lie  light  wine.  That  the  light  wine  of  France 
was  to  wean  lis  from  spirits,  close  the  gin  palaces,  and  ni:ikc  Eng- 
land sober  and  viituous,  was  the  plea,sant  vision  raised  for  us  in 
1860,  and  too  soon  discovered  to  be  a  dream.  It  is  found  in  prac- 
tice that  the  general  run  of  men  who  drink  light  wine  qualify  it 
by  drinking  spirits  neat.  The  Asaommoir  is  set  up  in  the  Paris 
wine  shop,  men  want  alcoliol  all  the  more  for  getting  little  of  it 
in  thfir  wine,  and  take  a  dram  with  ne;irly  eveiy  glass  of  claret. 
]t  almost  sounds  like  .an  exaggeration  to  say  as  mucli  as  this,  and 
though  I  know  very  well  it  is  true,  I  should  hardly  venture  to 
jait  it  on  paper  but  for  the  admissions  of  some  of  the  French  wit- 
nesses before  the  recent  Parliament;\iy  Wine  Committee. 

INI.  Lalande,  President  of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce  of  Bor- 
deaux, says  (No.  r)268)  :  *  In  spite  of  the  enormous  increase  in  the 
duties  on  our  spirits  since  tlie  wai-,  the  consumption  has  increiused, 
and  also  the  consumption  of  wine  has  been  increasing  too.  There 
8«^ms  to  be  not  much  relation  between  the  two.'  That  is,  one 
dcK's  not  supplant  the  other.  The  evidence  of  M.  Tcissonnicre, 
V'ice-PrcsiiU'nt  of  the  Chaml»er  of  Connncice  of  Paris,  is  stronger 
still.  He  actually  suggests  the  lowering  of  the  duty  on  light 
wines  in  this  country,  on  the  ground  that  more  consumption  of 
them  includes  more  consumption  of  sjiirits,  and  would  secure  a 
larger  spirit  revenue !  '  This  drink,'  he  says  (Answer  No.  50), 
mejiiiiug  light  wine,  'brought  into  general  consmnption  would  in- 
creaM'  the  cousumption  of  your  alcoholic  licjuors,  and  I  will  give 
you  «'.\ami)h>.s  in  jtroof  of  that  from  France.'  .  .  .  '  The  city  of 
Paris  which  consumes  annually  4,000,000  hectolitras  of  wines 
consumes  also  1,173,000  of  alcohol.' 

'I'his  is  on  the  whole  the  })e8t  argument  I  have  yet  met  with 
for  lowering  the  diitits  on  those  strong  fidl  wines  whidi  cotainl 
do  harnilcs-ly  Miptr«;de  the  use  of  alcoholic  drink. 
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thoiigli  strong  wine  is  tlieir  drink  too.  I  liope  the 
small  minority  of  doctors  who  recommend  raw  spirits 
to  their  patients  will  take  all  these  points  into  tlieir 
consideration  and  modify  their  oj^inions. 

So  much  for  the  doctors,  who,  though  they  do  not 
acrree  amono;  themselves,  and  micrht  therefore  be  left 
to  answer  each  other,  are  yet  practical  men.  As  for 
the  wine  speciahsts,  they  are  nothing  of  the  kind,  and 
no  more  to  be  imphcitly  trusted  than  other  speciahsts 
in  science.  If  I  did  not  fear  to  seem  mahcious  I  could 
tell  some  queer  anecdotes  of  certain  conflicts  of  practice 
and  theory  on  the  part  of  these  gentlemen.  Their 
theories  are  gospel  truths  to  them  and  to  people  who 
run  after  new  doctrine,  only  until  they  are  reversed 
by  newer  theories ;  and  impartial  observers  see  that 
this  reversal  happens  in  a  cycle  of  about  three  years. 
Such  theories  as  they  favour  us  with  would  never  get 
a  footing  among  us  at  all  if  only  we  could  afford  time 
and  patience  and  knowledge  and  preliminary  scepti- 
cism for  a  close  examination  of  them.     In  short, 

*  C'est  notie  ciedulite  qui  fait  leiu'  science.' 

In  conclusion  I  will  rejDcat  in  very  plain  terms 
what  is  after  all  the  most  important  axiom  in  connection 
with  wine.  It  is  that  such  a  red  wine  as  port,  grown 
in  the  centre  of  the  geographical  zone  which  is  the 
habitat  of  the  vine  plant,  and  under  favouring  in- 
fluences of  soil  and  aspect,  is  so  full  of  all  the  finest 
vinous  attributes,  and  therefore,  unfortunately,  of  all 
the  elements  of  decay,  that  it  requires  a  fuller  anti- 
septic   treatment    than   other  and   poorer   wines.     I 
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liavc  sllu^vll  liow  tlie  ancients,  skilful  crnologists, 
indirectly  alcoholized  their  wines  though  they  knew 
not  the  art  of  distillation.  Falernian  was,  I  am 
absolutely  sure,  as  fully  alcoholized  as  the  strongest 
port  wine.  Modern  portwune  makers  alcoholize  their 
wine  directly,  and  no  ini])artial  man  can  deny  that 
the  result  is  an  excellent  result.  If  it  be  allcifcd  that 
they  i)ut  too  much  spirit  into  their  wine,  they  rej)ly 
very  convincingly  that  spirit  is  six  times  dearer  than 
wine,  and  that  it  is  clearly  to  tlieir  interest  to  use  as 
little  as  will  keep  the  wine  sound. 

Whether  port  contain  much  or  little  s])irit — I  am 
myself  in  favour  of  the  least  that  is  possible — it  has 
one  signal  advantage  over  all  other  red  wines  of  its 
high  vinous  quahty  :  it  is  safe,  it  will  travel,  and  it  is 
long-lived.  A  man  may  invest  in  it  with  the  con- 
fidence with  which  he  buys  into  the  three  per  cents. 
If  a  man  buys  a  cask  of  fine  burgundy  in  England 
and  bottles  it,  the  odds  are,  so  far  as  my  experience 
goes,  considerably  against  the  wine's  remaining  sound 
for  two  years.  He  may  as  well  lay  out  his  money  in 
Turkish  or  Egyptian  stock.  If  a  man  makes  a  similar 
investment  in  good  claret,  the  odds  are  certainly 
greatly  in  fiivour  of  the  wine's  keeping  and  of  its  im- 
proving, at  least  up  to  a  certain  date ;  but  if  a  man 
invests  in  ])ort  wine,  it  is  not  a  question  of  odds  at 
all.  Let  him  buy  a  pipe,  or  a  hogshead,  or  a  quarter 
<ask  of  port  wine  at  a  fair  j)rice  through  a  respect- 
able wine  merchant  and  the  element  of  chance  is 
eliminated.  It  is  an  absolute  certainty  that  the  wine 
will   not   only  keep  sound  but   will   impiove  in   value 
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every  year  of  its  life.     Not  only  is  his  capital  safe  but 
the  wine  will  pay  him  interest. 

If  I  am  asked  what  is  a  fair  price,  I  must  answer 
that,  not  being  a  wine  merchant,  it  does  not  become 
me  to  say. 
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CllAl'TEK   VII. 

A    rOUTUGUESE   TROY. 

Nature,  whose  mastery  of  luiiid  in  decorating  tlic 
scenes,  flies,  and  slips  of  her  own  great  airy  tlieatrc, 
lias  been  the  theme  of  scenery-loving  travellers' 
admiration  from  all  times,  is,  it  must  be  confessed, 
not  seldom  a  very  pour  landscape  painter. 

Tlie  tourist  who  passes  over  the  river  Tagus  at 
Lisbon  may,  if  he  pleases,  get  a  striking  illustration 
of  this  fact.  The  ferry  steamer  from  tliat  city 
crosses  in  less  than  an  liour  the  broad  estuary  of  the 
Tagus,  and  lands  its  passengers  at  Barreiro,  amid 
black  and  muddy  beach  waves  whence  the  paddles 
of  the  boat  churn  up  fearful  exhalations.  Barreiro 
is  the  terminus  of  the  railway  which  iiins  eastward 
to  Evora  and  Bcja — famous  cities  in  Konum  and  in 
Moorisli  times,  and  now  still  goodly  resorts  of  men — 
and  southward  to  Setui)al. 

As  I  was  making  this  little  voyage  on  my  way 
to  Setubal,  and  as  the  steamer  neared  the  southern 
shores  of  the  Tagus,  I  heard  the  words  '  How  fine ! ' 
break,  as  it  wei-e,  involuntarily  from  the  lips  of  an 
English   traveller  st;jnding   by    mv    side  among   the 
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crowd  on  board.  I  regarded  first  the  view  and  then 
the  very  intelUgent-looking  person  who  had  ad- 
mired it. 

'  Pray,'  I  asked,  '  do  you  mean  this  view  here  in 
front  of  us  over  the  shore  fiats,  with  the  green 
fields  and  white  and  red  houses  in  the  distance  ? ' 

'  Not  at  all,'  said  the  intelligent  person  ;  '  I  mean 
the  one  to  our  right,  where  those  beautifully 
coloured  red  and  yellow  hills  rise  from  tlie  river  edge, 
and  the  stone  pines,  growing  along  the  hill-crest,  cut 
the  blue  sky  ;  and  see  how  tlie  waves  ripple  ond 
foam  upon  the  sandy  beach.     Lovely  !     Lovely  ! ' 

I  easily  perceived  that  my  intelHgent-looking 
acquaintance  had  belied  his  expression,  and  was  talk- 
ing nonsense.  There  was  indeed  some  httle  attempt 
at  a  picture,  but  the  result  was  absolute  failure. 
Nature  indeed  always  draws  correctly—  so  does  photo- 
graphy— but  of  composition,  harmony,  effect,  breadth, 
keeping,  suggestiveness  (the  most  important  of  all), 
there  was  not  a  trace.  Offences  there  were  against 
every  canon  of  art,  as  we  dwellers  upon  earth  have 
come  to  lay  them  down.  The  red  and  yellow  of  the 
bare  cUff-side  were  crude,  and  harmonized  neitlier 
with  sea  nor  sky  ;  the  sky  looked  more  like  a  newly- 
painted  blue  wall  than  the  transparent  vault  of  heaven; 
the  water  between  us  and  the  cHff  was  deplorable 
as  water,  it  seemed  distinctly  convex  instead  of  flat,  as 
I  have  too  often  seen  the  seas  and  lakes  of  young 
amateurs  in  water-colour  art ;  the  foam  of  the  waves 
on  the  shore  could  have  been  represented  by  a  line 
drawn  in  white  chalk  witli  a  ruler.     The  puny  stone- 
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pines — those  elianning  accessories  in  my  acquaint- 
ance's eyes — were  in  foct  no  more  picturesque  tl»an, 
and  very  like,  a  long  row  of  dark-green  cotton 
umbrellas  opened  and  planted  in  the  ground.  It  was 
altogether  as  an  nrt-work  a  pitiable  failure. 

As  one  secret  of  the  art  of  lacing  good  company 
is  to  know  less  and  have  worse  taste  than  one's  com- 
panion, of  course  I  expressed  nothing  of  my  views  to 
the  intelhgent-looking  person  in  question.  If  these 
pages  should  unfortunately  fall  under  the  eye  of  my 
acquaintance,  if  he  sliould  remember  his  fellow-pas- 
senger on  the  ferry-boat,  who  affably  responded, 
*  Ah,  to  be  sure  ! '  to  his  eulogy  of  the  southern  shore 
of  the  Tagus,  lie  must  bear  him  no  malice,  but  reflect 
tliat  thought  is  free  and  tastes  may  differ. 

I  lost  sight  of  my  acquaintance  at  the  station, 
Barreiro :  he  may  liave  gone  east ;  I  went  south  to 
Setubal.  Had  he  been  with  me,  I  suspect  that  we 
should  have  found  ourselves  in  most  perfect  accord 
in  our  opinion  of  the  hideous  and  dreary  wastes  of 
country  over  which  the  train  passes.  Never,  I  think, 
anyAvhere  have  I  seen  agriculture  fighting  at  such 
odds  against  the  soil,  and  figliting  successfully  too,  for 
these  tliin,  sandy  dunes,  with  here  and  there  a  mud 
creek,  here  and  there  a  patch  of  rusty  moorland,  tlic 
whole  flat  stretch  of  countiy  treeless,  dreary,  barren, 
inliospitablc,  produce  the  best-flavoured  and  most 
famous  wine  of  Soutliern  Portugal — tlie  Lavradio,  so 
called  from  the  handet  of  that  name,  wlience,  too,  a 
name  far  l)etter  known  to  England  tlian  the  wine, 
lh:it  nf  II. E.   tlif  l.ilf  Count   (»f  Lavradio.   tlic   most 
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popular  of  Portuguese  ministers  at  the  Court  of  St. 
James's. 

Had  Dante  chosen  to  represent  the  future  state  of 
the  Avickecl  and  impenitent  farmer,  he  might  have 
placed  him  in  some  such  region  as  that  which 
we  are  now  passing  through.  "Mr.  Arch  himself 
could  wish  our  Enoiish  tenant-farmers  no  worse  an 
Inferno ! 

Soil,  sun,  and  wind  fight  against  the  tiller  of  the 
land.  The  soil  is  no  more  consistent  than  the  con- 
tents of  an  hour-glass,  the  rain  sinks  through  it  with- 
out benefit.  The  fervid  sun  generates  indeed  some 
rare  oenanthic  fragrance  in  the  grape,  but  its  fierce- 
ness withers  and  kills,  as  I  can  see,  half  the  vine 
plants  in  the  vineyards  ;  and  these  vineyards,  what 
almost  weird  and  dreary  things  they  must  seem  to 
the  first  glance  of  eyes  not  used  to  vine  growing  ! 
Now  in  early  spring  there  is  hardly  a  green  leaf  show- 
ing- and  no  suggestion  of  the  lush  leafage  of  the 
graceful  '  gadding  vine,'  as  it  shows  itself  on  trelhses 
in  Italy  and  Northern  Portugal.  Hereabouts  a  vine- 
yard is  a  rough  field,  unenclosed  save  by  a  low  sand 
mound,  stuck  along  its  ridge  here  and  there  with  a 
stunted  aloe  or  prickly  pear, — a  poor  pretence  of  a 
fence,  passable  everywhere.  The  weed-grown,  sandy 
expanse  within  is  the  vineyard,  and  at  every  two 
yards  there  uprear  themselves  dark  twisted  stumps, 
hke  black  snakes  with  their  heads  and  half  their 
bodies  in  the  air^  contorted  in  their  struggles  to  free 
themselves  from  imprisonment  in  the  earth  beneath. 
These  are  the  vines,  pruned  back,  and   as  tlie  spring 
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goes  on  they  will  put  forth  leaves  and   four  or  live 
weakly,  yard-long  shoots. 

The  wheat-crops  on  the  sandy  soil  are  not  more 
promising ;  they  are  indeed  almost  ludicrous  in  their 
scantiness.  Each  seed  grain  has  sent  up  but  a  single 
stem,  quill-like  in  its  thinness  and  untillered.  What 
fiirmer  could  set  about  seriously  to  reap  and  stack 
and  garner  and  thrash  such  a  hollow  mockery  of  a 
crop?  Why,  one  might  hand-pick  half  an  acre  of 
such  poor  stuff  and  carry  it  off  like  a  nosegay  !  A 
couple  of  active  English  gleaners  might  clear  a  field 
of  it  in  a  day,  and  garner  it  in  their  cottage  kitchens! 
The  wind  draughts  passing  east  and  west  along  the 
great  Tagus  estuary  peculiarly  torment  this  unsheltered 
plain.  Hardly  a  tree  will  stand  against  them  any- 
where, and  the  great  reed  cane,  indispensable  to  make 
stakes  for  the  vine  plant,  three  times  a  man's  height 
in  more  favoured  localities,  dwindles  here  to  walking- 
stick  size.  The  very  instruments  of  labour  seem  to 
be  such  as  might  have  been  devised  to  add  to  the 
husbandman's  burden  of  toil.  The  hoe  is  but  a  cubit 
Ions  in  the  handle,  and  the  worker  with  it  must  bend 
to  the  very  earth.  The  blade  is  constructed  to  suit 
the  soil  he  works  in  ;  it  is  broader  and  a  good  deal 
longer  than  an  English  spade,  and  set  on  at  a  sharp 
angle  with  its  handle.  One  sees  innumerable  fla-shes 
of  these  great  hoes  in  the  sun,  for  the  toihng  of 
labourers  seems  to  be  incessant,  and  of  the  load  of 
dry,  sandy  soil  lifted  into  the  air,  a  tliird  seems  each 
time  to  run  oil"  like  w;itpr  before  it  ran  bo  turned  to 
its  new  position. 
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Malaria  hangs  in  the  air  here  ;  the  inhabitants 
are  all  ague  smitten— there  is  no  mistaking  tlie  signs 
of  it  on  tlieir  pale  and  haggard  faces.  There  is 
hardly  a  bird  or  a  wild  flower,  though  the  former 
generally  is  no  appreciator  of  either.  Only,  for  wild 
flowers,  is  the  httle  moss-Uke  mid  sorrel,  whose  blood- 
red  blossom  stains  the  ground  in  broad  patches  as  if 
real  blood  has  just  been  shed  on  it— fit  adornment 
for  our  Inferno.  The  air  is  quite  songless,  and  the 
only  beat  of  wings  is  when  the  great  marsh-harrier 
or  the  dark-feathered  buzzard  flits  overhead,  broodino- 
as  a  poetical  fancy  might  have  it,  hke  the  spirit  of 
evil  over  this  curse-stricken  place,  and  also,  as  the 
farmer's  fears  no  doubt  more  often  suggest,  on  the 
look-out  for  his  stray  chickens  near  the  formstead. 

Now,  see  what  a  cunning  artist  is  Nature  after  all, 

and  what  force  there  is  in  contrast !     ^Vlien  our  senses 

have  become  quite   impenetrated   with    this  dreary 

scene,  with  the  stagnant  mud-creeks,  the  tawny  sand, 

showing  unseemly  among  the  straggling  wheat  plants, 

with  the  want  of  greenery,  of  shade,  of  growing  and 

moving  things— for  there  is  not  a  cloud  even  to^drop 

its    shadow   on   the  level  earth— then  suddenly  the 

tram  passes  through  a  dividing  ridge,  and  in  an  instant 

we  are  in  a  new  and  a  marvellously  beautiful  land. 

League-long  groves  of  orange  and  lemon  trees  fiU  the 

valley,  their  new-shot  blossoms  are  akeady  shomng, 

the  air  is  full  everywhere  of  their  scent,  while  stSl 

the  fair  ripe  fruit  is  hanging  on  the  branches,  '  golden 

lamps  in   a  green  night '  of  leafage.     The  fields  are 

dark   green  ^Wth    the   rank   luxuriance   of  crrowino- 
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crops.  Fruit  trees  of  every  kind,  peacli.  alinoixl, 
pear,  and  i-hcrry,  are  in  full  blossom,  and  every  cor- 
ner of  waste  ground  is  radiant  with  the  bloom  of 
spring  flowers. 

Geology  is  what  will  best  explain  this  sudden 
transformation.  We  have  left  the  alluvial  sand-flats 
of  some  ancient  sea,  and  are  now  among  the  rocks, 
clays  and  schists,  sandstones  and  limestones  of  the 
oolites.  Few  formations  have  sucli  boldly  contorted 
rock-])eaks,  sucdi  trium])hs  of  Nature's  masonry  in 
mountain  and  clilT,  such  intensely  red  rock  surfaces, 
such  perfect  harmonies  of  greys  and  purj)les. 

On  a  great  massive  rliO'  in  the  valley  is  set  the 
ancient  Moorish  stronghold  of  ralmella — still  a  strong 
place  of  arms — witli  the  oblique  rays  of  the  morning 
sun  slanting  brightly  on  its  square  towers  and  tall 
battlements.  Palmella  commands  all  the  six  miles  of 
fertile  valley  reaching  to  Setubal,  which  has  its  own 
hill  fortress.  Setubal  lies  close  to  the  beach,  and  its 
white  houses  glitter  in  the  sun,  doubly  white  in  their 
setting  of  dark  green  orange  groves  and  of  the  clear, 
deej)  bhie  waters  of  the  bay.  Everywhere  in  this 
delight  ("nl  landscape  the  eartii-surface  contrasts  its 
])ure,  deej)  reds  against  the  green  of  grass  and  Ifaf 
with  surprising  force  of  toldiii-.  Mcyond  everything, 
in  the  west,  overtop])ing  town  and  valley  and  tower 
and  all  lesser  hills,  stands  tlie  <jreat  ranire  of  the 
Arrabida,  ])cak  upon  j)eak,  till  the  Atlantic  is 
reached  ;  treeless  mountains  showing  on  their  nearest 
ridrje  tlie  red  stone  softened  bv  distance  to  a  tender 
purple  :   furtlior  off  in  the  clefts  of  the  mountain  tops 
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are  clear  air-depths  of  exquisite  ultramarine,  and  in 
the  furthest  distance  of  all  the  early  morning  sunhght, 
striking  full  upon  the  bare  peaks  and  pinnacles, 
shows  them  powdered  with  pearl  and  gold. 

In  all  this  scene,  in  its  infinite  variety  of  hill,  dale, 
wood  and  water,  in  its  strenotli  of  colour  and  brioht 
airy  perspectives,  there  is  a  resemblance  to  those 
wonderful  landscapes  of  the  early  Itahan  masters, 
who  make  of  such  pictures  a  sort  of  epitome  of 
human  life — of  hfe  under  the  sunny  skies  and  in  the 
genial  air  of  the  golden  south.  We  see  in  tliese 
pictures  of  theirs  the  labours  of  men  in  field  and 
vineyard,  wayfarers  on  foot  and  horseback  along  the 
roads  ;  the  city  with  each  dwelHng  in  careful  detail,  the 
church  below,  the  feudal  castle  on  the  chff  above,  the 
flocks  and  herds  feeding  in  the  pastures,  the  wringing 
of  birds  through  the  air,  the  windino;  river,  the  fre- 
quent  bridges  ;  the  blue,  transparent  waves  of  the  sea, 
with  boats  and  ships  on  it  ;  the  fleecy  clouds  hanging 
aloft— all  drawn  with  exquisite  fineness  of  clear  out- 
line and  force  of  pure  and  subtle  colouring ;  and  in 
the  far  distance  just  such  peaks,  pinnacles,  and  preci- 
pices as  we  have  here  in  the  Arrabida  mountains. 
Such  an  outlook  upon  nature  and  man's  work  witli 
nature  as  we  get  it  through  the  art  of  these  old  painters 
is  not  a  landscape  in  our  narrow  modern  sense,  but  a 
panorama  ;  and  such  as  I  am  trying  to  describe  it  do 
we  get  here  amidst  these  orange-growing  valleys, 
these  hills  and  distant  mountains,  and  this  Portu- 
guese city  by  the  clear  waters  of  its  bay.  It  is 
nature   in   the   south,  with  its  warmth,  its  li£!;ht,  its 
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brightness   aiul  its  gaiety  e])it()iuized  into  one  great 
picture. 

Tliere  are  two  or  three  inns  at  Setubal,  and  I 
liappened  to  choose  the  one  near  tlie  sea,  a  comfort- 
able enough  place  of  lodgment ;  and  I  will  observe 
liere  that  the  wayfarer  in  this  country  need  never 
niKcli  tr()ul)lc  himself  to  iiKjiiire  as  to  the  best  inn. 
There  is  nothing  very  good  ami  nothing  very  bad  in 
a  town  of  the  size  of  Setubal.  Competition  equalizes 
the  accommodation  and  equalizes  ])rices.  Everywhere 
one  gets  great  civility  and  extraordinarily  hard  beds, 
abundant  and  not  uneatable  food,  much  dust,  many 
flies,  a  passable  wine,  not  very  passable  coffee,  and 
most  excellent  green  tea  without  milk,  at  five  minutes' 
notice,  day  or  iiiglit.  One  sometimes  gets,  to  be 
sure,  more — much  more — than  all  this  ;  but  he  is  a 
j)oor  traveller  who  regards  these  unfeeable  attendants 
— 7i(m  ratjionam  di  lor. 

My  coming  to  Setubal  this  spring — I  had  passed 
through  the  town  once  before — was  with  the  object 
of  visiting  the  ruins  of  an  ancient  city,  buried  in  tlie 
sand-hills  of  a  low-lying  promontory  in  tlie  bay  over 
a<:ainst  the  town  of  Setubal.  The  site  of  the  ruins 
has  long  been  known,  ])robably  for  {"wq  or  six 
hundred  years,  as  Troia,  and  I  suspect  that  this 
curious  name  may  date  from  licnaissancc  times,  niay 
have  been  bestowed  by  the  learned,  a  prevailing 
])arty  in  tho^^e  days,  and  may  simj)ly  have  b(^('n 
equivalent  to  'a  |)lace  of  many  ruins;"  but  its  lirst 
name,  or  rather  its  very  aiuient  name,  was,  it  is  almost 
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certain,  Cetobriga,  or  some  variation  of  that  name. 
Eesende,  the  Camden  of  Portugal,  and  the  predecessor 
of  our  great  EngUsh  antiquary  by  a  generation,  is,  to  my 
knowledge,  the  first  writer  who  has  noticed  these  ruins. 
He  describes  the  discovery  at  Troia  of  a  statue,  Roman 
inscriptions  in  abundance,  and  the  ruins  of  a  temple 
of  Jupiter  Amnion.  Subsequent  Portuguese  archse- 
ologists — there  was  no  lack  of  antiquarian  industry 
in  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries — discovered 
more  remains,  and  discoursed  at  still  greater  length 
than  Eesende,  the  father  of  them  all  in  Portugal. 
Then  came  the  abeyance  of  all  intellectual  movement 
in  this  and  some  other  countries.  There  came  to  be 
a  time  when  there  were  no  antiquaries  even,  in  Por- 
tugal. While  some  of  us  woke  out  of  our  sleep 
through  the  eighteenth  century,  Portugal  slept  on, 
and  misgoverned  herself,  and  was  a  perfect  Gallio  of  a 
country  in  every  respect.  She  woke  up,  however,  to 
inost  excellent  purpose  with  the  first  strokes  of  the  new 
century,  to  astonish  the  world  with  her  capacity  for 
loyalty,  for  patriotism,  and  for  hard  fighting,  but  there- 
after turned  to  sleep  again  for  a  Avhile,  and  forgot,  amid 
more  important  matters,  all  about  Troia  and  its  ruins. 
I  do  not  know  that  anybody  would  have  thought 
again  about  them,  but  that  it  happened  that,  in  the 
autumn  of  the  very  year  in  which  the  last  French 
soldier  had  been  driven  from  the  Peninsula — in  1814, 
that  is — there  came  a  most  portentous  storm  of  rain. 
The  rivers  which  feed  tiie  estuary  which  washes 
Troia  and  Setubal  were  swollen  beyond  what  had 
ever  been  known,  and  the  floods  carried  away  great 
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lumps  of  the  sand  of  the  shore  at  Troia,  and  then 
again  the  ruins  were  visible,  and  many  curious  things 
were  found — tlie  skeleton  of  a  man,  a  great  leaden 
casket  containing  objects  of  silver,  a  patera,  a 
candelabrum,  all  of  silver;  and  these  objects  were 
pronounced  l)y  the  learned  who  saw  tliem,  and 
theorized  upon  them  (as  is  and  ever  will  be  the  way 
of  the  learned),  to  be  Phoenician.  It  was  not  tiU 
1850,  however,  that  the  archa3ologists  bestirred  them- 
selves in  the  matter.  Tlien,  under  the  ])atronage  of 
the  Duke  of  Palmella  of  that  day — the  Dukes  of 
Palmella  are  great  people  at  Setu])al,  and  have  land  and 
a  great  palace  in  tlie  neighbourhood — a  society  was 
formed  with  a  long  name  (so  long,  that  I  forget  it)  to 
explore  the  ruins  of  Trc)ia ;  and  sul)scriptions  Avere 
raised,  and  the  iJuke  headed  tlie  list  ;  subscribing,  no 
doubt,  more  in  energy  and  learning  than  in  paltry 
money,  for  I  find  tliat  tlio  wliolo  funds  of  the  Society 
amounted  to  the  very  non-magnilicent  sum  of  253/. 

The  society  was  considerably  more  successful 
than  tlic  pai'simony  of  its  members  deserved,  for 
they  found  a  great  deal.  Probably  the  ruins  lay 
very  thick.  Tliey  began  to  dig  on  the  1st  of  May, 
1850,  stopped  on  the  second  day  of  Juiu',  on  accoiiut 
lii^t  of  huat,  then  ol"  Jain,  betran  anaiii  in  the  autumn 
of  tlie  same  year,  and  exhausted  their  funds  and  their 
])aticnco  in  \hc  following  March.  Tlicy  uncovered  a 
very  perfect  and  very  beautiful  Koman  liouse  of  con- 
siderable size;  they  found  all  that  might  be  expected 
to  be  found  ill  Roman  ruins — columns  of  coloured 
marl)le,    Saguntinc    vmscs,  hichrymatories    and    cine- 
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rary  urns  of  glass,  bronze  and  earthenware  lamps, 
amphora},  mosaic  pavements,  styla  of  bone,  and  so 
forth — all  pointing  to  a  period  of  later  Eoman 
domination.  Of  coins  great  numbers  were  found,  none 
Phoenician — had  tliey  existed,  they  would  probably 
have  lain  at  a  lower  level ;  but  Eoman  coins  of  bronze 
to  the  number  of  about  sixteen  hundred.  Trajan 
and  Antoninus  Pius  were  represented  by  one  or  two 
coins  of  each  only,  two  only  were  found  of  JuHan  the 
Apostate,  seventeen  of  Constantius  Gallus,  or  of  Con- 
stantius,  three  hundred  and  forty-one  of  Gratian,  wlio 
died  A.D.  383,  a  hundred  and  eighty-five  of  Maximus, 
who  overthrew  and  succeeded  him,  and  was,  five  years 
later,  overthrown  by  Theodosius  the  Great.  Of 
Theodosius  himself  no  fewer  than  four  hundred  and 
eighteen  coins  were  found  in  the  few  months  of  ex- 
ploration ;  of  coins  of  his  tAvo  sons,  Arcadius,  first 
Emperor  of  the  East,  and  of  the  stupid  Honorius, 
Emperor  of  the  West,  who  reigned  twenty-eight 
years  and  died  in  423,  the  numbers  dwindle,  only 
two  hundred  coins  havincr  been  found  of  each  of 
them,  and  these  are  the  last  emperors  whose  coins 
were  found  in  Troia. 

With  all  these  facts  before  him,  the  antiquary  — 
indeed,  a  plainer  man  than  an  antiquary — may  con- 
clude with  some  agreeable  degree  of  certainty  that 
Cetobriga  as  a  Eoman  town  flourished  chiefly  between 
A.D.  300  and  400,  and  that  its  decadence  began  soon 
after  the  appearance  in  the  Peninsula  of  the  Yisi- 
gotliic  invaders  in  about  411,  under  their  King 
Athaulf,  brother-in-law    to    the  Emperor   Honorius. 
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Perliaps  Cetobrijza  did  not  cease  to  be  an  inliabited 
place  till  the  time  of  Euric,  late  in  the  same  century, 
when  nearly  the  whole  of  modern  Spain  and  Portu- 
gal fell  into  the  hands  of  tlie  Visifroths.  1  have  not 
heard  of  a  sinjjle  Gotliic  coin  beinjr  found,  and 
certaiidy  these  barbarians  were  not  people  to  care 
for  a  luxurious  viUeti(jiatura  in  the  soft  air  and  amid 
the  perfumed  groves  of  this  lovely  Lusitanian  Haia3. 

Arrived  at  Setul^al,  I  bargained  with  two  boatmen 
to  take  me  across  to  Troia,  intending  to  spend  the  day 
there.     Returning  to  the  inn,  I  found  a  well-dressed 
and  courteous  Portuguese  gentleman    reading,  with 
the    help    of   his    eyeglass,    the    name    on    my   port- 
manteau.    Having  acquainted  liimself  witli  my  name, 
he  did  me  the  honour  of  addressing  me  in  the  Frencli 
tongue,  and  lost  no  time  in  giving  me  much  useful  in- 
formation.   Setubal  was  a  fairly  civilized  place,  lie  said  ; 
the  streets  were  clean,  and  tlie  authorities,  on  the  whole, 
enlightened  ;   the  sea-bathing  was  not  at  tdl  bad,  tiie 
sands  smooth  and  firm,  and  the  water  as  salt  neaidy  as 
the  ocean  itself.     As  for  Troia,  wlncli  T  informed  him 
I  was  about  to  visit,  he;  did  imt  think  mnch  of  it.     lie 
smiled  contemptnously  as  lie  told  me  the  story  of  the 
French    company    who    had — as    is    well    known    to 
archaeologists — recently  ])urchased  the  whole  sandy 
promontory,    for  the  sake  of  the  fuuls  to    be   made 
there.      '  ^Mndi   good    might    it   do    them,'    was    my 
acrpiaintance's    ironical    remark  ;    *  a    foolish    set    of 
fellows,  spending  good  money  on  a  barren  sandbank.' 
He  had  never  takcti   the  li-onblc   to   cross  the  water 
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to  see  Troia ;  it  was  four  miles  away,  and  it  was 
quite  a  useless  trouble,  for  the  place  was  visible  from 
the  inn  windows.     He  would  show  it  to  me. 

He  did  so,  pointing  out  a  break  in  the  opposite 
coast-line,  which  seemed  to  rise  abruptly  from  the 
sea  to  the  height  of  from  thirty  to  fifty  feet.  The 
break  or  gap  was  where  a  little  river  ran  in,  and  to 
our  left  of  that  was  a  lar^e  roofless  buildinpf.     Tliat 


was  the  ruined  shrine  of  Our  Lady  of  Troia:  beyond 
it,  a  hundred  yards  to  our  left,  close  to  the  water,  I 
could  make  out  the  indistinct  outlines  of  a  building ; 
that  was,  he  told  me,  a  house  excavated  forty  years 
ago  by  the  antiquaries  ;  it  was  Eoman — at  least  so 
they  persuaded  themselves  ;  he  had  never  had  any 
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curiosity  to  sec  more  of  it  tlian  lie  could  see  from 
this  side. 

This  j)hiloso])hic  contempt  for  the  ancient  Romans, 
who  are  so  bound  up  with  the  history  of  the  town, 
and  the  very  moderate  ]n'aise  accorded  by  my  new 
acquaintance  to  Setubal  itself,  led  me  to  apprehend 
that  lie  ^va8  not  a  native  of  tlie  ])lace.  It  tiirnetl 
out  that  he  was  not,  but  had  been  living  for  some 
six  years,  as  he  informed  nie,  at  the  famous  town 
of  X . 

Now,  the  Portuguese  are  fuller  even  than  we  our- 
selves of  wholesome  local  pati'iotism,  and  nearly  as 
much  so  as  the  Americans.  When  the  stage  coach 
on  tlie  American  frontier  of  Canada  passes  through 
the  scene  of  those  well-contested  cam])aigns  where 
our  troops  and  our  enemies  scored  almost  exactly 
the  same  number  of  victories,  it  is  the  custom  €rf  the 
Yankee  driver  to  ease  his  horses,  and  even  to  pull  up 
altogether,  as  often  as  he  comes  to  the  scene  of  some 
American  victory. 

'  Here  it  was,  gentlemen,'  he  cries  to  his  passen- 
gers, 'that  we  Avhi))ped  the  Jhitishers  in  such  a  yeai-. 
Down  that  hill  did  they  run,  horse  and  foot,  bag  and 
baggage,  ]>ursued  by  our  brave  fellows,  bayonet  in 
hand.'  JUit  wlieiiever  the  })lace  of  a  Ihili.sh  victory 
is  reached,  the  coachman  holds  his  team  well  together, 
cracks  his  whip,  whistles  to  his  horses,  and  gallops 
past  it  at  so  fearful  a  ])ace  that  even  if  there  be  a 
Britisher  or  two  on  the  coach,  or  ])erchance  an 
American  with  an  historical  conscience,  the  jolling 
and  the  holding  on  to  their  seats  for  bare  life  deprive 
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tliem  of  all  power  of  speech  and  remonstrance  against 
this  one-sided  mode  of  illustrating  history. 

I  can  imagine  a  Portuguese  coachman  capable  of 
this  amiable  Chauvinism  ;  but  to  speak  the  plain 
truth,  he  would  very  seldom  have  occasion  to  hurry 
his  horses — many  are  the  fields  of  battle,  and  very 
few  the  scenes  of  Portuguese  defeat.  The  Portu- 
guese love  to  dwell  on  the  great  victories  of  tlieir 
forefathers,  and  certainly  they  do  very  well,  to  keep 
green  the  memory  of  those  splendid  achievements 
which  have  won  them,  against  enormous  odds,  freedom 
and  an  enduring  national  existence  ;  and  tliey  like  (as 
we  hke)  to  be  reminded  now  and  then  of  these  great 
feats.  So  it  was  that  when  my  acquaintance  at  the 
inn  informed  me  that  he  was  connected  with  the  town 

of  X ,  I  alluded,  almost  as  a  matter  of  course,  to 

its  fame  as  the  scene  of  a  great  Portuguese  victory  ; 
it  being,  indeed,  the  best  authenticated  of  all  their 
early  triumphs  over  the  Moors. 

I  was  wrong ;  my  friend  was  a  philosopher,  and  I 
should  like  to  believe  that  his  impartial  philoso- 
phic standpoint,  and  that  of  many  Continental  free- 
thinkers who  resemble  him,  was  based  on  any  broad 
acquaintance  with  either  the  past  or  the  present. 

When  I  spoke  of  the  connection  of  X with 

this  famous  historical  event,  he  smiled,  and  was  silent 
for  a  moment ;  then  he  spoke  : — 

'  II  faut  avouer.  Monsieur,  que  les  anciens  ont  dit 
beaucoup  de  sottises  sur  ces  choses-la.' 

'  We  must  forgive  them,'  I  suggested,  '  in  con- 
sideration of  the  2^aucity  of  their  hghts.' 
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'  The   report   is,'  lie  asked,  cautiously  feeling  his 

way,    '  of  some   great    victory    at   X over    the 

lionians.     Is  that  not  it?  ' 

"  The  report  I  have  heard  is  not  quite  to  that 
eflect,  hut  it  comes,  after  all,  to  very  nearly  the  same 
thing  in  the  end.' 

We  parted  with  protestations  of  mutual  resjject. 

It  took  us  over  an  hour  to  cross  tlie  bay  with  a 
liLdit  wind  fi-oni  the  iiortli.  and,  at  the  hoatmon's 
desire,  we  lanck'd  to  the  west  of  thi>  little  stream 
before  described,  to  fill  their  jar  witli  water,  which 
they  maintain  to  \)v  better  tluin  any  in  Sttubah  1 
followed  the  boatmen  a  quarter  of  a  mile  through 
the  strangest  vegetation  that  I  have  ever  seen  in 
Portugal.  I  found  myself  like  a  man  new  landed  in 
.some  unknown  island.  We  passed  through  a  grove 
of  a  tall,  broom-like,  very  graceful  shrub  some  twelve 
or  fifteen  feet  in  height,  bearing  racemes  of  a  whitish 
llower,  not  unlike  laburnum  in  sha[)e,  and  having  a 
deli<:htful  scent.  All  the  trees  of  it  were  in  full 
blossom,  and  tlic  air  was  heavy  with  a  spring-like 
])erfume.  Innumerable  small  butterflies  of  a  pretty 
brown  and  yellow  kind  fluttered  in  the  air,  the  large 
harndess  ringed  snake  of  Portugal  gh(h'(l  am*)iig  the 
roots  of  the.se  shrubs,  and  every  smaller  bush  held 
one  or  two  large  grey  sand  lizards.  The  ground 
in  ]>lacrs  Avas  almost  covered  with  a  dull  brown 
scarabieus  beetle,  the  size  of  a  sixpence. 

When  we  had  reached    the  top  of  the  bank    of 
hard  sandv  soil  which   connnences  to  rise   from  the 
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water's  edge,  I  found  that  I  was  looking  down  upon  a 
little  plain  some  half  mile  across,  surrounded  and 
protected  on  all  sides  by  a  similar  bank  or  rim  of 
shrub-covered  sand  hills.  In  its  centre  was  a  lagoon, 
tenanted  by  water  and  shore  birds,  and  all  round  it 
meadows  firm  to  the  tread  and  brightly  green,  not 
with  grass,  but  a  thick  growth  of  some  compact, 
aromatic  shrub.  March  and  April  are  the  months 
for  wild -flowers  in  Portugal,  and  the  ground  was 
enamelled,  like  a  rich  cloisonne,  with  the  blossoms  of 
many  familiar  bulbous  and  other  vernal  plants,  con- 
spicuous among  the  latter  the  red  and  yellow  tufts  of 
the  rock  rose  ;  but  there  were  flowers  here  whose  pre- 
sence, till  I  learnt  to  account  for  it,  was  a  complete 
puzzle  to  me.  There  were  roods  upon  roods  of  ground, 
sloping    to    the    soutli,    thickly    overgrown    with  a 

prickly  shrub,  bearing  flower  and   fruit  together 

the  large,  star-hke  flower  a  dull  blue,  the  fruit,  of 
plum  size,  a  gay  orange  in  colour,  and  so  abundant 
as  to  give  a  very  distinct  local  colouring  to  the  whole 
landscape.  This  shrub,  unless  I  am  mistaken,  is  the 
common  mad-apple  of  the  East  Indies,'  but  the  most 
striking    plant   Avas    a    free-flowering    one  of  lowly 

1  '  The  mad-apple  of  the  East  Indies/  Solanum  insanum.  It 
has  become  a  sea-shore  weed  in  most  tropical  and  sub-tropical 
countries,  east  and  west.  The  large  brown  lizard  I  saw  was  the 
Amphishcena  cinerea,  whose  European  habitat  is  almost  confined 
to  Portugal.  The  snake  at  Troia  was  the  common  and  harmless 
Coluhfr  natrix.  The  butterfly  I  saw  was  one  of  the  genus  termed 
by  entomologists  Skippers,  but  I  did  not  recognise  the  species. 
The  bulbous  and  tuberous  rooted  plants  of  Portugal  are  so  innu- 
merable that  I  will  not  attempt  to  begin  to  name  them.  The 
scarabseus  beetle  I  cannot  give  a  name  to. 
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groAvth,  the  flower  a  deep,  pure  l)liie — tliat  colour  so 
rare  in  our  gardens — and  so  free  a  bloomer  that 
every  tuft  of  it  plowed  like  a  bit  of  southern  sky. 
Tlie  i)lant  is  of  the  family  of  the  Boraginaceaj ;  more 
than  that  I  cannot  say,  for  I  never  saw  it  before  or 
since,  nor  have  I  found  anyone  who  has  seen  or 
knows  it,  or  can  name  it.  liesides  this  blue  flower  I 
found  numy  other  plants,  in  and  out  of  bloom,  which 
were  absolutely  new  to  me. 

The  solution  of  the  problem  of  the  congregation 
on  this  little  headland  of  so  nuich  variety  and  such 
luxuriance  of  plant  growth  is  very  simple.  Setubal 
is  resorted  to  l)y  vessels  coming  for  cargoes  of  salt 
from  all  parts  of  the  world,  for  they  make  here  the 
l^est  bay  salt  known  anywhere.  These  vessels  often 
come  in  ballast,  that  ballast  is  generally  sand  or 
gravel,  and  before  loading  with  salt  they  have  to  dis- 
charge it.  Formerly  they  threw  it  into  the  sea  near 
their  moorings,  but  this  ])ractice  was  gradually  shoal- 
ing the  harbour,  and  by  a  recent  order  of  the  harbour 
authorities,  the  ballast  has  to  be  carried  across  the 
estuary  in  lighters,  and  dischaiged  high  and  dry  on 
the  beach  at  Troia.  My  l)oatmen  told  me  this,  and  I 
saw  myself  the  hea])S  of  sand  ballast  on  tlie  shore. 
Containing  as  il  must  a  variety  of  seeds  and  germs 
and  eggs  ol' insects  iVomall  the  corners  of  the  habita- 
ble world,  a  most  interesting  e\])eriment  in  acclima- 
tization is  thus  being  carried  on,  I  have  no  doul)t 
that  lialfthc  |)lants  1  saw  at  Troia  were  exotic.  It 
does  not  follow  that  they  would  thrive  elsewhere  in 
Portugal  than  at  Troia,  for  both  >oil   and  cliinatc  and 
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exposure  favour  them  greatly.  It  lies  nearly  on  the 
oStli  parallel,  but  its  chmate  is  milder  even  than  that 
summery  degree  of  latitude,  for  it  is  protected  from 
the  north  not  only  by  tlie  great  Estrella  range  which 
ends  at  Cintra,  just  north  of  Lisbon,  and  modifies  the 
whole  climate  of  Soutliern  Portugal,  but  it  is  abso- 
lutely cut  off  by  the  tall  Arrabida  hills  from  every 
breath  of  northerly  Vvdnds,  and  therefore  must  enjoy 
a  climate  very  far  superior  to  that  of  Lisbon. 

I  lost  a  oreat  deal  of  valuable  time  in  wanderino- 
about  this  interesting  valley,  and  I  could  pleasantly 
have  spent  days  there.  Every  fresh  step  showed  me 
some  new  and  strange  plant  growth  :  aromatic  shrubs 
in  great  variety  ;  here  a  curious  grey  hchen  standing 
np  from  the  ground  like  turf,  three  or  four  inches 
liish,  and  so  rioid  in  its  substance  and  fibre  as  to 
bear  a  man's  weight  without  bending  ;  there  a 
creeping  plant  not  yet  in  flower,  with  a  pointed  leaf 
quite  unknown  to  me  in  shape.  I  walked  half  round 
the  lagoon,  watching  the  gobies  and  the  bright-finned 
gurnets  darting  to  and  fro  in  its  clear,  brackish  water, 
the  dunlins  and  sandpipers  in  flocks  by  the  sJiore, 
the  sohtary  heron  anghng  in  the  farthest  corner,  the 
little  white-winired  terns  lioverincr  over,  and  ever  and 
anon  dipping  with  an  audible  splash  into  its  smooth 
surface ;  then  I  turned  back  to  the  boat,  and  we  set 
sail,  running  up  the  shore  to  Cetobriga. 

I  took  a  piece  of  bread  and  began  to  eat,  wishing 
to  lose  no  time,  and  my  boatmen  too  got  out  their 
provisions,  and  hospitably  asked  me  to  join  in  their 
dinner  of  cold  fried  fisli.    I  did,  and  found  it  very  good. 
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'  I  see,'  I  said,  '  tlmt  you  irentlemen  who  follow 
the  sea  Uve  very  well  ;  your  bread  is  of  the  whitest 
flour,  your  wine  is  as  good  as  a  man  need  wish  for, 
and  as  for  your  fried  fish,  one  might  look  in  vain  for 
anything  better  all  over  Lisbon  itself.' 

'  We  are  poor  men,  your  Excellency,'  said  the 
more  lively  of  the  two  boatmen,  '  but  we  work  hard  ; 
and  it  is  true  we  gain  money,  but  we  spend  it  again 
as  quickly.  And  your  Excellency  may  think  that 
my  brother-in-law  and  I,  being  owners  of  this  good 
boat,  wdtli  sail  and  nuist  and  rudder,  might  be  proud 
and  lazy,  but  that  is  not  so  at  all,  for  as  often  as  God 
sends  us  work  to  do  and  money  to  gain,  so  often  do 
we  set  to,  heart  and  soul,  to  gain  it.  It  is  not  every 
day  that  we  liave  a  rich  English  or  Russian  Lord 
Captain  who  wants  to  run  down  in  our  boat  to  the 
Arrabida  Convent,  or  up  the  liny  to  the  salt,  pans, 
nor  can  we  use  our  nets  and  catch  fish  every  week. 
Then  we  take  a  few  days  at  unloading  salt  into  the 
holds  of  the  foreign  shi[)s,  or  we  work  at  salt  making 
till  something  better  turns  up.' 

'  You  are  certainly  the  best  kind  of  men  in  the 
world,'  I  rej)lied,  not  without  conviction,  '  and  I 
heartily  wish  there  were  more  like  you.' 

Comj)linients  are  never  wasted  on  a  Portuguese, 
and  he  started  anew  in  liis  discourse. 

'  So  it  is  that  we  eat  well,  think  well,  and  hxlge 
well  ;  l)ut  if  your  Excellency  thinks  that  this  wine 
has  a  good  flavour,  and  this  fish  is  good,  what  would 
you  think  of  our  way  of  living  when  some  thirty  or 
forty  of  us  liave  come  from  tlie  sea-fishing  and  stop  our 
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boats  yonder  under  the  Arrabida  hill,  where  we  have 
built  ourselves  a  square,  walled  enclosure.  Then  Ave 
take  of  the  best  and  freshest  of  our  catch,  light  our 
fires,  cook  our  fish,  and  eat  it — not  as  this  is,  cold 
and  tasteless,  but  quite  hot  and  steaming,  and  for 
sauce  we  squeeze  over  it  the  juice  of  fresh  lemons, 
which  this  Is  without  *;  and  instead  of  this  wine,  which 
is  a  fair  enough  liquor,  and  which  comes  fromAlferva 
near  the  town,  then  do  we  drink  no  wine  but  that 
which  grows  ou  the  Arrabida  itself,  which  is  a  wine 
of  the  mountains,  and  twice  as  good  as  this.  Thus 
do  we  feast  and  make  merry  when  we  come  back 
from  the  sea-fishing ;  and  I  can  assure  your  Excel- 
lency that  even  the  Duke  of  Palmella  himself  in  his 
great  palace  does  not  fare  better  than  we  do,  nor 
even  the  Lord  Captain  of  the  English  brig  there,  now 
loading  in  the  harbour,  even  wlien  he  sits  down  in  the 
saloon  of  his  ship  to  a  table  covered  with  white  hnen, 
and  has  china  plates  and  dishes,  and  sailors  in  gilt 
buttons  to  wait  upon  him,  and  many  crystal  glasses 
and  bottles  beside  him,  as  I  have  seen  these  Lord 
Captains  do  scores  of  times  with  my  own  eyes.' 

Thus  it  was  that  I  became  acquainted  with  tlie 
ways  of  polite  society,  native  and  foreign,  at  Setu- 
bal. 

As  my  boatman  was  thus  developing  his  views 
with  a  fulness  of  diction  which  I  am  hardl}^  attemj^t- 
ing  to  reproduce,  and  with  a  wealth  of  appropriate 
gesture  whicli  added  greatly  to  the  charm  of  his 
conversation,  I  was  drawing  most  interesting  etli no- 
logical    conclusions  from  his  manners,  and  from  his 
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dress,  and  irom  tlie  cast  of  Ids  ibaturcs.  His  dress 
was  simple,  tmd  one  niiglit  fancy  that  bnt  a  very  few 
days'  work  with  a  salt  shovel  in  the  ship  of  a  foreign 
'  Lcu'd  Captain '  wonld  pnrchase  a  Avhole  snit  of  clothes. 
A  white  linen  shirt,  a  i)air  of  loose  blue  cotton  tronsers 
I'caching  to  just  below  the  knee,  and  a  scarlet  sash 
wound  three  times  round  his  waist,  witli  a  red  Nea- 
politan cap,  made  np  this  light  and  ])icturesqne 
costume.  No  doubt  he  had  a  hooded  cloak  of  brown 
Sarajioca  cloth  at  home,  i'm-  winter  wcai-  and  sea- 
going  ;  ])ut  the  only  extra  clothing  1  observed,  the 
only  great-coat  (if  I  may  ventnre  on  snch  a  bull),  was 
a  })air  of  cloth  trousers  thrown  under  the  seat  of  the 
boat,  for  use  in  case  of  wet  or  cold. 

Every  antiquary  will  allow  the  Oriental  character 
of  this  dress,  and  not  even  an  antiquary  could  dis])ute 
the  perfectly  Eastern  cast  of  my  head  boatman's  very 
handsome  face,  with  his  thin,  well-cut  features,  large 
and  piercing  eyes,  smooth  skin,  and  dark,  olive  com- 
plexion.    Tf   there  is  any  truth  at   all  in  hereditary 
])hysiognom5%  he  was  a  Phoenician  of  ])ure  lineage ; 
and  the  arclueologist  who  reads  this  will  be  glad  to 
liave    this    confirmation    of  I  lie   liy])othesis,  whicli    I 
know  he  has  already  made,  as  to  tlie  rhoenician  origin 
of  Cetobriga  IVoni   the  ])icsL'nce  in    lliat  woril   ol"  tlie 
undeniably  TMnr'nician  'ceto,'  '  citho,'  or  'sytho'  (the 
learned  s|)ell  it  in  all   flireo  ways),  together  with   the 
mention  of  I'lmnician   coloni/ation   on    this  coast  by 
the  early  writers.     My  second  boatman,  on  the  other 
hand,  the  companion  and  brother-in-law  ol'  my  Piice- 
nician  acquaintance,  was,  on  the  evidence  of  his  round 


A   PORTUGUESE   TROY.  291 

face,  high  cheek  bones  and  bhmt  features,  his  easy- 
temper  and  slower  intelligence,  a  pure  Visigoth. 

I  am  sorry  to  perceive,  in  the  interests  of  compar- 
ative ethnology,  that  the  two  races  are  beginning  to 
commingle  at  Setubal.  It  is,  however,  satisfactory  to 
observe  that  if  in  the  old  times  the  primitive  Phoe- 
nician colonists,  and  even  the  Eomans  of  Cetobriga 
themselves,  had  to  submit  to  Euric  and  his  Goths,  the 
tables  have  at  last  been  turned  ;  the  Phoenician  was 
the  better  man  of  the  two,  and  his  ascendency  over 
his  Gothic  companion  was  satisfactorily  complete.  It 
is  clear,  indeed,  from  all  history  that  numbers  only 
ever  made  my  second  boatman's  progenitors  formid- 
able— overwhelming  numbers  and  a  servile  ha]:)it  of 
discipline — just  as  certain  modern  Goths  in  a  recent 
great  war  in  Western  Europe  owed  their  triumphs 
over  better  men  to  these  very  two  circumstances. 

While  I  was  thus  agreeably  generahzing  and  play- 
ing at  archa3ology,  our  boat  presently  reached  this 
Portuguese  Troy. 

A  Spanish  proverb  says  : — 

'  La  sciencia  es  locura, 
Si  buen  senso  no  la  ciira ; ' 

which  may  very  properly  be  translated,  '  Most 
savants  (especially  antiquaries)  are  a  little  wrong  in 
the  head.'  Notwithstanding  which  w^arning,  it  is 
incumbent  on  me  to  theorize  a  little  before  introduc- 
ing the  reader  to  these  ruins  of  Cetobriga. 

First,  Avc  want  a  hypothesis  to  account  for  the  fact 
that  any  people  should  have  made  a  settlement  on 
this  absolutely  barren  headland,  when  the  good,  fertile 
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shore  of  Setiil):il  was  apj)areiitly  ready  to  receive 
tlieiii.  So  far  as  tlie  Phoenicians  are  concerned,  if 
they  were  tlie  first  colonists  it  is  indeed  (luite  intel- 
hifihle  that  a  liandfnl  of  traders  coming  to  make  a 
settlement  should  choose  this  narrow  tonirne  of  land, 
surrounded  l)y  the  clcuicnl  of  which  ihcy  had  the 
full  command.  To  account  for  the  presence  of  the 
Romans  here,  wc  must  theorizo  more  boldly. 

Now,  I  think  wc  may  safely  guess  first  that  the 
high  bank  of  sand  which  now  rises,  almost  abruptly, 
not  quite  from  the  water's  edge,  but  from  the  narrow 
beach  a  few  yards  in  width,  did  not  exist  in  Roman 
times.  It  is  an  accumidation — geologists  may  settle 
how  formed — of  quite  recent  date  ;  and  it  was  the  acci- 
dental removal  by  a  high  Hood  ofsomcof  this  accumu- 
lation which  revealed,  as  I  have  told,  tlie  existence  of 
the  ruins  in  1814.  Pompeii  is  covered  about  fifteen 
feet  in  licight  by  the  sand  and  ashes  from  a  volcano  ; 
Cetobriga  is  similarly  embedded  in  mounds  of  testa- 
ceous sand,  brought  eithei*  by  tlie  winds  or  the  waves. 

When  the  Duke  of  Palmclla's  Society  made  their 
excavations  they  sim])]y  i-emoved  this  sand  from  the 
top,  and  c-ame  in  time  to  tin^  roof,  or  the  j)lace  where 
it  had  been,  then  they  laid  bai-e  the  uppci- story,  then 
tile  ground  lioor.  It  is  a  |)hiin  well-l)uih  house  of 
rubble  stone,  with  courses  of  lliin  brick.  The  mortar 
is  a  strong  cement,  such  as  the  Romans  well  knew 
the  .secret  of  preparing  ;  and  it  is  noteworthy  that  an 
excellent  hydraulic  cement,  identical  T  believe  with 
that  used  in  this  house,  is  obtained  to  this  day  in  the 
Arrabida  hills. 
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If  the  whole  of  tlie  sand  dune  whicli  hes  along  the 
Avater's  edge  at  Troia  coidd  be  removed,  we  should 
undoubtedly  have  revealed  to  us  the  ancient  Eoman 
toAvn  of  Cetobriga,  in  probably  a  very  fair  state  of 
preservation.     The  sand  removed,  there  is  reason  to 
suppose  that  the  peninsula  on  which  the  ruins  stand 
was  good  fertile  land,  for  I  found  the  level  ground  on 
which  the  house  was  built  to  be  a  deep  loamy  soil, 
quite    capable    of  growing  plants  and    trees.     Then 
again,    unhke    Pompeii,    from    which    the    sea    has 
retreated  a  mile,  at  Cetobriga  the  sea  has  encroached 
upon  and  greatly  narrowed  the  land.     Through  the 
clear  and   shallow  Avaters  of  the  bay,  one  sees    the 
debris  of  walls,  bricks,  tiles  and  masses  of  concrete, 
for  thirty  or  forty  yards  from  the  shore.     The  exca- 
vated house  faces  the  bay,  and  its  front  door  is  not 
ten  j'ards  from  the  water's  edge,  and  not  half  that 
height  above  it.     There  was  probably  in  former  times 
an  intervening  shingly  beach  fifty  or  sixty  yards  in 
width. 

Having  examined  the  house  itself,  which  seemed 
to  me  larger  and  loftier  than  the  ordinary  houses  in 
the  Pompeii  streets,  I  walked  some  three  quarters  of 
a  mile  along  the  shore,  finding  the  same  lofty  sand 
dune  rising  everywhere  from  the  beach,  well  covered 
with  shrubs  and  flowering  plants ;  and,  in  places 
where  the  sand  had  been  washed  away  by  the  great 
floods  of  last  autumn,  there  were  visible  portions  of 
Eoman  wall,  of  archways  and  vaults,  showing  how 
rich  would  be  the  result  of  even  a  few  days'  hard 
work   with    pick  and  shovel.      This  w\alk  along  the 
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heacli  was,  I  have  no  doiiht,  a  sort  of  marine  i^arade 
of  tlie  town.  Tlie  best  liouses  were  '  sea-view  resi- 
dences,' as  the  l^ritrhton  lodijing-liouse  keepers  say, 
and  tliis  part,  no  doubt,  a  gay  enough  phice  in  old 
Ixoman  times. 

On  the  beach  there  He  innumerable  remains  of 
sliallow  reservoirs  or  receptacles,  from  ten  to  fifteen 
feet  long  and  from  five  to  ten  broad,  and  about  fc^ur 
or  five  feet  in  depth.  They  are  built  with  good 
foundations  in  tlie  ground,  of  concrete,  and  are 
finished  ofl'  very  smoothly  witli  cement  inside.  Any- 
one who  knows  that  tlie  Komans  were  a  luxuiious 
people  fond  of  sea-batliing,  would  come  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  these  shallow  cisterns  Avere  baths;  he  would 
even  think  tlie  device  a  most  hap})y  one,  where  the 
bottom  of  the  sea,  as  it  is  here,  is  shingly.  But  the 
learned  never  arrive  at  an  obvious  conclusion,  and 
the  weighty  llubner  ^  is  of  opinion  that  these  recep- 
tacles were  used  for  the  curing  of  fish. 

'  '  Tlie  weighty  Hiil)ner.'  I  use  this  epithet  advisedly.  Herv 
Hiibner'.s  voluiuinous  work,  the  *  Corpus  Tuscriptionum  L:iti- 
narum,'  is  (so  far  as  a  traveller  not  unused  to  the  powers  of  jKick 
animals  cau  judge)  more  than  a  load  for  the  sti-ongest  mule.  It 
is  also  much  more  than  a  load  for  the  strongest  reader.  The 
learned  derraan  consents  to  the  conclusion  anived  at  long  Ixjforo 
by  llescnde  that  the  remains  of  Troia  are  the  ancient  Oetohriga, 
and  that  Cetobriga  wjis  a  place  of  considenible  imixn-t-incc.  '  Sig- 
norum  nonullorum,'  he  says,  *  reli(|uia»,  nummi  liteiis  indigenis 
in.scripti,  8Uj»ellex  ex  auro  argentove  facta  ssepius  ibi  reperta  et 
e<lificiorum  cum  alioruni  turn  oflicinarum  .salsamentariaium  j)roj)e 
litus  sibiriim  rudfra  oppiduui  olini  fuis.se  non  igJiobile  tlemonstrant, 
fpiod  ipso  testis  oculatns  allirmo.'  I  cannot,  however,  bring 
myself  to  l»elicve  that  th'^  dwellers  in  ('etobriga  could  have  con- 
sented  to  have  so  disiigi-eeable  an  openition  as  the  salting  of  fi.sh 
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Tliough  so  very  little  work  of  exploration  has  been 
done  at  Troia,  we  can  thus,  as  will  have  been  seen, 
make  a    very  plausible  guess  as  to  w^hat  Cetobriga 
was  and  till  when  it  lasted.     As  to  its  founders,  its 
name,  preserved  with  no  great  change  in  the  modern 
Se tubal,   tells    us  something ;    Ceto  is  perhaps  Phoe- 
nician,  and  hriga,  the  termination,  is  almost  certainly 
Celtic,    or   what    generally  passes    for   Celtic.      The 
traveller  may,  if  he  lends  himself  thereto  with  proper 
anthropological  enthusiasm,  find  in  the  lineaments  of 
the  people  and  in  the  dress  of  the  fishing  population, 
at  least  some  confirmation  of  the  Eastern  derivation 
of  its  inhabitants.     I   hope  no  sceptic  will  attempt 
seriously  to  deny  the  Phoenician  origin  of  Cetobriga, 
for  Ave  arch^ologists — the  most  generally  reasonable 
and    open    to  conviction  of  all  men — are  pecuKarly 
tenacious  wdien  it  comes  to  believing  in  the  presence 
of  the  Phoenicians.     In  this  case  there  is  really  more 
to  go  upon  than  the  vague  conclusions  of  philology 
or  those,  quite  as  vague  perhaps,  to  be  drawn  from 
the  features  of  the  population. 

Strabo,  as  all  hard  readers  know,  has  told  us  of 
the  trafiic  of  the  Phoenicians,  those  bold  seafarino- 
traders,  along  the  Mediterranean  and  Atlantic  coasts 
of  Spain  and  Portugal.     Avienus    corroborates  him. 

carried  on  under  the  windows  of  theii'  best  Louses,  and  on  ground 
which  must  have  been  moi-e  valuable  than  any  other  in  the  head- 
land. Moreover,  the  receptacles,  in  size,  shape  and  position,  are  not 
in  any  way  fitted  to  the  curing  of  fish.  I  hold  strongly  to  the  bath 
theorj',  and  if  an  alternative  one  is  required,  I  would  rather  be- 
lieve that  these  cisterns  were  small  vivaria — aquaria,  as  we  should 
now  call  them — for  the  preservation  for  a  time  of  living  sea-fish. 
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We    Irani    that    they   cstahlislu'd    ti-adiiiii  stations — 
'  lactories,'  or  asseiiihlages  t)i"  lactors  or  agents,  sncli 
as  we  ourselves  used   to  liave  all  over  the  world — in 
Portugal  as  well  as  elscwliere.     Herein  our  Pliocnician 
liypothesis  is  very  ])leasantly  supported  by  sucli  facts 
as  we  have  on  tlic  autliority  of  tlie  old  writers.'     Tlie 
Turduli,  tliey  say,  inliabit  tlie  eoasts  of  Portugal  from 
tlie  Tagus  northward  to  the  Doui-o.     The  liastuli  are 
settled  between  the  Tagus  (which  lies  but  fifteen  miles 
north  of  Troia)  and  the  Guadiana — a  stretch  of  rich 
and  beautiful  coast  ;  the  soil  fruitful,  rivers  abundant, 
harbours   many,   and    the  air  soft  and   balmy.     The 
question  of  course  is,  Who  were  the  J^astuli  ?  and  the 
answer  is,  Almost  certainly  a  Phoenician  race.     They 
probably  came  to  Portugal  from  Carthage  or  its  neigh- 
bourhood.    Ptolemy  calls  them  Bastuli-peni.     What 
more  can  an  antiquarian  want  in  the  nature  of  corro- 
boration?    Strabo  goes    even  further  to  help  us  to 
identify  the    founders    of  Cetobriga,    for    he    speaks 
])arti(ularly    of   certain    Bastuli    who    lived    upon    a 
narrow  strait  of  land   near  the  sea.     Now,  looking  in 
the  map  at  the  whole  line  of  sea-coast  lietween  the 
T  agus  and  the  Guadiana,  which  the  geographers  give 
to  the  J3astuli,  I  find  but  one  sucli   tongue  of  land  as 
Strabo  describes:   it  is  Troia  itself.     In  additiim  to  all 
this  evidence,  Phcrnician   coins  have  been  dug  up  at 
Cetobriga.     That  good  and  tliligent  Portuguese  anti- 
fjuary,  Gama  Xaro.  found   one  there  which   bears  on 
its  ol)verse   a    head   in   (Jtolilc    which,    if  the   coin   is 
Cetobrigan,  gives   us   a   poor   idea   of  the   looks  and 
'   Pliny  and  Poinptnins  Melii. 
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amiability  of  its  iiiliabitants  ;  on  its  reverse  are  two 
dolpliins  or  perhaps  porpoises.  Porpoises  might  well 
be  made  symbols  of  Cetobriga,  for  in  its  Bay  they  are 
always  to  be  seen  playing  and  leaping  through  the 
waves.     The  people  call  them  goljinios. 

I  explored  to  the  best  of  my  ability  at  Troia  ; 
passing  over,  as  non-Roman,  a  house  on  the  south-west 
side  of  the  headland  facing  the  little  river,  said  by  my 
boatmen  to  have  been  dug  out  by  the  French  explor- 
ing company.  It  seemed  to  me  to  be  a  large  barn- 
like building-,  not  more  than  three  or  four  centuries 
old.  I  found  buried  a  few  inches  below  the  surface 
on  which  its  foundations  are  built,  fragments  of  green 
glazed  pottery  which  cannot,  according  to  our  exist- 
ing knowledge  of  the  potter's  art,  be  of  an  earlier 
date  than  the  twelfth  or  thirteenth  century. 

When  I  had  done  my  day's  work — a  hard  one 
under  the  perpendicular  rays  of  the  Setubal  sun — I 
was  induced  to  sail  across  the  Bay  to  the  Arrabida 
mountains  before  nightfall,  so  tempting  did  the  bright 
waters  of  the  Bay  look,  and  the  hills  themselves 
in  the  already  slanting  sun  rays,  with  their  colours 
and  their  brightness  so  splendidly  intensified,  standing 
up  before  me  in  the  rich  western  light,  like  huge  cliffs 
and  peaks  of  various  translucent  gems — opal  and 
amethyst,  garnet  and  chrysolite. 

We  ran  over  the  five  or  six  miles  very  quickly 
with  a  fresh  breeze,  and  landed  at  the  nearest  point  ; 
and  I  took  directions  from  my  boatmen  as  to  how  I 
was  to  reach  a  particular  lofty  peak  of  rock  : — '  Your 
Excellency  will  pass  through  the  orange  groves  till 


298  rURTUGAL  :     OLD    AXI>    NKW. 

they  end  on  the  hill-side,  and  there  is  a  vineyard,  and 
after  that  a  clump  of  oUve  trees  Avliich  you  can  see 
from  here  ;  then  you  are  on  the  bare  liill-side,  and 
you    walk    strai<_dit   up    till    you    come  to   a    ruined 

hermitage  ;  keep  that  to  the  riglit '  or  to  the  left, 

it  may  have  been,  for,  hke  most  otlier  people,  I 
suppose,  I  invariably  forget  such  directions  one 
minute  after  I  have  heard  them. 

I  am  inclined  to  think  that  on  the  southern  slopes 
of  these  Arrabida  hills  may  be  found  a  climate 
warmer  and  more  healthy — for  there  is  no  marsh- 
land about — than  any  spot  in  the  whole  of  Portugal. 
Here  the  monks — a  body  of  Grey  Friars,  an  order 
always  judicious  in  their  choice  of  sites — set  up  an 
important  monastery.  There  is  a  story,  too,  of  a 
young  man,  a  native  of  Lisbon,  wlio,  having  been  sent 
to  Madeira  for  a  chest  complaint,  returned  from  that 
island  not  bettered  in  health.  As  a  last  resource,  his 
friends  sent  him  to  the  Arrabida.  There  he  bou<dit 
a  goatherd's  liouse,  Avith  his  goats,  living  summer  and 
winter  in  the  former,  and  maiidy  on  the  produce  of 
the  latter.  llis  liealtii  came  back  to  him,  and  he 
lives  there  still,  oflering,  hci-mil-like,  to  chance 
visitors  to  his  mountain,  slielter  and  a  share -of  his 
sim|)le  fare.  This  is  the  story  as  T  licnd  it  from 
several  people.     I  did  not  see  him. 

Another  testimony  to  the  geniality  of  this  climate 
is  that  iirotero,  the  Portuguese  botanist,  gives  the 
Arrabida  range  as  the  sole  /tahitat  of  many  Portuiruose 
})lants  which  grow  nowhere  else  in  Europe.  I  did 
not,  indeed,  in  my  very  hurried  walk,  lind  any  plants 
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that  were  new  to  me,  tlioiigli  the  ground  was  carpeted 
with  spring  flowers  ;  and  I  noticed  that  none  of  the 
strange  plant  growths  of  the  Troia  headhmd  were  to 
be  found  here. 

It  was  niohtfall  when  I  reached  the  bottom  of  the 
hill,  and  nine  o'clock  before  our  boat  got  back  to 
Setubal.  I  was  very  tired  and  hungry,  and  glad  to 
remember  tliat  a  conference  had  taken  place  that 
morning  between  the  cook  and  myself,  which  iiad 
ended  in  that  very  affable  person  promising  to  have 
dinner  ready  for  me  at  whatever  hour  of  the  evening 
or  night  I  might  return.  He  kept  his  word  :  and  I 
hope  no  one  at  Senhor  Escoven's  inn  may  ever  fare 
worse  than  I  did  that  night. 

A  party  of  burgesses,  worthy  people,  probably 
from  the  capital,  were  supping  with  some  of  their 
friends  at  the  table  cVhote  as  I  came  in.  A  man  is  never 
so  critical  as  in  the  ten  minutes  before  his  dinner,  and 
my  chance  table- mates  must  set  down  my  cynical 
contemplation  of  them  to  this  circumstance. 

An  Enghsh  master  of  the  art  of  social  well-doing 
has  laid  down  the  maxim  that  no  man  should  ever 
monopoUse  the  conversation  for  more  than  half  a 
minute.  (I  myself  think  the  time  is  too  long.)  The 
Portuguese  do  not  adopt  this  rule,  and  iu  truth  I 
have  never  sojourned  among  the  people  who  do. 
Among  the  supper  party  at  Setubal  two  gentlemen 
strove  with  each  other  as  to  which  of  them  should  break 
it  most  completely.  When  two  well-known  French 
orators,  members  of  the  J^egislature,  were  contending 
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tor  tlio  ear  of  lliiit  asscinMy.  tluM)iu'  wlioliail  \n<[  it  for 
the  inoineiit smiled  pleasantly  upon  the  audience tluring 
the  flowiiifj  rhetoric  of  his  rival,  conscious  of  his  own 
latent  power  of  talk,  contenting  himself  with  remark- 
ing behind  his  hand,  ^  S'il  crache,  il  est  perdu!'  I 
noticed  something  of  this  polite  self-confidence  in  that 
one  of  the  two  Portuguese  gentlemen  who  happened 
for  ihe  moment  to  be  silent.  The  rest  of  the  party — 
terrible  conversationalists  too,  after  their  kind,  I  dare 
say,  some  of  them — were  witnesses  and  seconds  only 
while  this  duel  of  talk  was  proceeding,  merely  smiling 
or  nodding,  or  being  properly  moved  or  indignant,  as 
was  reqidred  of  them. 

The  night  was  pleasant,  yet  several  of  the  party 
had  woollen  comforters  on.  Some  of  the  women  wore 
worsted  knitted  hoods  and  were  discordantly  dressed  ; 
men  aiid  women  leant  slouciiingly  over  the  table, 
curving  their  elbows  and  hands  and  wrists  Jialf  round 
their  ])lates  (so  do  crabs  and  lobsters,  I  believe,  at 
their  own  ocean  dinner-tables  curve  unwieldy  claws 
round  their  food)  ;  and  these  otherwise  pleasant  ladies 
and  gentlemen  might  well  seem  to  the  straight-backed 
Briton,  taught  not  to  let  his  elbows  stray  at  meal 
times  too  far  from  his  sides,  to  be  departing  not  a 
little  from  tlie  ])roprieties  to  be  observed  at  table. 
How  ea.sy  is  intolerance  in  such  matters,  and  how 
poor  and  misoral)l(>  the  triinnj)li  of  finding  food  for 
frivolous  laughter  in  such  trilhng  diirerences  as  these! 
How  few  of  iiiv  countrymen  would  think  f)f  setting 
against  all  this  the  fact  that  one  bottle  of  port  wine 
had  sufficed  for   the  whole  j)arty  of  twelve,  and  that 
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it  was  but  half  emptied  ;  or  that  every  man  of  the 
party  showed  his  wish  to  be  gracious  by  bowing,  as 
he  rose  from  the  table,  to  the  stranger  who  had  sat 
at  meat  with  him. 

On  the  other  hand,  it  would  have  been  a  truly 
ridiculous  thing  for  a  newly-landed  tourist,  had  one 
been  tliere,  to  see  that  as  the  two  sections  of  the  party 
took  leave  of  each  other,  they  did  so  in  a  manner  to 
offend  and  even  to  excruciate  all  our  insular  suscep- 
tibilities. The  women  kissed  each  other — and  tliis  in- 
deed might  pass — but  the  men  likewise  embraced  ; 
and  this  really  was  too  great  an  outrage  on  a  critical 
British  traveller  waiting  for  his  dinner.  The  Portuguese 
of  the  male  sex,  when  they  meet  after  absence  and  when 
they  part  for  any  time,  rush  into  each  other's  arms  as 
people  in  England  do  nowhere  but  on  the  transpon- 
tine stage.  They  are  a  thickset  population,  and  they 
perform  the  ludicrous  act  not  without  a  certain  burly 
dignity,  and  j^et  tenderly  too ;  not,  I  must  say  for 
them,  kissing  each  other  on  their  too  often  chubby 
cheeks,  as  I  liave  seen  Italians  and  Soutliern  French- 
men do ;  but  when  they  find  themselves  in  each 
other's  arms  they  thump  each  otlier  gently  on  the 
back  in  token  of  amity ;  anon  each  draws  back  his 
head  and  contemplates  liis  friend's  countenance, 
pleasantly  with  smiles  if  meeting,  mournfully  and 
tearfully  if  about  to  part. 

It  is  easy  to  laugh  at  all  this,  but  it  is  an  old 
custom  in  Portugal.  There  is  notliing  really 
effeminate  in  the  usage  any  more  than  in  tliose  who 
]n'actise  it.     Heroes  have    done     it    ere    no"\v.     Not 
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otherwise,  be  sure,  was  the  great  Vasco  da  Gaina 
clasped  in  the  arms  of  liis  friends  when  lie  came 
back,  having,  after  ])erils  innumerable,  doubled  tlie 
Cape  and  found  the  sea  route  to  tlie  Indies.  In  no 
other  fiishion,  I  am  certain,  did  the  still  irreater 
Prince  Henry  the  Navigator  embrace  the  famous  sea 
commanders  who  had  carried  his  ex])loring  ships 
into  nidviiown  recesses  of  the  mysterious  ocean, 
thumping  their  brave  backs  with  friendly  gratitude 
and  enthusiasm. 

IIow  we  English  shake  our  honest  sides,  seeing 
for  the  first  time  this  Portuguese  antple.vus^  with  all 
its  queer  accompaniments ;  yet  what  a  foolish  and 
insular  thing  it  is  to  laugh — not  so  very  insular 
indeed,  after  all,  for  we  used  to  do  the  very  same 
thing  in  this  country.  '■Come!  Let  my  bosom  touch 
thee,'  says  a  chief  character  in  one  of  our  old  c  )medies 
to  two  other  personages  in  no  very  allluent  circum- 
stances. IIow  much  woidd  I — boasting  myself  to  be 
somewhat  of  a  citizen  of  the  world — like  to  see  a 
revival  of  tliis  good,  hearty,  old-fashioned  custom  of 
the  <ic€ola<le !  IIow  pleasant  wcmld  it  be  to  see 
some  padded,  gouty  old  general  running  up  in  Pall 
Mall  to  a  half-])ay  subaltern,  the  friend  and  mess- 
mate of  his  youth  ;  or  some  goodly  bisliop,  sleek  with 
episcopal  honours,  meeting  an  old  college  frienil  of 
forty  years'  standing,  still  a  curate.  '  Come!'  would 
his  lf)rdshij)  exclaim,  standing  with  extended  arms  in 
Waterloo  Place,  '  Come!     Let  my  bosom  touch  thee.' 

Exce])t  for  the  trilhng  circumstance  that  the  l)ed- 
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rooms  of  Sr.  Escoven's  hotel  were  constructed  with 
such  an  economy  of  partition  wall  tluit  they  only 
reached  three  parts  of  the  way  to  the  ceihng,  nothing 
could  be  more  satisfactory  to  the  most  exacting 
tourist  than  the  arrangements  of  his  hostelry.  Even 
this  pecuharity  of  mural  construction  has  some  advan- 
tages. The  bedded  traveller  is  indeed  only  screened, 
not  walled  off  from  Sr.  Escoven's  other  guests ;  but 
the  Portuguese  are  essentially  a  sociable  people,  and 
by  this  simple  device  the  pleasures  of  conversation 
may  be  enjoyed  far  on  into  the  night.  There  is  also 
a  pleasant  flavour  of  medigevalism  about  it.  Exactly  in 
this  fashion,  as  I  have  read,  were  the  guest  chambers 
disposed  in  those  great  semi-ecclesiastical  hospices 
which  in  the  Middle  Ages  occupied  the  places  now  so 
much  more  comfortably  filled  by  the  modern  hotel. 

I  do  not  dwell  on  this  detail  of  arranofement  as 
blameworthy  ;  and,  on  tlie  other  hand,  the  way  in 
which  at  the  Setubal  inn  the  traveller's  bill  is  de- 
Hvered  to  him  is,  in  regard  to  rapidity  of  presenta- 
tion, simplicity  of  statement,  and  reasonableness  of 
amount,  worthy  of  all  praise.  As  civilisation  goes 
on,  the  mauvais  quart  dlieiire  of  Eabelais  has  become 
a  more  and  more  disagreeal)le  interval  of  time.  It  is 
not  the  exorbitance  of  the  amount  which  irritates  us, 
for  we  are,  I  trust,  my  readers  and  I,  fairly  solvent 
people — so  much  as  the  delays  in  getting  our 
accounts  given  to  us  (with  a  train  just  starting, 
perhaps,  or  an  appointment  to  keep),  and  their  un- 
necessary comphcation  when  they  are  given.  There 
is  also  cause  for  great  exasperation  in  the  now  too 
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coiiiinoii  liabit  of  Enixlisli  liotrl-kceper.s  of  luiviiig"  a 
printed  lonn  on  wliicli  tlie  i)laiii  requireiiients  of  a 
siin])lc  traveller  are  lost  ainid  a  multitude  of  items 
■which  he  uiight,  could,  and — as  the  bill  and  its 
author  clearly  suggest — should  have  ordered.  So 
that  when  a  guest  })ays  his  bill  for  a  day's  and  night's 
lodging,  he  is  ])ositively  almost  ashamed  at  finding 
due  registry  of  his  having  Avanted  neither  liqueurs, 
nor  stationery,  nor  warm  baths,  nor  douche  baths, 
nor  shower  batlis,  nor  pots  of  jam,  nor  carriages  and 
pairs,  nor  draught  stout,  nor  imperial  ])ints  of  ])alc 
ale,  nor  ginger  beer,  nor  the  hotel  hairdresser,  nor 
nudled  wine  at  night,  nor  sherry  bitters  by  day ;  and 
he  reflects  what  a  poor  sluiflling  impostor  of  a  guest 
he  is  to  have  had  so  few  requirements. 

What  may  be  called  the  antipodes  of  this  magni- 
ficent and  })retentious  kind  of  hotel  account  prevails 
at  some  of  the  remoter  inns  in  Portugal.  Here, 
when  the  traveller  asks  for  his  bill,  tlie  landlord 
pleasantly  rubs  his  hands  together  and  answers, 
'Whatever  your  Excellency  pleases  to  give.'  This 
will  nnt  do  at  all,  for  the  traveller  is  sure  to  offer  too 
uiikIi  oi'  too  little,  and  to  be  thought  either  a  spend- 
thrift or  a  iiiggaid  ;  so  he  has  to  make  a  speech, 
thank  the  landlord  for  his  courteous  confidence,  and 
beg  for  a  detailed  statement. 

Then    the     landloi-d,     |)olitcly    deprecating     any- 
thing  of  tlu'  kind,  is   slowly  persuaded   to  clieck  ofT 
the  varions  items  u|)on  the  fingers  of  his   hand,  with 
a  long  argument  before  each  successive  finger  is  done 
with  and  doubled  down. 


A   PORTUGUESE   TROY.  305 

'  What  does  it  come  to  ?  '  asks  the  traveller,  taking 
out  his  purse  at  last,  when  the  hand  and  the  account 
are  finally  closed. 

'  Diacho  ! '  (which  is  polite  for  Dtabo,  which  again 
is  contracted  from  the  Latin).  '  Did  his  Excellency 
not  add  up  ?  ' 

His  Excellency  having  been  incapable  of  this  act 
of  mental  arithmetic,  the  addition  is  gone  over  again, 
from  the  little  finger  backwards,  with  a  finger  or  two, 
perhaps,  representing  forgotten  items,  brought  into 
account  from  the  other  hand  ;  and  the  sum  total  is 
gladly  paid,  and  host  and  guest  part  mutually  content 
— the  guest  well  kno^ving  that  he  has  not  been  over- 
charged more  than  perhaps  a  thumb  and  one  or  two 
fingers. 

At  Sr.  Escoven's  inn  the  bill  is  drawn  up  and 
presented  in  a  manner  which  may  be  called  a  com- 
promise between  these  two  opposite  systems  of  ac- 
count, and  is  an  improvement  on  each.  As  I  am 
writing  as  a  traveller  and  for  travellers,  I  can  do  no 
better  than  give  full  particulars. 

At  six  o'clock  A.M.,  I  asked  the  woman  servant, 
who  was  bringing  my  breakfast,  for  my  bill.  In  less 
than  two  minutes  it  was  placed  on  the  table  before 
me,  written  on  a  piece  of  paper  two  inches  square. 
It  contained  only  the  following  figures  : — 

1.500 

1  ..500 


3.000 


The  waitress,  placing   her  finger    on  the  second 

X 
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1.500,  roinimk'd  me  that  this  sum  luid  been  advanced 
to  me  by  tlie  landlord  the  niuht  l)efore  lo  pay  my 
boatmen.  Tlie  rest,  she  said,  was  my  inn  account. 
1.500  reis  is  a  milrei  and  a  half,  and  a  luilrei  and  a 
half  is  about  six  shillings  and  eightpence,  this  sum 
rejiresenting  the  whole  charge  for  ])read  and  wine  to 
take  with  me  to  Troia,  dinner,  bctl.  and  breakfast 
next  morning.  There  was  wo  charge  Ibr  the  conver- 
sation on  both  sides  of  me,  which  lasted  half  through 
the  night. 

I  have  written  this  account  of  a  thirty-six  hours' 
expedition  from  Lisbon,  made  hurriedly  between  two 
eu'^'af^ements,  because  I  have  often  heard  it  said  that 
little  or  nothing  was  to  be  done  or  seen  from  the 
capital  of  Portugal.  I  h()])e  I  have  shown  that  a 
traveller  following  me  in  tliis  little  ex])edition  need 
expend  neither  much  time  or  trouble  to  lind  himself 
among  very  beautiful  scenery  and  an  interesting  and 
courteous  people.  The  Arrabithi  range,  small  as  it 
comparatively  is,  has  peaks  and  recesses  which  would 
well  repay  a  visit  of  days.  JSetubal  itself,  of  which  I 
luive  said  hardly  aword,  is  in  population  the  tliiid  oi- 
fourth  city  in  tlic  kingdom,  and  has  antiquities  of  its 
own.  The  estuaries  of  the  ISado  and  the  Marateca, 
formiuix  the  ]iay  of  Setubal,  are  a  couLn'eu^ation  of 
waters  more  beautiful  tlian  any  in  Torlugal,  not  ex- 
cepting the  estuary  of  the  Tagus  itself;  and  uj)on  it, 
within  easy  reach  by  boat,  are  towns  famous  in  ihc 
liistory  of  ancient  I'ortiigal. 
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Tex    years    ago,   locomotion    in    Portugal   Avas  cer- 
tainly neither  easy  nor  pleasant.     Within  that  period, 
however,  railways  have  increased,  and  a  multitude  of 
good    high-roads  have  opened    up    many   new   and 
interesting  districts  which  were  once  only  accessible  on 
horseback.     In  almost  all  the  larger  towns  excellent 
mns   have   taken  the  place  of  execrably  bad  ones. 
Moreover,  a  system  of  transit  has  been  estabhshed  by 
a  pubhc  company,  under  the  name  of  the  Companhia 
da  Viaqao  do  Minho,  which  affords  great  facihties  to 
the  traveller.     In  aU  the  principal  cities  and  towns  of 
Northern  Portugal,  offices  of  this  company  are  to  be 
found  where,  at  a  moment's  notice,  any  sort  of  car- 
riage can  be  obtained,  from  a  roomy  covered  caleche 
to  a  light  phaeton  :  and  the  company  having  a  well- 
organized  system   of  correspondence    between    their 
various  stations,  the  traveller  can  order  a  carriage  to 
meet  him  at  the  most  remote  point  of  the  Northern 
Province,  with  a  reasonable  expectation  of  not  being 
disappointed. 

It  will  be  tolerably  evident  that  I  am  describing 
what  is,  when  combined  with  the  lovely  scenery  of 
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Portugal  and  nunicrous  points  of  interest  of  every 
kind,  notliinir  less  than  a  paradise  of  tourists.  That 
it  nuiy  seem  still  more  one,  the  (?ountry  still  more 
accessible  and  still  more  civihzed,  the  reader  shall 
learn  something  about  Portuguese  railways. 

As  regards  the  railway  system  of  the  country,  it 
is  as  yet  very  simple,  consisting  of  one  direct  main 
line  of  communication  between  Lisbon  in  tlie  South  of 
the  Kingdom,  and  Oporto  in  the  Xortli.  From  each 
of  these  termini,  or  rather  centres,  there  divei'ge 
short  branch  lines,  or  ieelers,  whicli  are  still,  except 
at  two  points  in  the  South,  unconnected  with  tht- rail- 
way system  of  the  rest  of  the  Peninsula,  and  which 
are  for  the  most  part  in  process  of  annual  extension. 

It    is    along   one   of  these   l)rancli    lines,    and    tlie 
newest  of  them   all,  the   railway  opened   within   the 
last    few  months    northward    to    13raga    and    tlience 
to  the  Spanish   frontier,  that  I  am  about  to  conduct 
the    reader.       Tliough    the  distance  from  Lisbon   to 
Oporto  is   very   neaidy   that   between  Liverpool   and 
London,  the  time  employed  for  the  journey  in  Portugal 
is  considerably  more  than  double  ;  and  as  competition 
may  be  called  the  soul  of  brevity  in  railway  matters, 
and   thci'c   is  quite   certain    to  be   no   competitifm    in 
Portugal    i'*>y    tlie    next,    hundred    years,  Lisbon   and 
Oporto  may,    Ibr  nil    intents    and    pui'poses,   l)e   con- 
sidered   to  ])e,   not  two  liundred,   but   f(Mii-   hundred 
miles  a])art. 

I  ])ass  over  this  journey  witliout  comment,  for  my 
present  purpose  is  to  visit,  first  Hraga,  the  arcliiepis- 
copal  <'ity,  and  ni'li-rwards  Guiniuraens,  famous  in  the 
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history  of  mediieval  Portiig:al,  and  to  find,  and  when 
found,  to  explore  and  make  notes  of,  a  mj'sterious 
buried  town,  supposed  to  he  somewhere  between 
these  two  cities,  and  of  which  a  great  deal  more 
presently. 

The  Minho  Province  is,  as  everyone  knows  who 
has  ever  opened  a  book  upon  Portugal — e-ven  a 
guide-book  (blind  enough  guides,  too  often) — is,  I 
say,  as  everyone  knows,  the  most  lovely  portion  of 
Portugal.  The  traveller  from  Lisbon  who  crosses 
the  Douro  to  arrive  at  Oporto,  and,  in  doing  so,  gets 
his  first  siijlit  of  this  Northern  Province,  miorht  almost 
come  to  that  conclusion  then  and  there  for  himself, 
as  he  sees  this  fine  river  running  between  its  lofty, 
precipitous,  fern-clothed  cliffs,  with  the  city  of  Oporto 
rising  amphitheatre-wise  from  the  edge  of  the  river, 
which  here  broadens  suddenly  into  a  lagoon,  reflecting 
on  its  still  surface  the  confused,  picturesque,  multi- 
coloured architecture  steeply  piled,  terrace  over  ter- 
race, to  the  granite  hills  beyond.  Two  miles  from 
the  river  we  reach  the  station  of  the  Northern  Rail- 
way, situated  in  the  suburbs ;  and  even  as  we  drive 
to  it,  we  get  a  ghmpse  of  very  characteristic  Minho 
scenery,  wdiich  makes  us  wish  for  more.  In  the  fore- 
ground and  middle  distance  pine-covered  hills,  rich 
in  their  endless  harmonies  of  subdued  greens  of  every 
shade,  from  the  sunlit  grey-greens  of  the  common 
pine  to  the  indigo-green  shadows  thrown  by  the 
sohd-lookinff  -umbelled  heads  of  the  darker-fohaged 
stone  pine.  Then  the  eye  travels  into  immense  dis- 
tances,  filled  in  with  great,  bare,   solid   mountains, 
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peak  upon  peak,  rosy  grey  where  llie  sunliglit  bathes 
tliein,  pur|)leAvliere  the  cloud-shadows  fall,  and  fading 
in  tlie  tar-otr  airy  perspective  into  wliat  seems  thinner 
and  more  unsubstantial  tluiu  the  thin  vapour-w^reaths 
of  early  dawn. 

Tlie  thirty  miles  which  separate  Oporto  from 
Braga  are  got  over  with  such  an  absence  of  indecent 
haste,  that  fully  two  hours  elapse  before  the  journey 
is  accomplished,  wliich  is  a  mistake  on  several  accounts 
— lirst,  because  the  traveller  is  sure  to  carry  away  a 
poor  idea  of  Portuguese  railway  engineering  when  he 
has  such  leisure  to  note  how  wastefuUy  the  line  lias 
been  constructed  ;  not  ballasted  with  that  foresight 
in  making  cuttings  and  embankments  and  that  hap})y 
economy  of  material,  whicli,  in  an  engineer's  eyes, 
have  an  aesthetic  beauty  of  tlieir  own,  but  with  great 
heaps  of  earth  and  stone  '  shot '  here  upon  the  way- 
side, and  perhaps,  but  half  a  mile  further  on,  a  valu- 
aljle  bit  of  land  dug  bodily  out  for  an  embankment 
— all  very  deplorable  in  its  way,  and  a  very  proper 
subject  for  disdain  to  the  foreign  traveller.  Then, 
again,  the  traveller — apt  as  all  we  travellers  are  to 
generalization — might  conclude  from  his  experience 
of  this  journey  that  the  dogs  of  Portugal,  who  may 
frequently  be  seen  racing,  and  generally  out-racing, 
the  trains,  were  gifted  with  an  abnormal  speed.  This 
conclusion  can,  as  we  have  seen,  be  easily  corrected 
by  a  reference  to  tlie  time-table  and  a  knowledge  of 
the  mileage. 

The  railway  takes  us  througli  a  picturesque 
country,   but   by   no   important   towns  till   we  reach 
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Braga.  Here  I  get  out.  It  is  nearly  nine,  a  dark, 
dimly-starlit  night  late  in  April ;  and  I  have  a  drive 
of  four  miles  before  I  reach,  not  Braga,  for  I  disdain 
its  inn  and  crowded  streets,  but  the  great  hostelry  on 
the  Hill  of  the  Bom  Jesus.  This  hill  is  one  of  the  two 
most  famous  Holy  Places  in  Portugal,  and  one  of  great 
religious  resort  from  all  parts  of  the  kingdom,  and 
even  from  Spain,  during  the  summer  months.  Up 
four  miles  of  stiff  ascent  we  drive :  for  the  great  inn 
built  here  for  the  pilgrims  is  near  the  very  top  of  the 
hill,  and  it  cannot  be  less  than  a  thousand  feet  above  the 
elevated  plain  on  which  Braga  is  situated.  As  the 
carriage  creeps  slowly  along  the  winding  road  to  the 
summit,  I  know  that  the  veil  of  soft  night  air  is  hid- 
ing from  me  a  series  of  very  lovely  foreground  land- 
scapes. I  know,  too,  for  I  have  been  here  before,  that 
at  every  upward  turn  of  the  road  there  is  a  grand 
panoramic  extension  of  the  great  plain  below,  and 
that,  but  for  the  darkness,  the  distant  hills  should  be 
seen  to  be  rising  tumultuously,  one  above  the  other, 
like  sea  waves  or  the  airy  mountains  of  cloudland. 
But  for  the  present,  all  this  is  for  the  imagination 
only  ;  I  shall  have  to  wait  till  the  moon  rises,  or  till 
to-morrow,  for  the  landscape.  Like  the  famous 
Spanish  fleet,  '  it  is  not  yet  in  sight.' 

Nevertheless,  somethingr  of  the  charm  of  it  comes 
to  me  through  the  dimness  of  the  night.  I  know  that 
we  are  passing  at  one  time  through  woodlands ;  for 
now  and  again  the  road  is  overarched  by  great  oak 
trees,  whose  half-expanded  foliage  I  catch  in  outline 
against  the  sky :  now   I   know   that  we  are  passing 
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throujzli  fertile,  \vell-tille(l  fann-lands  ;  for  I  henr  tlic 
soft,  continuous  '  cluirr  '  of  tiie  mole-crickets — a  sound 
as  much  associated  Avitli  the  early  hours  of  southern 
niLdits  in  sprinjjf  time  as  the  cicadas' cry  with  the  hours 
of  hot  sunshine — and  these  dainty  insects  love  to  dwell 
in  the  rich  soil  of  gardens  and  deep  plouglied  fields,  and 
I  know  therefore  that  we  are  close  to  such  land.  And 
then  again  tlie  fresh  scent  of  new-shot  vine  buds  comes 
to  me,  and  the  richer  warm  fragrance  of  rye-fields, 
with  the  bloom  on  the  ears.  And  now  we  are  passing 
by  a  farmer's  cottage,  for  the  heavy  pei-fume  of  orange- 
blossom  is  wafted  to  me,  oi-  the  fainter  odours  of  a 
wall  covered  with  the  flowers  of  the  Banksian  rose,  or 
the  Wistaria.  All  this  is  very  delightful  after  the 
dusty  atmosphere  of  the  railway  carriage.  Then,  as 
we  mount  higher,  we  get  away  from  cultivation  alto- 
gether, and  pass  through  successive  oak  groves,  and 
the  banks  are  overgrown  with  furze  and  cystus,  and 
rock-rose  and  broom,  all  in  flower,  and  all  betraying 
themselves  by  the  scents  they  give  out  on  the  dewy 
air  of  night. 

A  church  rises  against  the  sky  near  the  hill-top — 
now  the  niLrht  is  liMitenin<;  a  little  with  the  risinjx 
moon — and  o])])osite  to  the  churcli  stands  a  great 
dreary  pile,  two  stoi'cys  high,  like  a  barrack  much 
more  than  an  hotel,  and  yet  one  of  the  best  country 
hotels  ill  the  kingdom,  'i'ill  the  middle  of  May  it  is 
but  lialf  occupied,  rnlly  crammed  then  and  thereafter, 
not  by  guests  alone. 

Inns  in  Portugal  ai'e  not  mnch  after  the  fashion  of 
inns  in  England,  France,  or  Germany — not  such  inns 
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as  tourists  are  used  to  find  on  any  of  the  roads  they 
haunt.  Comfort,  after  the  ideal  of  it  which  we  have 
come  to  form  in  England,  is  not  to  be  found  in  these 
inns — the  comfort,  that  is,  which  consists  in  neatness, 
warmth,  bright  hearths,  plenty  of  carpets  and  arm- 
chairs, soft  beds,  bustling  waiters,  attentive  porters, 
and  smart  chambermaids.  Not  a  single  one  of  those 
qualifications  is  there  which,  in  travelHng  bagman's 
phrase,  go  to  the  making  of  a  '  good  house.'  The 
Portuguese  inn  is  rather  of  the  type  of  the  Eastern 
caravanserai.  The  house  is  large,  airy,  carpetless, 
with  whitewash  instead  of  wall-papers  ;  an  arm-chair 
is  unknown  ;  there  is  but  one  hearth,  and  that  is  in 
the  kitchen  ;  the  few  waiters  do  not  bustle,  the  rare 
chambermaids  are  barefooted,  and  by  no  means  smart. 
In  regard  to  the  beds,  an  Enghshman  was  once  heard 
by  me  trying,  after  his  first  experience  of  them,  to 
achieve  a  sorry  jest  about  his  host  having  succeeded 
in  combining  '  bed  and  board.'  The  beds  are,  in  fact, 
straw  palliasses  ;  and  the  inexperienced  traveller  who 
makes  his  first  acquaintance  with  a  Portuguese  bed- 
room thinks  that,  by  some  mistake,  a  hard  bran-stuffed 
pincushion  has  been  taken  from  his  dressing-table  and 
laid  upon  his  bed.  This,  however,  is  an  error.  The 
pincushion  in  question  is  the  normal  Portuguese 
pillow,  and  some  prudent  travellers  in  this  country, 
having  bruised  their  cheeks  and  ears  against  this 
little  instrument  of  torture,  in  their  struggles  to  get  a 
night's  rest,  habitually  carry  real  pillows  in  their  port- 
manteau. An  unworthy  piece  of  Sybaritism  !  I  set 
my  face  against  anything  so  unmanly.     I  feel  as  the 
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Highland  laird  did.  who,  when  he  and  his  clan  (on  a 
cattle-lilting  expedition)  were  bivouacking  in  a  snow- 
storm, found  that  his  son  had  rolled  a  snoAvball  under 
liis  head  for  a  ])illow.  He  kicked  it  away  indignantly, 
swearinof  that  no  son  of  his  shoukl  indulge  in  such 
efleniinate  luxury.  So  do  I  protest  against  the  effe- 
minacy of  carrying  witli  one  the  pillow  of  civiHzation. 
It  marks  a  degenerate  age. 

The  Portuguese  hosteh-y  is,  as  I  have  said,  some- 
what after  the  fashion  of  the  Eastern  caravanserai. 
The  summer  traveller  in  Portugal — and  travellers  do 
mostly  travel  in  summer — is  tried,  not  by  any  ele- 
mental rage  in  the  way  of  wind  and  rain,  hail  or  snow, 
but  he  is  fatigued  and  oppressed  by  the  heat  and  dust 
of  the  long  summer  day,  and  often  his  nerves  are 
singularly  over-excited  by  long  exposure  to  the  keen, 
dry  air,  and  the  unblinking  glare  of  tlie  Liisitanian 
sun.  So  he  finds  in  the  lofty  rooms  and  cool  atmo- 
sphere of  the  unfurnished  inn -great  refreshment,  and 
its  semi-obscurity — for  the  sun  has  been  kept  out  all 
day  by  thick  shutters — is  -wonderfully  soothing  to  his 
spirits.  Also,  he  is  never  over-oppressed  by  offers  of 
service.  According  to  Charles  Dickens  the  idea  of 
an  English  inn  is,  that  when  a  guest  has  j)assed  its 
threshold,  he  should  dcHver  hinisell"  over  into  the 
hands  ol"  tlie  head  waiter  unreservedly  and  as  if  he 
were  a  new-born  child,  with  a  volition,  indeed,  but  no 
power  of  realizing  it  except  through  his  nurse — the 
head  waiter.  Nothing  of  tlie  kind  prevails  in  Portu- 
gal. '  Here,'  says  your  Portuguese  landlord,  '  is 
shelter,  shade,  and  security — a  caravanserai   in  short 
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— and  I  have  so  far  conformed  to  modern  ideas  as  to 
employ  a  cook  and  a  bedmaker.' 

The  beds  we  akeady  know  about ;  the  dinner  is  at 
a  table  cVhote.  We  conform  so  little  to  Galhcan  ideas, 
always  unfashionable  in  Portugal,  as  to  call  it  a  mesa 
redonda — a  round  table— tliough  dinner  is  invariably 
laid  on  a  long  and  narrow  one.  Now,  it  is  of  the 
convenient  nature  of  Portuguese  cookery  that  the 
dishes  are  not  appreciably  the  worse  for  being  kept 
waiting ;  consequently,  if  one  arrives  at  any  hour  of 
the  day  or  night,  and  says — '  Quero  jantar,'  I  want 
dinner,  the  meal  is  brought  in  five  minutes,  and  laid 
at  a  corner  of  the  long  table.  The  guest  need  not 
trouble  himself  about  ordering  it,  and  if  he  ordered 
twenty  different  bills  of  fare  on  twenty  different  days, 
he  would  always  get  the  same  dinner,  or  one  with 
the  same  generic  features. 

As  travellers  are  often  as  foolishly  particular 
about  their  dinners  as  about  their  pillows,  and  as  I 
have  no  wish  to  inveigle  any  of  my  countrymen  to 
Portugal  under  false  pretences,  I  think  it  well  to  let 
them  know  what,  if  they  do  come,  they  will  have  for 
dinner. 

First,  they  will  have  soup,  a  thin  consomme  of 
beef,  with  rice,  cabbages,  and  probably  peas  floating 
in  it.  This  is  followed  by  the  piece  of  beef  and  the 
little  piece  of  bacon  which  have  made  the  soup,  and 
as  this  soup  is  served  up  very  hot,  so  is  some  degree 
of  variety  skilfully  obtained  by  the  bouilli  always 
being  half  cold.  Then  follow  several  indescribable 
stews,  very  good  to  eat,  but  inscrutable  as  to  their 
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ingredients.  After  tliis,  when  one  has  ceased  to 
expect  it,  conies  lish  broiled,  ahnost  always  liake, 
wliich  in  Portuguese  waters  feeds  on  sardines,  and  is 
tlierefore  a  better  iish  tlian  our  Britisli  liake,  wliich 
fares  less  daintily  ;  then  rice  made  savoury  with  gravy 
and  herbs  ;  after  that  come  '  heefes^  a  dish  fashionable 
in  all  parts  of  Portugal,  and  in  whose  name  the  Portu- 
guese desire  to  do  homage  to  our  great  nation  and 
one  of  our  national  dishes,  the  word  being  a  corrup- 
tion of  '  beef-steaks,'  and  the  tiling  itself  quite  as 
unlike  what  it  imitates  as  its  name.  Then  follow,  in 
an  order  with  which  I  cannot  charge  my  memory, 
sweet  things,  chieily  made  of  rice  ;  the  dinner  invari- 
ably ending  with  a  preserve  of  quince. 

It  will  be  seen  that  the  Portuguese  cuisine  is  very 
national  in  its  character,  and  perhaps  the  day  may 
come  when  philosophers,  having  exhausted  com- 
parative mythology,  grammar,  and  philologj'',  may 
think  it  worth  their  while  to  extract  some  of 
the  lost  historic  life  of  nations  from  comparative 
cookery.  The  Portuguese  cuisine^  let  us  say,  Scientia 
Coqvinaria  Portn(/alle?ms,  will  certainly  be  one  of 
the  most  interesting  chapters  of  this  book  of  tlie 
future. 

The  archaeology  of  tliis  subject  is  sim})ly  that  the 
Portuguese  people,  conservative  in  their  tastes  and 
yet  open  to  new  ideas,  have  borrowed  from  every 
nation  witli  whom  tliey  have  come  into  contact ;  from 
the  Romans  tlicir  kitchen  stoves — I  have  seen  in 
Pompeii  a  range  of  fire-places,  eacli  with  its  blowhole 
througli  wliich  to  fan  the  embers,  absolutely  identical 


THE   LOST   CITY   OF   CITANIA.  317 

with  the  cooking  hearths  of  modern  Portuguese 
houses — from  the  Moors  they  have  got  their  earthen- 
ware stew-pots  and  the  way  of  using  them.  From 
Eoman  times  they  have  preserved  innumerable  names 
of  meals,  dishes,  and  cooking  vessels ;  from  the 
Moors,  again,  the  art  of  preserving  fruits  and  making 
them  into  cakes  and  jellies,  from  them,  too,  come  the 
names  and  recipes  of  many  sweet  dishes,  among 
others  the  rebanadas,  a  dish  as  much  eaten  in  Portu- 
gal between  Christmas  and  the  New  Year  as  mince- 
pies  with  us  in  England.  The  dish  is  purel}^  one  of 
Southern  lands,  of  countries  '  flowing  with  milk  and 
honey,'  and  of  pastoral  peoples,  being  composed  of 
thick  shoes  of  wheaten  bread  soaked  in  new  milk, 
fried  in  pure  olive  oil  and  thickly  spread  with  honey. 
It  is  a  dish  of  the  nomad  tribes  from  Arabia  to 
Morocco,  and  is  made  to  this  day  by  the  Moors  under 
the  name  of  rahanat  or  rahanadh.  Then  again 
contact  with  ourselves  has  given  the  aforesaid  beef  is 
to  the  Portuguese  cuisine^  and  also  initiated  the  nation 
into  the  mysteries  of  plum  and  seed  cakes,  their 
Portuguese  name  being  still  queque.  All  this  is 
surely  very  instructive  and  edifying,  and  I  regret 
exceedingly  to  have  to  leave  the  subject  for  the 
present. 

We  have  w^andered  a  little  from  the  subject  of 
Portuguese  inns.  In  them  a  traveller  need  never 
give  orders  to  be  called  in  the  morning  ;  the  tone  of 
voice  in  which  the  internal  economy  of  the  house  is 
conducted  answers  all  the  purposes  of  an  alarum. 
At  an  early  hour  in  the  morning  I  get  up  to,  as  old 
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Indians  say,  '  eat  tlie  morning  air.'  The  balconies  of 
the  inn  look  westward,  and  command  a  really  magni- 
ficent view.  I  have  somewliat  discounted  it  over- 
night, and  therefore  I  need  say  the  less  about  it  now. 
Some  miles  below  is  Braga  in  its  ])lain,  surrounded 
by  grey  mountains,  on  which  the  mists  of  morning 
are  still  hanginfj.     An  hour  earlier   I   should    have 

C  CI 

seen  their  ])eaks  sharply  defined  in  the  transparent 
air  of  early  dawn ;  now  tlie  thin  mists  are  in 
process  of  absor})tion  by  the  sun,  or  tending  sky- 
wards to  incorporate  themselves  into  detached  clouds 
which,  as  the  day  grows  older,  shall  throw  tlieir 
shade-mantles  on  the  land  and  make  it  ten  times 
more  lovely  than  before.  The  sun  glints  obliquely 
on  the  city  of  Braga  at  my  feet,  and  makes  a  rich 
colour  harmony  of  tlie  red  and  green  and  yellow 
houses,  showing  me  in  clear  outline  the  great  square 
turrets  of  the  castle  dominating  the  other  buildings, 
and  batliing  in  its  potent  rays  the  mellow  brown  walls 
and  towers  of  the  old  catliedral. 

At  this  early  liour  of  the  morning,  and  witli  the 
sun  tlius  slanting  his  light  over  the  great  vine- 
covered  ])lain  country  below,  there  is  a  strange  thing 
to  be  seen,  which  never  elsewhere  have  I  looked 
upon;  not  in  France,  nor  in  Spain,  nor  in  Greece, 
nor  even  in  Italy,  though  in  .ill  these  countries  there 
are  lands  giving  in  the  sj)ring  time  much  promise  of 
j)ur|)le  wine  ;  fni-  hereabouts  the  yield  of  wine 
is  famous  even  in  Portugal,  not  of  delicate  wine  that 
strangers  seek  after,  but  of  a  generous  liquor,  cool, 
wholesome,    and     fortifying    after    labour,    and    so 
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plentiful  that  no  man  is  poor  enough  to  go  witliout  it, 
and  the  very  mouth   of  the  resting  horse  that  lias' 
carried  the  traveller  through  the  day  is  stained  with 
draughts  of  red  wine.      Now,  in  spring  time,  when 
the  sun  at  its  rising,  or  just  as  it  sets,  strikes  the 
land  slantingwise,  this  is  the  strange  sight  that  I  see 
here— that  its  rays  gleam  liotly  upon  and  into  innu- 
merable upward-pointing  young  vine  shoots,  set  with 
tender,  transparent  green  leaves,  and  so  brightly  that 
veritably  it  would  seem  that  from  the    earth    were 
issuing  not  Uving  fohage,  sky  pointing,  but  flames  of 
pale  greenish  fire,  as  of  burning  sulphur,  thrust  out 
by  some  subterranean  force— some  '  cosmic    energy 
divine'— and  this  sight  so  strikes  the  fancy  that,  hi 
an  age  of  faith,  a  traveller  telling  of  this  in  other 
lands,  it  might  easily  grow  out  of  his  relation  that  in 
this  favoured  region    the    kindly    earth    marks    this 
wonderful  yield  of  her  great  bounty  of  wine  by  a 
mysterious  shooting  forth  of  flames  of  living  fire. 

To  all  which  the  sceptical  and  cynical  reader  will 
say,  '  I  don't  beheve  it ! '  and  I  reply,  '  Go  to  the  Bom 
Jesus  at  the  proper  hour  and  season  and  see ; '  and  if 
he  retorts,  '  Anyhow,  I  don't  beheve  about  the  horses 
drinking  wine,'  I  rejoin,  '  Travel  through  the  Minho 
Province,  and  you  will  see  horses  drinking  wine  and 
eating  maize  bread  many  times  in  a  day.' 

Reaching  the  top  of  tlie  hill,  we  look  down  west- 
ward towards  Braga,  and  eastward  towards  the  city 
of  Guimaraens.  The  mountain  ridges  which  separate 
the  two  cities  are  those  of  the  Falperra  range,  and  as 
the  eye  travels  over  them  it  will  rest  on  a  white  speck 


820  PORTUGAL :    OLD   AND   NEW. 

on  an  outlyinj^  spur  of  tlic  mountains,  about  six  miles 
off  as  the  crow  flies.  Tliis  is  a  tiny  cha})el,  dedicated 
to  San  liomlio,  and  on  a  certain  day  in  the  year  a 
goodly  number  of  })ilui-ims  flock  tliitlier.  To  us, 
however,  the  interest  of  the  chapel  liill  is  that  it  is 
the  site  of  the  buried  city  of  Citania — uf  tlie  so-called 
Citania.  Now,  the  city  of  Citania,  if  city  it  be,  and 
Citania  it  be,  is  still  a  puzzle  to  tlie  antiquary.  Till  a 
few  years  ago  there  was  hut  a  vague  rumour  of  the  ex- 
istence of  ruins  on  the  hill  of  San  Romao  ;  within  that 
period  arclneology  owes  it  to  Senhor  Francisco  Moraes 
Sarmento,  of  the  neiglibouring  city  of  Guimaraens, 
that  certain  excavations  have  been  made  and  explora- 
tions set  on  foot ;  but  the  exertions  of  one  antiquary, 
single-handed,  against  a  mysterious  buried  city,  how- 
ever energetic  and  enlightened  he  be — and  Senhor 
Sarmento  is  both — can  go  but  a  small  way  tt>  tell  us 
the  story  of  these  ruins,  and  they  are  still,  therefore, 
an  unsolved  mystery. 

The  hill  of  San  Komao  stands  out  boldly  from  the 
range  of  which  it  is  a  spur,  and  from  its  summit  a 
view  is  comnnmded  of  a  great  level  extent  of  country, 
through  which,  amid  rich  corn-fields  and  vineyards, 
wind  slowly  the  full  waters  of  the  river  Este.  The 
hill  itself  is  treeless  ;  its  summit  is  some  eight  hundred 
feet  above  the  ])lain,  and  the  ascent  is  so  steep  that 
it  takes  three-(|uarters  of  an  lionr  to  climb  to  the  top. 
Within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  the  very  highest 
point  the  steepness  increases;  here  vegetation  almost 
ceases,  and  the  surface  of  the  ground  is  occu})ied  by 
a  thickly  lying  crop  of  granite  boulders  of  all  sizes 
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and  shapes.  A  very  stiff  climb  of  five  minutes  more 
over  and  round  these  obstructions  leads  to  the  sum- 
mit, and  here  we  find  ourselves  on  a  comparatively 
level  bit  of  turfy  ground,  fairly  clear  of  stones,  two 
or  three  hundred  yards  across.  On  this  table-land, 
and  some  little  way  down  the  incline,  on  each  side, 
are  the  ruins.  There  is  very  little  indeed  to  see,  and 
until  Senlior  Sarmento's  excavations  were  made,  an 
unobservant  person  might  easily  have  walked  up  and 
over  the  hill  without  gue.«sing  that  it  had  ever  been 
the  dwelling-place  of  man.  The  ruins  have  by  time 
or  by  human  hands  been  all  nearly  levelled  to  the 
ground,  and  all  that  was  visible,  till  the  digging  be- 
gan, Avas  ]iere  and  there  a  portion  of  circulai"  wall, 
solidly  built  of  well  quoined  stone,  projecting  from 
the  ground. 

The  first  thing  that  strikes  one  is  that  these  wall 
fragments  form  parts  or  segments  of  complete  circles. 
Wherever  one  of  the  bits  of  wall  showed  above  the 
surface,  Senhor  Sarmento  has  dug,  and  what  he  has 
come  upon  is  this : — At  a  depth  of  from  two  to  six 
feet  down,  both  inside  and  outside  the  segment,  he 
reaches  a  rough  pavement.  That  which  is  inside  the 
circle  is  clearly  the  stone  flooring  of  a  building  ;  that 
on  the  outside,  the  pavement  of  a  street.  When  this 
digging  has  taken  place  round  the  whole  circle,  and 
the  earth  and  stones  are  removed,  there  is  left  a  per- 
fectly round  building  about  twenty-one  feet  in  diame- 
ter, of  course  unroofed,  and  with  a  single  doorway. 
The  great  majority  of  the  remains  are  of  this  circular 
character,  but  to  every  eight  or  nine  of  the  round 
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towers  or  houses  tliere  is  a  square  building  of  rather 
hirger  dimensions,  and  again  there  are  a  few  detached 
walls  which  seem  in  most  instances  to  have  been  built 
at  the  slope  of  the  hill,  sim])ly  lo  keej)  the  earth  and 
stones  from  shpping  down. 

The  first  question  one  asks  oneself  is  how  the 
u])per  portion  of  these  round  houses  Avas  iinished  oil, 
and  how  roofed  in.  The  answer  to  both  questions  is 
to  be  got  from  the  rubbish  dug  out  from  inside  the 
houses.  There  is  just  material  enough  in  the  way  of 
quoined  stones  to  carry  up  the  building  another  three 
or  four  feet  high,  and  the  fragments  of  a  quantity  of 
earthenware  tiles  of  a  curious  pattern  answer  the 
question  as  to  the  roof.  Few  modern  houses  are 
so  well  roofed  as  these  ancient  buildings  must  have 
been,  for  the  tiles  used  were  broad  and  square,  with 
their  two  opposite  edges  upturned  an  inch  or  so ;  and 
being  laid  side  by  side  on  the  roof,  and  a  common 
convex  tile  (of  which  tliere  are  fragments  also)  being 
placed  over  the  joint,  a  strong  and  perfectly  water- 
tight roof  would  have  been  formed.  Senhor  Sarmento 
has  gone  to  the  ])ains  oi'  reconstructing  one  of  the 
linuses,  and  even  ol"  having  tiles  moulded  for  its  roof 
of  tlie  very  size  and  shajie  of  the  ancient  ones.  The 
l)uilding  is  almost  certainly  exact  in  its  resemblance  ; 
a  tower  about  ten  feet  high  to  the  eaves,  and  with  a 
conical  roof,  the  inside  forming  a  single  chamber  of 
fair  size — a  beehive-looking  structure,  singularly  unin- 
viting as  a  dwelling,  k^enhor  Sarmento,  I  notice,  has 
carried  his  tiles  only  half-way  uj)  to  the  root"  .ipcx  ; 
the  rest  he  makes  of  thatch,  and  this,  1  tliink,  is  a 
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mistake,  because  if  the  place  was  a  strongliolcl,  as  its 
position  leads  one  to  suppose,  a  straw  thatch  would 
certainl}-  have  invited  attack  by  fire. 

Now,  a  curious  point  connected  with  the  ruins  is 
that,  as  a  rule,  the  buildings  are  so  crowded  together 
tliat  in  some  cases  only  three  or  four  inches  of  space 
intervene  between   them — in  one  case  a  single  fincrer 
would  fill  the  space  between  two  buildings ;  and  this 
is  odd,  because  one  is  puzzled  to  understand    why, 
when  the  builders  had  finished  one  wall,  they  did 
not  make  it  serve  as  a  party-wall  between  two  houses. 
When  the  traveller  has  seen  so  much  of  the  ruins, 
he  is  no  true  traveller  if  he  do  not  begin  to  form  his 
theories   and  make  his  guesses.      Who   built   these 
ruins.?     Who  hved  in  them.?     And  why  and  when 
were  they  deserted  ? 

It   is    obvious    enough    that    the    place    was  oc- 
cupied as  a  stronghold.     So  much  is  quite  certain,  for 
though  there  was  water,  no  doubt,  to  be  got  by  sink- 
ing a  well  on  the  top — springs  still  gush  out  in  three 
or  four  places  from  among  the  rocks  on  the  hillside 
— yet  there  could  have  been  no  other  necessary  of 
human    hfe  on  the  hill,  neither  corn  for  man,   nor 
pasture  for  cattle,  nor  possibihty  of  garden  produce. 
Therefore,  the  dwellers  here  could  have  come  but  for 
one  necessary,  and  that  perhaps  in  rude  times  the 
most  conducive  of  any  to  health  and  longevity— se- 
curity.    A  handful    of  the  most  umvarlike  possible 
defenders  of  this  hill  top  could  have  held  it  against  an 
army.     The  tall  granite  boulders  on  the  crest  stand 
as  thick  as  ])attlements  on  a  castle  wall,  and  would 
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aflorcl  full  i)rotO('tion  to  a  l)owinaii,  or  :i  sliiiger,  or 
the  liurler  of  a  jiivelin  ;  smaller  stones  stand  ready  to 
liand,  and  even  a  cliild's  or  a  woman's  throw  would 
send  them  lea])ing  down  the  ])recij)ice  to  carry  de- 
struction loan  advanciuL^  host.  Then,  looking  to  the 
great  agricultural  plain  beneath,  one  fancies  how  a 
rural  po])ulatioii.  the  dwellers  on  it,  miglit  have  flocked 
to  the  hill  for  safety  at  the  first  alarm  of  danger, 
using  it  for  occasional  reiuge  only  ;  but  tiiis  obvious 
su^'nestion  has  to  be  abandoned,  for  the  way-worn 
pavements  point  to  a  long  and  continuous  occupation, 
so  also  do  the  numy  fragments  of  pottery.  It  was 
certainly  therefore  a  dwelling  for  men,  for  women 
and  children,  as  well  as  a  stronghold.  We  can  ])ick 
up  fragments  of  the  pitcher  for  water,  of  the  jar  made 
of  a  finer  and  less  ])orous  earthenware  to  hold  oil ; 
and,  though  the  shapes  of  these  vessels  are  not  such 
as  the  Komans  used,  it  is  all  but  certain  that  the  nu-n 
who  nuide  them  had  Icai'iicd  tlieii-  ti'adc  from  tlic 
Eoman  potters.  'J'hc  present  writer  presumes  to 
speak  with  some  little  authority  on  this  point,  as 
being  himself  not  unaccpuunted  j)ractically  with  the 
])otter's  art. 

Tlien  there  are  women's  and  cliildren's  personal 
ornaments,  baubles  of  l)lu('  and  green  glass;  they 
came,  we  know,  in  tlie  stream  of  riia'uician  traffic  ; 
and  there  were  smiths  at  woik  on  the  liill,  for  we  find 
the  clinkers  of  the  forge  here  and  there,  and  scraps 
of  rusted  iron  innumerable;  and  the  smitlis  seem  to 
have  been  men  of  jK'ace  rather  than  of  war,  for  Seidior 
iSarmento  tells  me  he  has  obtained  no  single  warlike 
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weapon  of  iron — neitlier  spearhead,  nor  arrow,  nor 
sword  ;  and  millers  ground  their  corn  on  the  hill,  for 
it  is  difficult  to  take  two  steps  where  the  earth  has 
been  disturbed,  without  seeino-  the  fragments  of  mill- 
stones  ;  and  there  were  artists — or  perhaps,  as  with 
us  at  home,  idlers  only  and  amateurs  in  art — for  there 
are  rough  incised  ornamentations  on  stones,  and  at 
least  one  rude  representation  of  a  human  group. 

So,  then,  the  problem  is  narrowing  itself  somewhat. 
We  are  agreed  that  it  was  a  stronghold  and  a  place 
of  permanent  abode  ;  but  for  whom,  and  when  ?  The 
when  is  partly  answered  by  the  fact  that  no  single 
flint  or  stone  implement  or  weapon  has  been  dis- 
covered ;  but  of  iron,  as  we  have  seen,  very  many. 
The  place  then  was  occupied  in  the  '  Iron  Age,'  as 
antiquaries  have  it,  and  if  I  may  frame  a  new  eth- 
nological term,  it  was  in  the  later  Pottery  Age — an 
age  when  unglazed  pottery  with  close,  smooth  texture 
was  made — that  is,  after  the  Eomans  had  come  into 
the  country ;  but  almost  certainly  the  dwellers  here 
were  neither  Eomans  nor  a  Eomanized  people.  Not 
only  is  there  not  a  single  inscription,  but  the  character 
of  the  architecture  is  not  at  all  of  the  kind  used  by 
the  Eomans  ;  the  stronghold  being,  indeed,  of  that 
type  which  Eoman  writers  called  an  Oppidum,  and 
describe  as  being  used  by  the  aboriginal  tribes  of 
Northern  and  Western  Europe. 

Again,  the  incised  ornamentations  on  the  stone 
slabs  are  most  markedly  non-Christian ;  and  this  is 
especially  the  case  of  one  very  conspicuous  stone 
which  the  traveller  will  find  on  the  very  summit  of 


326  roirruoAL:   old  and  new. 

tlie  liill.  A  hutre  j?lub  of  j^a-anite,  ii  foot  or  so  in 
tliickness,  some  seven  feet  in  lieight  and  about  nine  in 
leniitli,  attracts  the  traveller's  attention  almost  im- 
mediately.  It  is  j)ierced  near  the  bottom  by  a  hole 
tliroiigh  which  a  boy  could  creep,  and  adorned  with 
a  complicated  incised  pattern  of  small  circles  and 
squares  intertwined  with  nuicli  quaint  artifice,  and 
with  straight  and  scroll-shaped  lines.  The  work, 
though  not  strictly  Runic,  is  more  of  that  character 
than  anything  else  ;  it  is  certainly  pre-Christian,  and 
the  stone,  from  its  size  and  importance,  must  clearly 
have  been  the  work  not  of  one  man,  nor  of  several,  but 
of  many — probably  of  the  whole  tribe.  It  was,  no 
doubt,  connected  with  some  religious  rite. 

It  is  obvious  what  a  very  important  part  this  stone 
uiust  play  in  the  construction  of  any  theory  which 
the  speculative  tourist  may  form  of  the  lost  history  of 
the  ruins.  I  admit  that  it  had  its  weight  with  me, 
and  my  two  learned  and  ingenious  coin})anions,  on 
the  occasion  of  my  first  visit,  were,  I  know,  as  much 
occupied  as  myself  in  fitting  this  singular  stone  into 
the  edifices  of  their  respective  theories;  morediligently, 
apparently,  even  than  myself,  for  as  we  descended  the 
hill  in  silence,  revolving  each  man  the  pros  and  cons 
of  liis  own  hypothesis,  they  left  to  me  the  honour  of 
discovering  a  rare  Portuguese  fern,  Cheiranthes  frnq- 
rn?)s,  growing  among  the  boulders  of  the  hill. 

J3y  the  time  we  reached  the  bottom  of  the  hill  our 
respective  theories  were  fidly  evolved  and  developed 
in  all  their  bearings,  and  quite  ready  for  publication. 
What  then  was  our  consternation,  what  Avas  our  be- 
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wiklerment,  what  was  the  utter  upsetting  of  every- 
thmg  in  the  shape  of  a  theory  when,  arrived  at  a  Httle 
roadside  inn  in  the  village  of  San  Estevao  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  hill,  we  learned  from  a  farmer  there 
drinking  a  cup  of  wine,  that  the  great  stone  was  no 
'  native  of  the  rock,'  but  had  been  carried  thither  by 
the  enthusiastic  Senhor  Sarmento  ! 

'But,'  we  exclaimed,  with  the  natural  irritation 
and  obstinacy  of  disappointed  antiquaries,  '  the  thing 
is  palpably  impossible  ;  a  road  must  have  been  made 
up  the  hillside  on  purpose  ! ' 

'  A  road  was  made,'  said  the  farmer  calmly. 

'  But,'  I  insisted,  '  it  would  have  taken  fifty  oxen 
to  draw  that  enormous  stone  up  ! ' 

'  Not  so,'  said  the  farmer,  '  it  took  only  forty- 
four.' 

The  farmer  further  informed  us  that  it  had 
formerly  stood  in  the  porch  of  the  parish  church,  and 
that  Senhor  Sarmento  in  his  apparently  misplaced 
archaeological  zeal,  had  insisted  upon  carrying  up  to 
the  site  of  his  excavations  this  huge  slab  of  granite, 
which  I  believe  must  weigh  fully  ten  or  fifteen 
Urns  ! 

Our  feelings  of  blank  dismay  may  be  imagined  : 
fortunately  there  was  no  one  to  laugh  at  us  but  our- 
selves. Here  was  a  story  to  match  the  similar  mis- 
adventure of  Sir  Walter  Scott's  'Antiquary,'  and 
scientific  discomfiture  quite  as  ludicrous  as  that  which 
befel  Mr.  Pickwick.  When  should  we  ever  have  the 
heart  to  build  up  a  theory  again  after  the  ground 
had  thus  been  so  completely  cut  from  beneath  our 
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feet,   iiiid    :ill    tlu'   probabilities  so  stupendously  vio- 
lated y 

The  reader  may  guess  that  had  the  matter  rested 
liere,  he  wuiild,  [)erhaj)s,  never  have  heard  this  story  ; 
but  it  turned  out,  fortunately  for  our  areha?ologieal 
acumen,  that  the  a])parent  blunder  admitted  of  easy 
explanation.  On  my  return  from  this  expedition,  I 
looked  at  Argote's  well-known  work  upon  Braga, 
])ublished  in  the  last  centuiy,  and  learnt  therefrom 
not  without   a  feehng  of  relief,  that  the  stone   wi 


IS 


standing  in  his  day  on  the  hill  itself.  vSenhor  Sarmento, 
has  subserpiently  told  me  that  he  knows  or  knows  of 
the  parish  ])riest  wlio  brought  it  down  hill  for  the 
adornment  of  his  church,  and  it  was  Senlior  Sarmento, 
as  the  farmer  had  informed  us,  m'Iio,  to  the  lasting 
lionour  of  all  archieologists,  had  caused  the  stone, 
which  the  peasantry  had  long  known  under  tile  name 
of  Pedra  Fonno.'^a,  to  be  cari'ied  up  to  its  original 
position. 

Under  these  altered  circumstances,  I  no  Ioniser 
hesitate  to  put  forward  my  theory.  Citania, — it  is 
convenient  to  have  a  name  for  a  place,  though  it  is 
})robable  that  the  ruins  have  no  true  title  to  this  one,^ 


'  Tlio  Roman  Iiistoi  ian,  Valerius  Maximus,  mentions  the  town 
of  Citania,  ami  sonir  :inti(|uaiios  have  fixed  its  site  on  this  hill  of 
San  Roniao,  nejir  15ni;,'a  ;  the  name  Citania  lias  conse(|uently  been 
jEn'ven  to  the  hill.  It  is  not  a  i)Opular  name,  therefore,  but  an 
antiquary's  name.  Valerius  Maximus  fixes  Citania  on  a  moun- 
t'lin  in  Lusitania,  and  praises  the  bravery  of  its  inhabitants;  but 
there  are  more  mountains  thiin  one  in  Porturjal,  and  there  is  con- 
tention over  Citania,  as  over  the  birthplace  of  Homer.  Some  six 
Portuguese  antiquaries  have  chosen  .six  different  mountain  .sites  for 
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■ — was  in  my  opinion  a  strongliold,  bnilt  either  by  the 
Celtic  or  by  the  Celt-Iberian  race.  It  was  probably 
occupied-  during  a  long  period,  perhaps  during  many 
centuries,  and  until  after  the  Eomans  were  in  posses- 
sion of  the  country,  through  Eoman  times,  and  pro- 
bably until  and  after  the  establishment  of  the 
Visigoths  in  Portugal.  All  this  is  proved,  so  far  as 
proof  is  possible  in  such  cases,  first,  by  the  different 
kinds  of  masonry  shown  in  the  walls,  marking  differ- 
ent periods  of  construction  ;  that  in  the  western 
portion  of  the  ruins  is  of  the  kind  known  as  Cyclopean, 
and  here  the  stones  are  larger,  the  work  coarser,  the 
fittings  and  quoining  less  perfect  than  in  the  presum- 
ably more  recent  portions  ;  secondly,  by  the  immense 
quantity  of  potsherds,  their  character,  the  absence  of 
flint  implements ;  the  presence  of  articles  of  bronze 
and  iron,  and  lastly,  the  absence  of  Eoman  inscriptions 
and  of  Christian  symbols.  It  was  probably  destroyed 
by  the  Visigoths,  or  we  should  have  found  some  token 
of  the  presence  of  this  Christian  people  ;  and  that 
it  was  never  occupied  by  the  Moors  is  nearly  certain, 
because  there  is  no  trace  of  their  very  characteristic 
handiwork.  That  it  was  not  again  occupied  on  the 
reappearance  of  the  Christians  in  the  country  is 
certain,  because  if  it  had  been  we  should  have  had 
some  historical  record  of  tlie  fact. 

Now  to  account  for  the  circular  character  of  the 
buildings,  with  their  low,  thin  walls,  large  doorways, 
and   absence  of  embrasures — all  which  w^ould   have 

Citania,  and  a  seventli — as  good  a  man  as  any  of  them — confesses 
that  he  knows  not  where  it  was. 
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iiiiule  tlioni  quite  unfit  f(U-  military  defenpo — and  for 
the  curious  tact  of  their  hciuij;  crowded  tooether  in 
sucli  a  way  as  makes  it  clear  that  no  sane  people 
would  have  ventured  to  stand  an  attack  in  them.  I 
should  account  for  all  this  by  supposing  that  these 
well-roofed,  circular  towers  were  simply  granaries 
for  the  corn  produced  in  the  fertile  plain  below  ;  that 
the  ])lace  M'as  a  depot  used  by  the  inhabitants  wherein 
to  store  their  produce,  which  otherwise  would  have 
been  at  the  mercy  of  every  marauding  band  from  the 
surrounding  hills.  The  low,  circular  turrets,  Avitli 
their  walls  uncemented,  and  therefore  affordiuij  ixood 
ventilation,  with  their  waterproof  roofs  to  keep  off 
rain,  and  their  stone  pavements  to  keep  out  vermin, 
would  have  l)een  ideal  granaries.  The  necessity  of 
ventilation  for  grain  storing  would  also  perfectly  ac- 
count for  the  small  size  of  the  turrets  aiid  their 
com])lete  isolation,  while  yet  so  closely  crowded  to- 
gether. The  square  houses  or  mills  where  the 
corn  was  hand-ground  were  probably  the  dwellings 
of  the  guardians  of  the  depot,  who,  no  doubt,  oc- 
cuj)ied  their  leisure  in  grinding  the  corn  they  guarded. 
None  (if  tlic  buildings,  probably,  were  fortresses,  for 
the  hill,  with  its  natural  crenelations  and  battlements, 
is  itself  a  stronghold  ;  such  as  ]\roirosi  and  Secococni 
found  ill  llicir  boulder-covered  uKiuntains. 

The  ap])arent  remains  are  not  mimerous  enough 
to  have  been  a  large  centre  of  population  ;  but  the 
spot  wliere  the  chief  wealth  of  the  district  was  pre- 
•served  would,  no  do\d)t,  be  the  main  ])lace  of  ])ublic 
resort.      Here  all  tlie  bargaining  of  the  neighl)ourliood 
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would  have  been  done,  nil  the  buying  and  selling,  all 
the  petty  traffic  of  a  rude  period  carried  on  ;  here,  in 
the  assurance  of  security,  pedlars  Avould  have  esta- 
bhshed  their  stores  of  foreign  stuffs  and  toys ;  here 
artificers  would  have  built  their  workshops,  blacksmiths 
set  up  their  forges,  the  potter  his  wheel  and  his  kiln 
— it  would  become,  in  fact,  the  bazaar  of  the  district. 

If  all  these  surmises  be  correct,  a  wider  exploration ' 
may  be  expected  to  reveal  plentiful  signs  and  tokens 
of  the  resortinjj  togetlier  of  men  and  of  women;  or- 
naments  for  the  women,  weapons  for  the  men,  coins 
— a  few  have  already  been  found  by  Senhor  Sarmento, 
but  I  attach  little  weight  to  such  discoveries,  work- 
men are  always  anxious  to  find  coins  for  their  em- 
ployers, and  in  Portugal,  spurious  ones  are  only  too 
common.  Those  which  have  been  found,  however, 
quite  support  my  theory.^ 

So  much  for  the  buried  city  of  Citania,  one  of  the 
most  curious  and  interesting  places  of  its  kind  in 
Portugal ;  the  traveller  who  desires  to  reach  it  from 
the  Bom  Jesus,  may  do  so  in  a  delightful  two  hours' 
walk  along  the  breezy  ridges  of  the  Falperra  moun- 

•  One  thing  at  Citania  is  puzzling — the  great  number  of 
conical,  or  rather  frustral  stones  found  in  the  ruins.  These  stone 
pillars  vary  from  a  foot  to  three  feet  in  height,  and  their  propor- 
tions are  about  those  of  a  common  sugar-loaf.  They  are  seen 
whole  or  in  pieces  all  over  the  liill.  If  such  stones  were  found 
near  a  temple  in  India  or  Thibet,  one  would  know  to  what  to 
refer  them.  They  may  perhaps  denote  here  too  some  species  of 
nature  wor.'^hJp.  The  sculptured  stone  to  which  I  have  referred 
seems  to  bear  out  this  view.  Perhaps  after  all  they  were  nothing 
but  the  upper  stones  in  the  querns  which  are  so  numerous  on  the 
hill. 
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tains,  part  of  liis  road  lying  bencatli  tlio  shade  of  trees, 
or  else  lie  may  take  a  carriage  to  Hraga  and  |)ro('eed 
thence  by  road  towards  Giiimaraens  ;  a  league  will 
bring  him  to  the  valley  of  the  river  Este,  in  which 
are  situated  the  sulpluirous  baths  of  Taipas.  Thence 
he  can  travel  two  miles  further  by  load  to  San 
Estevao,  the  village  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  of  San 
Romao.  However  Citania  be  reached  the  journey  is 
pleasant,  and  if  arcluisology  do  not  tempt  the  tourist, 
botany  or  entomology  may.  lie  may  botanize  ad- 
vantageously on  the  hill  :  two  rare  ferns,  Cheiranthes 
fragrafis,  already  mentioned,  and  Asplenium  marinum 
grow,  the  first  abundantly  and  close  to  Citania  itself; 
and  the  very  site  of  the  ruins  is  tlie  haunt  of  a  rare 
and  beautiful  species  of  butterfly,  P(irnaf<sius  Apollo^ 
the  only  spot  in  all  Portugal  where  I  have  seen  it. 

We  return  to  the  Caldasdas  Taipas,  Avhere  the  re- 
mains of  Roman  baths  exist,  and  which  are  still 
much  frequented  by  tlie  modern  Portuguese,  for 
they  inherit  all  the  l)elief  in  the  virtues  of  bathing 
both  in  the  sea  water  and  the  waters  of  warm  sulphur 
s{)rings.  Tiie  granite  liills  get  loftier  and  barer  of 
trees  and  more  boulder-covered  as  we  nearGuimaraens, 
l)Ut  tlie  geologist  wlio  is  templed  by  their  a])pearance 
to  clind)  \\\)  their  steep  sides  will  find  little  to  reward 
him.  Tlie  boulders  show  no  ti-ace  of  having  been 
'  erratic,'  tlie  lor/ws  nioutonnct's  bear  no  traces  on  their 
surface  of  glacial  action.  The  loose  ])oulders,  the 
'  tors  '  on  tlie  hill  to])s,  jnid  ihe  rocking-stones  j)i]ed 
often  on(^  al)ove  the  othei-  in  magnificent  confusion, 
are,  in  the  case  of  tlie  boulders,  only  the  hard  nuclei 
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from  which  the  surrounding  softer  parts  liave 
weathered  off;  the  tors  and  chfTs  are  only  points  and 
ledges  which  time  cannot  eat  away. 

Thouoh  architects  do  not  condescend  to  class 
granite  as  a  stone,  and  point  to  the  ]30or  arcihitecture 
in  districts  where  this  formation  is  prevalent,  they 
must  allow  that  for  the  building  of  castles  or  towers, 
and  turrets,  where  strength  and  simphcity  are  the 
prevailing  motives,  there  is  no  material  like  granite. 
Its  very  surface,  its  rough  granulation,  its  sombre 
greyness,  the  massive  proportions  of  its  blocks — all 
this  gives  it  an  air  of  grandeur,  when  worthily  em- 
ployed, which  no  other  stone  possesses. 

In  Guimaraens  the  traveller  will  have  an  excellent 
opportunity  of  judging  whether  this  be  so.  Guima- 
raens is  the  oldest  city  of  purely  Portuguese  origin  in 
the  kingdom.  I  have  told  in  a  previous  chapter  how, 
when  the  Leonese  monarch  sent  his  Viceroy  Count 
Henry  of  Burgundy  to  rule  in  Portugal  in  the 
eleventh  century,  it  was  at  Guimaraens  that  the 
Viceregal  Court  was  held.  Here  the  Count's  son, 
AfFonso  Henri quez,  the  true  founder  of  the  Portuguese 
Monarchy,  was  born  ;  here  he  spent  his  early  youth  ; 
and  in  the  wild  country  round  Guimaraens  he  first 
learned  the  art  of  war,  and  in  his  very  boyhood  be- 
came a  trusted  leader  of  his  troops  in  their  yearly 
forays  against  Moor  and  Spaniard. 

Here,  as  was  natural,  the  first  great  Christian  for- 
tress was  built,  and  I  think  that  a  man  miglit  travel 
from  the  Northern  frontier  river  Minho  to  the  mouth 
of  the  Guadiana  in  the  furthest  south  of  Portugal, 
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and  fiiul  iiDwliere  ti  ii()l>lei'  nioiiiiincnt  of  a  ])C()])le 
destined  from  the  very  first  to  great  fortunes,  tlian  this 
grand,  granite-built  castle  of  their  earliest  king. 

The  castle  is  simple  in  its  structure.  A  thick 
curtain  wall  heavily  battlemented,  and  set  in  each 
of  its  angles  witli  turrets,  surrounds  a  level  area  from 
whose  centre  a  huge  square  keep  rises  straight  as  an 
arrow  from  the  living  granite  rock — the  very  earth- 
crust  itself — on  which  its  foundations  are  built ;  and 
so  deft  were  the  early  masons,  so  tractable  Avas  the 
rugged  granite  in  their  hands,  so  perfectly  squared 
and  fitted  in  is  each  enormous  block,  that  looking 
down  to-day  from  its  giddy  height  the  traveller  won- 
ders to  think  that  eight  centuries  have  not  thrown 
the  ashlar  stones  an  inch  beyond  tlic  plumb  line  that 
the  first  mason  dropped.  All  that  time  has  done  is 
to  deepen  the  grey  of  the  stone,  and  to  redden  its 
surface  here  and  there  with  a  thin  sheathing  of  Hchen  ; 
each  block  is  still  in  its  place,  every  corner  sharj), 
every  chisel  mark,  struck  probably  while  our  first 
King  Henry  was  yet  on  his  throne,  is  as  fresh  nearly 
as  if  it  had  touclicd  the  stone  only  yesterday.  It  is 
still  not  a  ruin,  th(Migh  it  has  withstood  the  siege  of 
human  enemies  as  well  as  of  time  ;  and  it  tells  the 
story  of  the  strong  spirit  of  the  race  of  men  who  built 
it,  far  more  eloquently  than  T  liave  read  it  in  any 
])age  of  native  chronicler  or  historian.  Tlie  huge, 
pointed  granite  blocks,  each  tallei*  tlum  ;i  man,  which 
form  the  l)attlements,  still  stand  erect  and  immovable, 
giving  evidence  of  such  immense  j)()wcr  and  energy 
in  the  very  ])iling  up   to   this  height  of  these  huge 
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stones,  that  the  coldest  imagination  cannot,  I  should 
suppose,  fail  to  be  affected  by  it,  and  to  reach  by  a 
sort  of  intuition  at  the  true  meanino-  and  history  of 
this  fortress.  It  is  not  the  story  of  rapine,  of  wrong, 
of  selfish  isolation  and  oppression  of  the  weak,  so  often 
told  by  tlie  ruined  feudal  strongholds  of  Northern 
Euro})e,  but  that  of  a  united  and  loyal  people,  free 
and  warlike,  under  congenial  riders,  working  out 
by  the  strong  hand  their  independence  against  the 
oppressors  of  their  hberty  and  their  faith. 

In  evidence  of  what  can  be  made  of  granite, 
treated  in  a  more  purely  art  spirit,  there  is  in 
Guimaraens  the  belfry  tower  of  Nossa  Senhora 
d'Oliveira.  This  fine  tower  is  one  of  a  kind  whicli 
is  not  rare  in  Portugal,  and  which,  as  a  rule,  the  very 
Vandalism  of  the  church-restorers  of  tlie  last  two 
hundred  years  has  respected.  Under  the  evil  art- 
influences  which  prevailed  during  this  whole  period, 
everything  Gothic  was  denounced  and,  where 
possible,  destroyed.  That  wdiich  has  saved  so  many 
a  fine  building  in  Northern  countries — the  poverty 
of  the  restorers — did  not  protect  the  fine  art  work 
of  older  times  in  Portugal.  From  about  1600  to 
1750,  or  later,  immense  wealth  was  poured  into  tlie 
country  from  India  and  from  South  America.  Much 
of  it  was  spent  in  iconoclasm,  and  now  in  the  larger 
and  richer  towns  of  the  kingdom  hardly  a  Gothic 
building  remains.  In  Lisbon  only  one  or  two 
churches  of  a  good  period  are  to  be  found  ;  in  O])orto 
but  two,  and  those  maimed  of  their  beauties.  But 
when  the  iconoclasts  destroyed  an  old   building,  and 
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h'lilt  u\)  in  its  stead  a  monstrous  erection,  in  tlie 
later  Renaissance  style,  or  the  Italian,  or  the  pseudo- 
classical,  or,  worse  than  all  and  connnonest  of  all 
in  Portugal,  in  that  mixture  of  the  classical  and  the 
rococo  which  I  have  christened  the  Jesuit  style — 
when  they  set  about  doing  this,  it  fortunately  either 
happened  that  their  funds  ran  short,  or  their  destruc- 
tive propensities  a  litlle  failed  them  ;  or,  perhaj)s,  the 
love  of  the  people  for  the  old  place  wherein  they 
and  their  forefathers  had  worshipped  found  a  tongue 
in  indignant  remonstrance.  Sometimes  they  would 
let  an  old  arched  doorway,  with  its  deep  romanesque 
mouldiniTs,  stand  uninjured  ;  sometimes  it  seemed  a 
sacrilege  even  to  them  to  destroy  the  elaborate  tracerj'^ 
of  a  ^WQ  flamboyant  window.  Often  they  left  the 
outside  of  some  grand  building,  and  only  assailed 
the  more  exquisite  work  ol'  the  interior — as  the  white 
ants  of  tropical  countries  eat  out  the  whole  in.side  of 
valuable  articles,  and  leave  a  thin  outer  crust,  a 
mere  hollow  simulacrum  of  that  which  they  have 
consumed. 

At  liraga  they  have  gone  oidy  so  fai-  with  the 
Cathedral,  and  left  much  fine  exterior  work  ;  at 
GuiTJiaraens  it  is  the  same  ;  while  in  ])oth  cases  the 
traveller's  expectations  arc  completely  disappointed 
when  he  enters  the  building  to  find  the  heavy, 
tasteless,  Italianized  ititcrior.  In  bdtli  these  cases, 
liowcvrr.  and  in  many  otiiers,  the  cloisters  are 
standing — though  carefully  whitewashed  ! — and  at 
Guimaraens  the  typical  granite  belfry  tower  is  wholly 
intact — a    beautiful    building,    graceful    and    stately, 
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and  well  worth  dwelling  npon  for  an  instant.  It 
is  a  sqnare  tower  on  the  west  of  the  .church,  so 
admirably  proportioned,  and  with  ornamentation  in 
such  true  artistic  subjection  to  its  construction,  that 
'the  least  architectural  tourist  in  the  world  must  stop 
to  admire  it,  and  try  to  understand  why  it  is  so 
beautiful.  Its  height  is  divided  by  tliree  horizontal 
string-courses,  and  on  the  summit  are  set  pinnacled 
crenelations.  The  upper  string-course,  running 
along  tlie  second  course  of  ashlar  from  the  top,  is 
set  with  gargoyles ;  the  other  two  are  plain. 
Between  the  two  upper  string-courses  is  the  belfry, 
containing  a  peal  of  eight  bells,  two  showing  through 
the  double-pointed  arched  window  openings  on  each 
side  of  the  tower.  Each  corner  of  the  tower  is 
carved  in  a  twisted  cable  ornament,  running  per- 
pendicularly, and  giving  a  singular  air  of  finish  and 
relief  to  the  Avhole.  This  mouldino-  is  relieved  by  a 
carved  grotesque  head  between  the  two  upper 
string-courses,  and  a  gargoyle  half  way  between  the 
two  lower  ones.  Later  additions  to  the  tower  are 
an  outrageous  little  conical  spire,  now  whitewashed, 
and  an  ecclesiastical  coat  of  arms  between  the  two 
lower  string-courses,  of  a  date  not  much  later  than 
the  tower,  and  contemporary  probably  with  the 
crenelated  work  on  its  summit. 

Guimaraens  is  a  delio-htful  old  town,  full  of 
rarely  picturesque  '  bits  '  for  an  artist — old  '  Azimel ' 
Avindows,  telling  of  Moorish  influences  ;  narrow  alleys, 
with  the  eaves  of  opposite  houses  all  but  meeting 
overhead  ;  colonnaded    streets ;  old    doorways,   with 
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queerly  carved  moukling.s  ;  li^lits  and  sliadows  every- 
wlicrc  to  dcTiulit  a  Rcinbrandt,  and  some  of  tlie 
street  vistas  terniinatinuf  in  a  «j[Tand  view  of  tlie 
mountain-side,  wliite  in  ])laces  "witli  the  bloom  of 
fruit-trees,  green  "with  waving  ])atclies  of  rye  and' 
clover  among  the  grey  boulders ;  and  here  and  there 
the  waters  of  rills  and  rivulets  are  seen  tumblinjy  in 
foaming  cascades  down  the  steep  hillside. 

The  tourist  or  ti-avellcM-  miijlit  do  worse  tlian 
make  Guimaraens  his  head(|uarters  for  a  wliile. 
Tliere  is  now  at  Guimaraens  an  excellent  hotel — 
where  there  used  to  be  only  very  bad  ones — I  forget  its 
name,  but  it  is  in  a  square  nearly  opposite  the  ciiurch 
already  described,  and  will  l)e  known  to  all  drivers 
and  others  as  the  llospedaria  Nov<i — tlie  New  Iim. 
There  arc  liigh  roads  from  the  city  in  all  directions,  all 
leading  through  lovely  scenery,  mostly  mountainous, 
to  interesting  cities  ;  and  these  roads  are  so  uniforndy 
irood  that  there  is  not  the  sliLditest  temi)tation  to  do 
M'hat  a  driver  in  Ireland  of  old  days  once  proposed 
to  his  fare  when  at  last  he  had  come  to  a  tolerable 
mile  of  road,  '  Won't  I  drive  your  honour  back  over 
this  last  bit  again,  just  for  tlie  delight  of  it  ?  '  Tiiere 
used  to  be,  and  ibr  that  matter  still  are,  roads  in 
Portugal  which  make  this  story  intelligible,  but  in 
those  about  riuinuiraens  there  is  now  a  })ositive 
monotony  of  excellence. 

Go  where  he  will  in  Portugal,  the  traveller  should 
be  provided  with  Murray's  lIaiid-P)Ook.  To  be  sure 
there  are  great  omissions  in  it,  and  some  things  to 
which    omissions  would   have  been    far  preferable — 
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but  as  a  guide  book  it  is  facile  jymicejjs  among  such 
Inblia  aOiblia,  whether  Enghsh,  French  or  German. 
It  is  comparatively  far  more  useful  and  more  trust- 
worthy than  the  others.  I  lay  claim  to  some  gene- 
rosity for  saying  this,  for  in  an  enlarged  and  amended 
edition  Mr.  Murray  has  called  me  some  very  unkind 
names,  simply  because  I  set  him  right  in  a  most  as- 
tounding blunder  about  Lucius  Junius  Brutus  and  the 
historian  Livy.  Mr.  Murray,  after  correcting  the  blun- 
der (without  acknowledgment),  adventured  a  dread  fid 
insinuation  to  the  effect  that  he  did  not  believe  I 
was  myself  very  thoroughly  conversant  Avith  the  works 
of  Livy.  Although  there  was  notliing  in  my  text  to 
ground  this  very  grave  cluirge  upon,  I  am  ashamed  to 
say  it  is  well  founded.     I  am  not  well  read  in  Livy. 


CHURCH   PLATE   IN   BBAGA   CATHEDRAL. 
Z    -2 
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CIIAPTErt  IX. 

A    PORTUGUESE    COLONY. 

The  ship  that  leaves  the  shores  of  Great  Britain  in 
October  or  November,  and  steers  due  south,  does  not 
leave  fog  and  leaden  skies,  and  cold  winds,  and 
drivinir  rain  and  sleet  well  behind  her  until  she  has 
crossed  the  storm-vexed  Bay  of  Biscay,  and  passed 
C'upc  Finistenc,  tlie  Land's  End  of  Spain.  Tlien,  as 
a  rule,  the  sky  clears,  the  wind  dies,  and  tlie  sea,  no 
IdiiLiiM-  lash(>d  into  surge  and  foam,  reflects  tlie 
serenity  ot"  the  heavens  in  its  own  darker  bosom. 

TravelHuLj  on  south  tlirouLili  these  sunnner  seas  for 
nearly  a  ihousaiid  miles  after  leaving  the  Bay,  we  sight 
the  land  of  our  destination,  tlie  Purple  Islands,  as  tlie 
ancients  are  fabled  to  iiave  named  them — Madeira 
and  the  islets  adjacent.  The  first  to  rise  from  the 
sea  is  I'orto  Santo  ;  then,  some  foity  miles  furtiier 
west,  Madeira  itself,  and  the  Desertas  Islands. 

It  has  been  disputed  whetlier  those  islands  were 
indeed  those  anciently  known  as  the  Purple  Islands, 
jind  it  has  been  further  questioned  whether  the 
epithet  "  purple  '  is  applicable'  to  their  ap])eai'ance, 
or  to  the  fact  that  a  [)iirplc  dye  can  ])e  obtained 
from   a   lichen   which   ^till  Lfrows  in  ^reat  a])undance 
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at  Madeira,  and  is  known  in  commerce  as  Orcldlla 
Weed. 

It  requires  no  little  exercise  of  faith  to  believe 
that  the  ancients  ever  had  discovered  these  islands, 
and  a  good  deal  more  to  accept  the  theory  of  this 
anticipation  by  2,000  years  of  our  comparatively 
modern  invention  of  the  purple  orchil  dye. 

If  they  knew  the  islands  at  all,  and  knew  tliem 
as  the  Purple  Islands,  it  is  probable  that  they  applied 
this    name  to  Madeira  on  account  of  the  dark  and 
almost  purple  colour  of   the  volcanic    cliffs    which 
border  the  sea  shore,  towering  in  places  into  peaks 
wdiich  mimic  the  turrets  of  a  castle,  in  others  rising 
sheer  up  for  hundreds  of  feet  from  the  water's  edge 
like  huge  walls  of  masonry,  or  forming  quaint  jut- 
ting   pinnacles  and    bosses  of  dark  stone  :  so  dark, 
indeed,  that  if,  as   the  traveller  comes  near,  a  cloud 
happens  to  intercept  tlie  sun's  rays,  these  sea-facing 
rocks  look  as  if  they  had  been  washed  with  an  inky 
rain.     Only  when  the  sun  shines  upon  them  do  their 
true    colours    show — here    a  jasper-hke   red,    there 
a   green    vivid    with    moss    and    weeds,  there    with 
the    tones  of   burnished   bronze,  and  again  through 
inlinite   gradations  of   greys    and   violets,   to  where 
the  hue  of  white  foam  divides  them  from  the  blue 
sea. 

The  ship  wdiich  steers  for  Madeira  passes  the  last 
promontory,  the  Brazen  Head,  and  enters  the  little 
Bay  of  Funchal,  safe  lying  for  ships  in  all  winds 
except  Avhen  it  blows  from  the  south,  for  tlie  hills 
behind  the  town  rise  in  an  amphitheatre  to  a  height 
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nearly  as  ^n'cat  as  tliat  of  Siiowdon,  and  keep  ofT  tlie 
north,  tlio  east,  and  tlic  west  "wind  not  from  tlie  town 
alone,  bin  rituii  iliculiole  bay.  A  curious  sight  is 
often  seen  from  the  houses  of  the  town — a  tempest- 
tossed  vessel  two  oi-  three  miles  out  in  the  offing, 
Avhei-e  tlu'  billows  are  raised  by  a  strong  north  wind, 
and  the  waters  of  the  bay,  meanwhile,  phieid  as  a 
mill  ])ool. 

Landing  in  this  sheltered  spot — it  is  sheltered  for 
nine  months  out  of  the  twelve — the  traveller  finds 
himsi'ir  in  a  l>ahiiy.  delieious,  soft  and  ])erfumed  air, 
full  (»1"  the  sweet  scents  of  fiowers,  a  })erpetual  spring, 
an  atmosj)liere  not  to  be  recommended  perhaps  for 
those  who  want  a  bracing  climate,  not  a  country 
where  the  late  Charles  lvin<isley  woulil  have  found 
nuiterials  or  inspiration  loi-  his  Ode  to  llie  East  Wind, 
but  a  spot  where  the  Laureate  might  have  placed 
his  Lotus  Eaters,  a  laud  •  in  which  it  seemed  always 
afternoon.' 

To  one  iK'wIv  ai"ri\('d  iVoiii  hjiglaiid,  the  town  ol" 
J''nnclial  would,  uo  doubt,  present  much  attractive 
novchy  in  its  non-English  aspect,  but  to  the  present 
wi-iter,  not  unacfjuainted  with  '  nuMi  and  cities'  in 
the  south  of  Ivirope.  the  chief  ati inetion  of  the  town 
is  its  singular  cleanness.  There  is,  of  course,  no 
building  earlier  than  (he  end  of"  the  l")th  century, 
tlie  island  onlv  having  been  diseoNcred  by  the  Portu- 
guese in  III'.';  and  regular  sti'eets.  |)l;iin  buildings, 
and  abundant  whitewM-^h.  coinbine(|  with  the  entire 
absence   of  a    respeetidtle    anti(|uity   .'ind    nf  nny  liis- 
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torical  associations,  make  Funclial  comparatively  iin- 
pictiiresque  and  uninteresting. 

The  most  experienced  traveller,  however,  if  he  is 
unprepared  for  it,  is  likely  to  be  taken  aback  at  the 
extraordinary  mode  in  which  he  is  landed.  Calm  as 
the  waters  of  the  bay  appear  to  be,  some  amount  of 
surf  for  ever  breaks  upon  the  stony  beach,  responsive 
to  the  never-ending  surge  of  the  great  ocean  outside  ; 
and  the  boatmen,  as  they  come  near  the  shore,  turn 
the  boat's  stern  beachwards,  and,  watching  for  a  strong 
wave,  let  themselves  be  carried  in  by  it.  As  the 
boat  gets  into  the  broken  Avater,  and  before  the  re- 
ceding wave  can  carry  her  out  again,  they  jump 
into  the  water  and  make  fast  the  boat  to  a  chain 
attached  to  a  yoke  of  oxen,  who  drag  the  boat  and 
its  occupants  up  the  somewhat  steep  shore  and 
several  yards  over  the  shingle.  This  singular  mode 
of  disembarkation  is,  of  course,  not  accomplished 
without  an  immense  amount  of  splashing  of  water, 
vociferation,  and  general  wrangling  of  every  islander 
within  shoutincf  distance. 

A  queer  race  of  men  are  these  natives  of  Madeira. 
Mninly  of  Portuguese  origin,  they  clearly  are  a  nation 
of  half-castes,  and  the  Negro  cross  is  conspicuous 
in  their  good-natured,  ugly  faces,  in  their  stature — 
they  average  two  or  three  inches  more  than  the 
Portuguese  of  the  continent — in  their  shambling 
gait,  and  in  their  ill-knit  frames.  Their  morahty, 
too,  is  said  somewliat  to  partake  of  Negro  laxity. 
They  are,  however,  by  no  means  flagrant  offenders, 
and  practise  only  the  lesser  vices    of  pilfering  and 
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Story-telling,  comix )inulinLr,  as  it  were,  for  tlieir  in- 
diilgence  in  ])etty  larceny  and  wliite  lies  by  a  rigid 
economy  in  tlie  greater  crimes.  Perhaps  tliey 
derive  their  standard  of  morality  fi'om  the  fact  of 
tlieir  living  on  a  very  small  island — Madeira  is  only 
forty  miles  long  by  about  ten  or  twelve  in  bread tli — 
for  it  is  a  noticeable  fiict  that  tlie  dwellers  on  small 
islands  are  seldom  given  to  mai-ked  enormity  of 
criminality  :  a  man's  Nemesis  being,  it  is  to  be  pre- 
sumed, too  certain  to  overtake  liim,  in  a  confined 
space,  to  make  it  convenient  to  perpetrate  any  very 
great  wickedness.  So,  it  is  related,  the  late  Mr. 
Smith,  proprietor  and  virtual  king  of  the  Scilly 
Islands,  banished  all  the  more  serious  ofiences  from 
among  his  tenants  and  subjects  by  tlie  simple  threat 
of  exiling  those  who  should  commit  them,  carrying 
a  Draconian  code  so  far  as  to  make  the  pulling  of  a 
featlier  from  his  peacock's  tail  ])unishable  with  instant 
banishment.  A  code  as  stringent  would  j^o  some 
way  to  depopulate  the  island  of  Madeira. 

The  native  Madeirans  have  ivtained  few  of  the 
characteristics  traits,  eitlier  of  dress  or  liabits,  which 
are  still  ])revalent  in  the  mother  country.  They 
s])eak  a  broken-down  Portuguese,  not  immediately 
ititelligible,  as  I  have  myself  had  occasion  to  observe, 
to  a  native  of  continental  Portugal;  they  liave  few 
of  those  traces  of  Moorish  ways  and  ciistonis,  wliich 
arc  so  evident  t(j  one  who  has  ojjscrved  the  habits  of 
the  Portuguese  peasantry  ;  and,  altogether,  I  am  in- 
clined to  doubt  what  is  generally  asserted — that 
there  is  a  large  admixture  of  Moorish  blood   in   the 
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inhabitants  of  the  island.  I  see,  as  I  have  said,  no 
sign  of  it  in  the  people's  faces,  and  I  can  find  no 
historical  confirmation  Avhatever  of  the  fact. 

Throughout   the   sixteenth    century,    the   period 

when  Madeira  was  peopled  by  Portuguese  colonists, 

and  when  sugar  began  to  be  extensively  cultivated, 

the  tillage  of  the  land  was  effected  by  Portuguese 

labourers  brought  over  by  the  large  proprietors,  among 

whom  the  island  had  at  once  been  parcelled  out.  These 

labourers  were  nominally  free  men,  whose  condition, 

however,  was  probably  very  little  better  tlian  that  of 

Indian  or  Chinese  coolies  on  tropical  sugar  plantations  ; 

and  they  were  supplemented  by  negro  slaves,  whose 

numbers  in  the  seventeenth  century  are  asserted  to 

have    amounted    to  several  thousands.     The   hardy, 

easy-going  Negro  would,  no  doubt,  quickly  assimilate 

in  habits  and  religion  to  the  superior  race,  and,  in 

time,  intermingle ;  not  so  the  Moors,  if  any  of  that 

nationality  were,  indeed,  at  that  time  in  slavery  on 

the  island.    Between  Moor  and  Christian  the  faith  feud 

in  the  Peninsula  was  at  this  time  more  bitter  than 

at  any  other,  and  any  commingling  of  the  races  was 

out   of  the  question.     If  there  ever   were   Moorish 

slaves  in   Madeira,  and  I  see  no    evidence  even  of 

that,  there   would  have  been    too  much  of  miitual 

repulsion  between  them  and  the  Portuguese  to  admit 

of  the   two    races   co-existing,    except  as   lord   and 

serf,  far  less  of  their  mixing  their  blood. 

The  Madeirans,  as  a  rule,  wear  no  peculiar 
costume.  The  women,  indeed,  cover  their  heads 
with  a  handkerchief,  but  in  other  respects  their  dress 
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inii^ht  i)ass  without  observation  in  an  En<>lisli  villacfe. 
Tho  Tiion  also  dross  like  English  peasants,  slioAvinp; 
a  tendency  to  -wiiite  *  ducks,'  in  imitation,  no  doubt, 
of  sailors,  and  adopting  the  hideous  '  wide-awake ' 
hat,  a  head  covering  which,  originating  among  the 
plantation  slaves  of  the  United  Stiites,  promises  in 
time  to  spread  over  the  whole  civilised  earth.  Two 
eccentricities  of  dress,  howevei*,  the  Madeirans  in- 
didge  in.  Tlie  men,  when  they  do  not  wear  '  wide- 
awake'  hats,  use,  perhaps,  the  most  singular  head 
covering  worn  by  any  race  of  Christian  men.  In 
shape  and  size  it  exactly  resembles  a  common  tea 
saucer ;  it  is  made  of  black  cloth,  and  fits  on  to  the 
very  point  of  the  back  of  the  head,  covering,  of 
course,  only  about  a  hand's  breadth  of  its  surfiice, 
and  being  kej)t  in  ])lace,  as  a  resident  tried  to  ex- 
])lain  to  ine,  sim])ly  by  the  force  of  snction.  This 
*■  r(irapu(u(,'  or  skull  caj),  is  ])ut  on  and  taken  off 
by  a  handle  made  of  rolled  cloth,  which  projects 
from  its  centre,  and  stands  up  from  tlie  wearer's 
head  ;  this  handle  is  as  thin  and  half  as  long  as  the 
stem  of  a  long  clay  l)ipe,  antl  the  general  ap])earance 
of  the  islander  with  cme  of  these  caps  is  indescribably 
ludicrous.  Tlie  Madeirans  may  boast  of  having 
evolved  this  remarkable  head-gear  within  the  last 
hundred  years,  for  no  notice  is  made  of  it  by 
travellers  visiting  the  island  until  the  year  1782. 

Anotlier  peculiaiily  ol"  dress  is  the  universal 
wearing  of  top-boots  of  yellow  goat's  leather  by 
])ers()ns  of  both  sexes  and  all  ages.  The  use  of  the 
Moorisli  sli|)])er  by  the  })easantry  of  so  nuuiy  parts  of 
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Spain  and  Portngal,  is  a  marked  vestige  of  Oriental- 
ism, and  the  abandonment  by  their  descendants  of  a 
chaussure  in  which  a  man  can  neither  rnn  on  level 
ground,  nor  walk  np  a  steep  hill,  is,  no  doubt,  due  to 
the  mountainous  nature  of  the  island,  and  perhaps 
to  the  extensive  growth  of  the  prickly  pear,  which 
w^ould  make  walking  barefoot  quite  impossible.  The 
use  of  high  boots  is  therefore  sensible  enough,  but  the 
appearance  of  a  little  girl  of  ten  or  twelve  in  a  pair 
of  top-boots  is  apt  to  strike  the  conventional  stranger 
as  sincfular. 

The  chief  interest  of  Madeira,  however,  lies 
neither  in  its  inhabitants  nor  in  its  history,  but  in 
the  extraordinary  beauty  of  its  scenery  and  the 
dehcious  mildness  of  its  chmate. 

In  Madeira,  as  a  health  resort,  I  desire  to  express 
my  strong  belief.  True  it  is  that  for  many  years 
past  it  has  been  denounced  by  certain  medical 
authors ;  every  doctor  wh-o  has  wanted  to  write  up  a 
new  winter  health  resort  begins  by  attempting  to 
write  down  Madeira,  as  Hkely  to  prove  its  most 
formidable  competitor.  I  venture  to  think  that 
few  non-medical  persons  have  read  more  about 
European  health  resorts  or  read  with  stronger 
interest  in  arriving  at  the  strict  truth  in  the  matter 
than  myself.  The  result  of  my  investigations  was  to 
go  to  Madeira,  and  inquiries  on  the  spot,  among  per- 
sons who  can  have  had  no  object  in  misrepresentation, 
strongly  confirmed  my  choice.  The  chief  charges 
againstMadeira,!  found.as  I  expected,  quite  untenable. 
These  charges  are  three  in  number  :  first,  the  preva- 


348  TOin'T'HAT.  :     OT.])    AM)    NEW. 

leiirc  of  tlie  scoivliiiin"  Leste  or  Sirocco,  the  cast  \viiul 
•wliich    blows    from    Africa    and   comes   to   Madeira 
cliari/ed  witli  llic  licat  and  divness  whicli  reimi  over 
the  Sahara  desert ;  secondly,  the  damp  of  the  climate  ; 
and  thirdly,  the  frequency  of  rain.     ]5nt  it  turns  out 
that    the    Leste    is    never    disa<^reeable    and    never 
frequent  exce])l   in  summer;  in   winter  it  blows   but 
once  or  twice,  and   its    efiect  at    that  season    u])on 
human  beinirs    is    ratlier    ])leasant    and    exliilarating 
tlian    otherwise.     The   dampness,  so   evident  to    the 
perceptions    of   those  who   recommend    rival    healtli 
resorts,  is  certainly  not  appreciable   to   tlie  senses  of 
an   invalid,    nor    is   it    even    cognizable    to    science, 
inasmuch  as  the  hj^grometer  notes  72  degrees  as  the 
average   amount  of  humidity  in   Funchal,   and    the 
best  medical  authorities  give  from  70  to  80  degrees 
of  relative  humidity  as  tliat  which  is  most  Hgreeable 
to  Jiuman  beings.     As  regards  rain,  there  fall  on  an 
average  but  29   indies   in    the   year  ;  and   even  this 
does   not   represent    the    lull     b'ecdom     from     rainy 
weather  enjoyed    l)y  Madeira.  Ibi-  wlu^n    rain   falls  in 
the  island,  it   falls   (piickly  and   licavily,  and   wiiile  in 
Torquay — our  very    best    l^iglish    winter    climate — 
about  the  same  annual  amount  of  rain  descends,  they 
have  in  Madeira  but   88   days   of  rain    in   the  wliole 
year,  while  the  ])e()j)le  of  Torquay  have  to  endure  no 
fewer  than  I  V"). 

This  is  all  the  foundation  ])osscsscd  by  the  three 
indictments  commonly  preferred  against  Madeira. 
(hi  the  other  hand,  no  I'jirojx'an  climate  has  so  mild 
and   equable  a  winter,  is  so  free  from  chilling  winds, 
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sudden  and  excessive  cold  and  dryness  ;  in  no 
European  station  are  the  nights  so  Avarm,  the  noonday 
sun  so  Httle  scorching.  No  European  town  is  so  free 
as  Funchal  from  endemic  or  epidemic  diseases — those 
diseases,  that  is,  which  range  from  ague  and  marsh 
fever  to  scarlet  fever  and  typhus.  At  no  European 
station  is  ve<?etation  of  all  kinds  so  luxuriant  and  so 
lovely ;  in  no  other  health  resort  is  such  varied 
scenery  to  be  enjoyed  ;  and  in  no  climate,  probably 
in  the  whole  world,  is  it  possible  for  an  invahd  to  take 
so  much  out-door  exercise  in  the  course  of  the  year ; 
in  none  is  dust  on  the  roads  so  absolutely  unknown  ; 
and,  what  is  perhaps  of  more  importance  than  any- 
thing else,  in  none  is  locomotion,  by  means  of  ponies, 
palanquins,  and  sleighs,  so  easy  and  so  suitable  to  sick 
persons. 

These  excellences  in  the  Madeira  climate  have 
recommended  it,  and  continue  to  recommend  it,  as  a 
special  resort  for  consumptive  patients  ;  but  it  is, 
perhaps,  quite  as  beneficial  in  a  great  variety  of  other 
complaints,  such  as  renal  affections,  asthma,  bron- 
chitis, gout,  and  certain  forms  of  rheumatism,  and, 
above  all,  in  convalescence  from  fevers.  Madeira  is 
still  resorted  to  annually  by  about  three  hundred 
Enghsh  visitors  ;  and  their  number  in  future  years 
will  probably  suffer  no  diminution,  though  a  variety 
of  circumstances  have,  to  some  extent,  tended  to 
diminish  the  repute  of  Madeira  as  a  desirable  and 
accessible  health  resort. 

Among  these,  the  stringency  of  the  quarantine 
laws,  which  are  now  relaxed,  was  at  one  time  enough 
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to  deter  many  inteiKling  visitors  ;  moreover,  for  some 
years,  the  steam  communication  witli  England  was 
irregular  ;  and,  added  to  all  this,  was  the  circum- 
stance I  have  above  spoken  of,  the  adverse  and  not  dis- 
interested criticism  of  writers  on  some  other  European 
cliuuites.  To  these  several  causes  nuiy  be  ascribed 
the  non-increase  in  the  lunnber  of  English  arrivals, 
but  it  is  noteworthy  that  with  foreigners  of  nearly 
every  nationality,  Madeira  is  in  increasing  esteem. 
Americans,  Itussians,  ?j)aniards,  and  especially 
Germans,  now  resort  to  the  island  every  year  in 
increasing  nundjers. 

That  a  comparatively  large  island  like  Madeira, 
not  lowly  and  unobtrusive,  like  the  coral-formed 
islets  of  southern  seas,  which  barely  lift  their  soil 
above  the  tides,  but  an  island  composed  of  a  moun- 
tain range,  with  peaks  as  lofty  as  many  not  disdained 
by  Alpine  climbers — that  such  an  island,  visil)le  Ibr 
scores  of  miles  on  the  surrounding  seas,  should  for  so 
many  centuries  have  remained 

'In  the  ocean's  Ixjsoni  unospied,' 

is  a  fact  sufliciently  suggestive  of  the  timorous  navi- 
gation of  the  ancients,  and  the  dearth  of  enterprise  in 
the  Middle  Ages.  "When  at  last  the  Portuguese 
found  it,  the  exj)loit  had  i)ecome  magnified  into 
absolute  heroism  l)y  the  very  fact  of  so  little  liaving 
previously  been  achieved  in  the  field  of  Western  dis- 
covery. Men's  ignorance  and  tlicir  fears  had  ])eoj)led 
these  great  unknown  seas  with  suj)einatural  terrors. 
The  discoverers  braved   not  only  the  dangers  of  an 
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untried  navigation,  but  tlie  perils  of  the  unseen  world, 
— doubly  terrible  to  men  of  their  age  and  creed. 
True,  imagination  liad  painted  many  delights  to 
lure  them  on,  as  well  as  horrors  to  daunt  them.  In 
the  vast  expanse  of  this  mysterious  ocean  were — 

*  Du'e  chimeras  and  enchanted  isles.' 

There  was  the  fabulous  Island  of  Bimini,  witli  its 
fountain  of  perpetual  youth,  in  quest  of  whicli  the 
Spanish  navigator,  Juan  Ponce  De  Leon  sailed  over 
many  a  weary  league  of  sea.  There  was  the  Hying 
island  of  St.  Brandaran,  where  the  last  King  of  Gothic 
Spain  was  fabled  to  have  found  a  home,  and  which 
was  believed  in  and  even  searched  for  so  late  as  the 
eighteenth  century  ;  and  there  was  the  great 
mysterious  Island  of  Cipango,  tenanted  by  the  ghosts 
of  captive  Christians,  which  Columbus  himself  did  not 
despair  of  finding.  All  these  might  reward  the  navi- 
gator who  should  tempt  fortune  on  the  ocean  which 
washes  the  Avestern  shores  of  Europe  ;  but  before 
they  could  be  reached,  there  was  the  terrible  '  Sea  of 
Darkness '  to  be  passed  through,  and  this  sea  was 
held  to  extend  over  the  very  spot  where  the  Madeira 
islands  he.  Imagination  had  been  busy  in  peopling 
these  unknown  waters  with 

'  Deformed  monsters, 
Spring-headed  hydras,  sea-shouldering  whales. 
Great  whirlpools.' 

If  there  was  much,  therefore,  to  impel  a  brave  man 
to  a  brave  venture,  there  was  more  still  to  daunt 
him. 
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T\\v  man  wliu  was  l)ol(l  eiu)usjli  to  di.srojfartl  tliese 
various  terrors  of  tlie  (loop,  was  tlie  Portuguese 
navigator,  Da  C^aniara,  known  to  l\is  comrades,  and 
since  to  fame,  as  Zargo,  the  one-eyed  or  squint-eyed, 
and  it  was  oidy  by  a  kind  of  accident  tliat  Zargo,  en- 
gaged on  a  voyage  of  discovery  on  tlie  Western 
Coast,  was  carried  l)y  a  tempest  to  Porto  Santo. 
Leaving  some  of  liis  men  on  tliis  small  and  nearly 
l)arrcn  island,  Zargo  betot)k  himself  to  Lisbon  with 
the  news  of  his  good  fortune,  and  in  the  following 
year  rotnrnod  with  two  small  vessels  l)oaring  colonists 
for  tlie  new  discovered  land. 

Oil  his  return,  Zargo  learned  from  his  men  that 
certain  supernatural  phenomena  had  been  observed  on 
the  western  horizon.  A  singular  darkness  constantly 
dimmed  the  outlook  towards  the  setting  sun  :  stran«re 
noises  from  the  same  quarter  seemed  to  suggest  the 
existence,  in»t  lar  oil",  of  some  huge  whirpool.  The 
men  began  to  fancy  that  at  Porto  Santo  they  were  at 
the  verge  of  tlio  hal)it;d)lo  world  ;  beyond  it,  they 
imagined,  was  some  al)ysmal  vortex,  hidden  by  a 
mysterious  veil  of  cloud  and  mist.  When  Zargo 
annouiK'ed  his  intention  of  sailing  w^estward,  it  is 
reported  that  he  was  advised  to  abstain  from  rashly 
attemj)ting  to  penetrate  a  mystery  which  the  Almighty 
had  not  seen  fit  to  reveal  to  his  creatures.  Disreirard- 
ing  tliese  timoi'ous  counsels,  the  adventurer  set  sail, 
and  in  a  few  hours  had  discovered  the  lovely  island 
of  Madeira  lying  in  these  silent  seas,  in  all  the 
magnificent  luxuiiance  of  its  virgin  vegetation.  No 
Portuguese  mariner  had,  as  yet,  seen  so  fair  a  land, 
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or  one  so  rich  in  the  ])roducts  of  soutliern  dimes, 
whose  surface  was  so  broken  and  diversified  witJi  liill 
and  dell,  and  enriched  with  such  copious  streams  ; 
for  the  Azores  and  the  Cape  Verds  were  later  dis- 
coveries, and  Portuguese  navigators  only  penetrated 
to  Cape  Nun— the  southernmost  hmit  of  the  present 
kingdom  of  Morocco— nearly  twenty  years  afterwards. 
The  island  was  uninhabited  and  densely  wooded. 
Struck   probably   by   its  contrast  with    the  treeless 
slopes  of  Porto  Santo  and  the  barren  shores  of  Africa, 
they  named  it  Madeira -the  Isle  of  Woods.     Landiuir' 
on  its  south  eastern  sliore,  they  set  uj)  a  cross  ;  and 
the  place  is  still  known  as  Santa  Cruz— Holy  Cross. 
Passing  westward,  by  the  bold  headland  which  our 
sailors  caU  the  '  Brazen  Head,'  from  its  yellow  colour, 
they  gave  it  the  name,  which  it  still  bears  on  the' 
maps,  of  Cape    Garajao,  after  the  sea-birds  of  that 
name  which    then    tenanted    the  clifls.     Each  point 
and  cove  is  still  known  by  the  name  which  the  sailors 
gave  it  on  their  first  landing.     Funchal  and  its  bay 
were  so  called  from  the  fennel  plmn—fimcho~w\uch 
grew  on  its  sliores.     At  one  spot,  some  of  the  men 
in  wading  a  stream  were  carried  off  by  the  current, 
and  with  difficulty  rescued  by  their  fellows,  and  the 
river  is  known  to  this  day  as  Mo  dos  Soccorridos,  the 
Stream  of  the  Rescued  Men.     A  black,  isolated  rock 
seemed  to  them  to  stand  up  from  the  water  hke  a 
huge  beetle,  and  is  still    called  the  Beetle   Eock,  o 
Gorgulho.     A  little  further  they  startled  some  seals, 
Avhich  rushed  by  them  into  the  sea— sea-wolves  they 
believed  them  to  be— and  they  christened  the  site, 
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wliicli    now  Ljives  its   naiiu'  to  a   village,  '  CaiudVd  dt', 
Lithits,'  tin'  WoKcs'  Lair. 

Tliu.s  dill  tlu'  rocks  and  hills,  whicli  till  tliLMi  had 
perhaps  heard  no  sound  hut  of  the  wind,  the  wave  or 
tlie  torrent,  the  note  of  sonji;  bird  or  the  ycreani  of 
Lndl  or  kite,  first  L^et  tlieir  l)U])tisin  in  lunnaii  speeeli, 
and  for  the  lir.sL  time  echo  lo  human  voices.  Prob- 
ably, but  not  certainly,  for  the  lirst  time,  for,  ])assing 
over  the  possible  fact,  to  which  T  have  alluded,  of 
their  ancient  discovery,  there  is  a  persistent  tradition 
that  the  lirst  actual  discoverer  oi"  Madeira  was  one 
Kobert  Machin.  a  native  of  liristol,  who,  elopinj^  with 
Anne  Darfet,  a  youni:  English  lady  of  ifood  family, 
IKmI  by  sea  with  his  bride  from  her  father's  an«rer, 
intendinu"  to  seek  a  refuu'c  in  some  French  harbour. 
The  shi])  Avhich  conveyed  them  is  related  to  have 
been  cau«iht  in  a  storm  and  carried  to  MadeiV'a,  in  the 
year  1340,  wdiere  the  lovers  died.  The  crew,  takiiiL'' 
ship  ajfain.  made  for  the  mainland,  and  were  captui'cd 
and  carried  into  slaveiy  by  the  Moors.  In  Morocco 
they  found  a  Christian  fellow-ca])tive,  one  Morales,  to 
whom  they  told  their  story.  This  Morales  was,  loni: 
afterwards,  delivered  from  captivity,  and  eventually 
found  himscli"  so  the  tiadition  runs — in  the  service 
of  the  Tortuifuese  navigator  Zariio,  to  whom  he  of 
course  imj)artcd  the  sfrauL'c  history  which  had  come 
to  his  knowledLfc. 

This  is  the  rather  romantic  story  which  has  been 
rej)eated  with  every  aceoimt  of  Madeira.  There  is 
nothiuL'  im])robal)le  in  the  fact  of  a  ship  bcini/  blown 
out  of  its    course,    and    comiiiL'   upon   the  Island   of 
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Madeira,  or  tliat  sir-Ii  a  vessel  should  have  contained 
a  pair  of  English  lovers  ;  the  iniprobabihties  are  in 
tlie  rest  of  the  narration.  Assuming  the  tradition  to 
have  remained  in  its  original  form  for  sixty  or  seventy- 
years — which  is  of  itself  not  hkely — it  is  highly  im- 
probable that  it  should  have  reached  the  ears  of 
Zargo  in  a  credible  shape,  seeing  that  if  that  enter- 
prising navigator  had  even  suspected  that  so  fair 
an  island  lay  within  three  or  four  days'  sail  of 
Portugal,  he  would  certainly  straightway  have  made 
his  way  thither,  whereas  he  was  himself  blown  to 
the  neighbouring  Porto  Santo  by  a  tempest.  More- 
over, even  had  the  account  come  to  Iiim  as  the 
vaguest  tradition,  he  would  have  satisfied  himself  of 
its  trutli  as  soon  as  he  had  reached  Port  Santo,  which 
lies  actually  within  sight  of  Madeira  on  a  clear  day  ; 
yet  he  did  nothing  of  the  kind,  but  as  I  have  related, 
sailed  homewards  and  postponed  the  actual  discovery 
for  a  whole  year,  Avhen  it  was  all  but  in  his  grasp. 
The  whole  story  has  the  flavour  of  a  myth  ;  and  as, 
in  some  sort,  depriving  a  brave  man  of  the  credit  of 
a  brave  deed,  I  reject  it  utterly.^ 

•  It  is  a  feet  which  is  singularly  illustrative  of  the  almost 
abject  ignorance  and  even  incuriosity  of  the  most  learned  and 
scientific  men  of  the  century,  in  regard  to  foreign  travel  and 
geogi-aphical  discoveries,  that  fifty  years  after  the  discovery  of 
Madeira,  an  Italian  poet,  the  friend  of  the  ablest  contemporary 
men  of  science,  seems  to  have  been  quite  ignorant  that  the  Straits  of 
Gibraltar  had  ever  Ijeen  passed. 

It  is  often  quoted  as  evidence  of  the  philosophical  foresight  of 
Pulci,  that  he  makes  one  of  his  characters  in  the  famous  '  Mor- 
gante  Maggiore '  seem  actually  to  presage  the  discovery  of  the 
New  World.  '  The  ocean,'  says  the  poet,  '  is  level  through  its 
whole  extent,  although,  like  the  eaith,  it  has  the  form  of  a  globe. 
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The  islaml  of  Madeira  is  volcanic  in  its  formation  : 
sea-clilVs  and  rocks,  inland  peaks  and  precipices,  the 
loi'tv  uioimlains  over  ('»()()()  li'cl  in  lieiLjlit  and  tlie 
smallest  pel)l)le  in  the  hrooks,  have  all  tlie  same 
iurncoiis  oritdn  ;  and  all  hear  traces  of  havinir  heen 
cast  forth,  incandescent  and  litpiid.  IVoin  the  u'reat 
snbacjneons  fnniace,  and  of  havinji  cooled  and 
solidilied  in  the  spot  wliei'c  the  upheavinL""  force  had 
thrown  tliem.  An  idea  of  llic  natnial  conliL!!! ration 
of  the  snrface  of  the  island  nuiy  i)est  be  j^nven  by  the 
illnstration  said  to  have  been  employed  by  Columbus 
when  asked  for  a  description  of  Jamaica.  Crnmi)lin_ir 
up  a  i)iece  of  ])aper  in  his  hands,  he  laid  it  u])on  a 
table  as  some  representation  of  the  vai'iations  of  that 
islands  surface — of  the  sharp  hill  ridges,  of  the 
sudden  declivities,  of  tlie  L^nllies  and  narrow  valleys, 
and  the  innumerable  and  indescribable  ine(|indities 
of  the  land,  ^such  a-^  Jamaica  is,  such  is  Madeira, 
and  snch  are  most  inlands  of  similar  volcanic  ori^^in. 

This  irreirulai"  contortion  of  the  land  miLdit  seem 
to  possess  all  the  elements  of  the  picturestpie,  but  it 
is  (»nlv  at  first  siirht  that  its  stranirencss  is  attractive. 

MHiikiiul  ill  formor  a^es  wore  mucli  moro  ignorant  than  now. 
lIcrcuK's  would  })liisli  at  this  day,  at  having  fixr-d  hi.s  cohimns 
wlnTC  ho  did.  Vcsset^i  will  soon  pass  far  hi-yond  tlioin.  anil  may 
|M'rha{)ri  re;ich  an  unknown  hrniis|thciv.' 

If  wo  con.sidor  that  I'rinco  llmry,  tlio  Navigjitor.  liad  long 
tn-fore  d«*s|)atoho<l  liis  exploring  s(|uadron8  far  south  and  i'-.w  west 
of  the  Pillars  of  Ilrrculcs,  and  made  the  la.st  of  his  gi-oat  goo- 
graj>hi(^il  discovorioM  twenty  or  thirty  yoara  Ijoforc  I'ulci  wrote, 
the  poet's  ignoranee  f)f  j»aHt  niaritiiue  aehieveiuents  will  .seem  far 
mon-  woudeiful  tliaii  lii>  rorOiitous  auticip.itiun  of  the  (exploits  of 
Coluuibus. 
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There  is  quite  wanting  in  tlie  bare  volcanic  rocks  of 
Madeira  that  wliich  constitutes  true  artistic  pic- 
turesqueness  ;  that  is,  the  alternation  of  a  manifested 
law  or  order,  with  interruptions  of  it.  In  the  out- 
bursts of  lava  torrents  there  is  law  indeed,  but  it  is 
not  apparent  to  most  observers  of  it  anj^  more  than  in 
the  forms  of  the  huse  clinkers  that  are  shot  out  from 
an  iron  furnace.  It  is  all  seemingly  accidental ;  and 
is,  indeed,  as  anomalous  and  as  hideous,  sesthetically 
speaking,  as  the  distorted  limbs  of  a  monster. 

That  this  is  so  is  shown  by  the  fact  that  wlienever 
these  lava  currents  cease  to  be  amorphous  and  begin 
to  crystallize- — that  is,  where  they  follow  their  natural 
law  and   take,  for  instance,  the    form    of   columnar 
basalt — they    go    to    make    up    exquisitely    lovely 
scenery,  such,  for  example,  as  that    of  the   Giant's 
Causeway  in    Ireland.     Among    the   many   hundred 
pictures   and    drawings    from    the    master    hand    of 
Turner,  I  do  not  remember  a  single  one  where  naked, 
amorphous,  volcanic  rock  is  represented  ;  it  is  always 
either  stratified  or  crystalline  rocks  which  make  the 
•  bones '     of    his     Avorks.     But    when    these    same 
Madeiran   rocks    are    covered    with    the   luxuriant 
vegetation  which  a  volcanic  soil  produces,  the  barren 
ugliness  disappears,  the  nakedness    is  clothed    wdth 
rich  and  novel  forms  of  plant-growth,  so  dense  that 
we  are  only  occasionally  reminded  that  underneath 
there  lies  nothing  better  than    a  huge   cinder-heap. 
The  beauties  of  the  island  scenery  are,  therefore,  but 
skin  deep,  so  to  say — they  are  on  the  surface  and  in  the 
air,  for  there  is  a  particular  charm  of  aerial  distance, 
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and  a  siiiLrular  ficlmcss  and  variotv  cf"  coloiii'inij'  on 
the  "Woods,  the  liill-sidcs  and  tlie  shores  of  ]\[adeira 
wliicli  T  luive  seen  nowhere  else. 

The  ntitnre  and  tlie  nnndiei'  of  the  ])lants  wliicli 
ch)tlie  tlie  surface  of  this  small  island,  lyin^j  as  it  does 
nearly  three  hundred  miles  from  the  nearest  point  of 
Africa,  and  more  than  five  hundred  from  the  nearest 
Euro})ean  land  ;  and  of  the  birds,  heasts  and  insects 
which  find  shelter  u])on  it — in  other  words,  the  Flora 
and  Fauna  of  ^[adeira — liaM'  come  to  acquire  a  fresh 
interest  when  reirarded  from  the  point  of  view  of  I'e- 
cent  developments  in  tlie  science  of  Xatural  History. 
It  is,  therefore,  not  a  little  fortunate  that  a  botanist 
and  natural  historian  of  established  European  reputa- 
tion should  have  made  Madeira  his  occasional  residence 
for  many  years  past.  The  ordinary  foreijjn  visitor  to 
the  island  is  little  apt  to  interest  himself  in  the  more 
abstruse  points  involved  in  the  ])artly  Euro])ean  and 
partly  Afri<-an  natui-al  history  of  this  semi-troj)ical 
island.  u|)oii  which  Mi-.  T.owc  lias  written  so  much 
and  so  well. 

When  it  is  consideri'd  that  Madeira  is  a  very 
small  island,  and  that  the  visitor  is  more  or  less  con- 
fined to  one  corner  of  it.  the  wonder  is  that  the 
maiiv  invalids  who  pass  the  winter  there  do  not  tire 
of  what  is  virtually  an  im])risonment.  Yet  life  in 
Madeira  is  by  no  means  wearis(»iiie  to  the  chance 
visitor  ())•  to  the  invalid.  The  situation  of  Eiinchal 
iij)oii  the  sea,  IVoiii  which  the  town  and  the  liiLdilands 
behind  it  rise  amphitheatrewise  ;  the  view  of  the 
blue  waters  of  the  l)av.  alwavs  livelv  with  boats  and 
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fishinjf-smacks ;  the  daily  arrival  of  ffreat  ocean- 
going  steamers ;  the  fine  mountain  scenery,  with 
fresh  vistas  of  jagged  peaks  and  ravine  chasms  from 
every  point  of  view,  and  varying  hourly  with  every 
chancre  of  cloud  and  shadow  ;  the  charming  seaside 
ride  and  drive,  known  as  the  Caminho  Novo ;  the 
excellent  Enfjhsh  club  and  reading-room ;  and,  above 
all,  the  hospitality  of  the  English  residents  ; — all  these 
things  help  to  make  the  visitor's  time  pass  pleasantly. 


A   MADEIRA   FISHERMAN. 
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TnorfiiiTrri,  li-;ivolltMs  in  the  T\'iiinsiil;i  ;iii'  Lr^'iu'ially 
curious  to  liml  tiiiccsol"  tlic  old  Moorish  culture  in 
tlic  land,  and  this  curiosity  is  no  (h)ul)t  ])artly  due  to 
that  Orientdlisiii  and  sympathy  with  thin«i;s  Semitic, 
which  is  latent  in  all  of  us  of  northern  blood  who  liave 
read  the  Anihhui  Nights  in  our  childhood,  and  have 
dreamed  of  aenii,  and  calenders,  and  enchanted 
palaces.  Tn  the  Peninsula,  however,  the  interest  and 
the  curiosity  in  things  eastern  come  not  alone  fi'om 
any  such  false  glamour  of  the  iancy  as  this,  which 
vanishes  (except  in  a  few  well-noted  cases)  in  tliose 
who  conu.'  face  to  face  with  eastern  life.  Hci-e.  in 
this  south-western  coiiier  of  iMirope.  we  know  we 
ai'e  <»n  thcxcry  footsteps  of  the  vanished  I'ace  who 
first,  in  the  nijiht  of  the  ])ark  Ages,  woke  all  the 
dr)rmant  arts  of  cultui'c.  who  reviv(vl  tlie  lontr-dead 
sciences  ;  among  whom  cliiv.dry  was  boi-n.  humanity 
was  })nicti.sed,  tlic  *  point  of  honour '  nuide  almost  a 
])oint  of  law.  and  the  intercourse  of  man  with  man 
softened  and  icfnied  by  fixed  ceremonial  usage.  We 
are  here  in  the  land  through  whi(di  mainly  all  this 
passed    to   the   ic-t    of  l']ni<>|)e.   and    among   the   very 
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people  who  were  the  first  piijjils  of  the  cultured  and 
Gfenerous  Saracens,  who  imbibed  somethinG;  of  their 
learning,  their  chivahy,  and  tlieir  civilization,  and 
overthrew  them  at  last  by  the  practice  of  some  of 
the  very  arts  they  had  learnt  from  them.  It  is  not 
strange,  then,  that  knowing  this,  strangers  coming 
to  the  Peninsula  follow  out  with  the  deepest  interest 
the  traces  which  so  many  hundred  years  have  not 
nearly  effaced  among  southern  Spaniards  and  among 
Portuguese,  and  which  traces  are,  in  my  observation, 
far  fresher  in  Portugal  tlian  in  Spain. 

It  is  interesting  enouuh  to  observe  liow  this  cul- 
ture  and  superiority  of  intellectual  training  and 
accomphshment  gave  the  Arabs  (as  we  have  recent 
very  good  reason  to  know  these  quahties  always 
will  give  their  possessors)  military  as  Avell  as  social 
and  political  ascendency,  and  how  their  lessons  were 
slowly  imparted  to  the  races  they  encountered  ;  how 
through  the  Saracens  of  the  period  of  the  Crusades, 
not  only  the  whole  science  of  the  attack  and  the 
defence  of  strong  places  was  taught  to  the  more  back- 
ward Europeans,  but  what  was  far  more  important, 
the  peaked  saddle  and  firm  stirrup-liold,  the  curb 
and  curb  chain,  the  use  of  the  lance,  and  the  sw4ft 
evolutions  of  the  Oriental  horsemen  became  known  to 
the  slow  and  unwieldy  cavalry  of  the  Peninsular  kings 
and  princes.  This  invaluable  knowledge  had  for 
centuries  settled  the  tenure  of  empu-e  upon  the 
Saracens,  and  when  it  was  imparted  to  the  conquered 
Goths,  it  helped  mainly  to  turn  the  tide  in  their 
favour. 
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Tt  is  not,  however,  ii]>on  tlu'se  «xreat  causes  of 
the  iiiakiiiLT  or  tlie  marriiiir  of  empires  that  I  wish 
now  to  dwell,  but  upon  lessons  tauL^it  in  Saracen 
times  in  the  domain  of  domestic  and  social  life — the 
souiTs,  the  dances,  the  leijends,  the  daily  usaires  of  the 
people.  The  Saracens  had  no  doubt  themselves  much 
to  learn  at  first  from  the  Itonuuiized  (toths  and  Semi- 
Gothic  tribes  of  the  Peninsula  ;  but  wIhmi  the  tide  of 
concpiest  rolled  back  those  of  the  Christians  who 
kept  their  independence  to  the  fastnesses  and  back- 
woods of  tlu'  countj-y,  cultuiv  mid  civilization  went 
back  too  amonir  them,  while  all  the  arts  of  peace  ad- 
vanced amon<T  the  Saracens  in  a  manner  which  is  still 
a  marvel  to  the  historian.  Those  of  the  Christians 
who  remained  in  the  country  under  Saracen  dominion 
became  senii-Saracenized,  and  the  existence  of  the 
Morarahejt  is  proof  enoufrh  iiow  the  Christians  were 
"Won  by  the  supcrioi*  culture  of  the  compierinj^  race. 
In  time  came  the  Ioul""  and  final  struL^iile  for  existence 
between  the  two  faiths  and  the  two  races — the 
Peninsular  Crusade  whicji  1  have  described  in  a  pre- 
vious chapter.  It  was  in  tlie  course  of  it  that  Chris- 
tian and  Inlidel  came  into  close  contact,  and  an 
incident  of  it  was  tiiat  tiic  Saracens  taujiht  the  un- 
couth  PortULnu'sc  Cymons  '  all  the  sweet  civilities  of 
life.- 

The  praver  historical  sludi'iit  may  not  care  to 
consider  whether,  amonj^  other  social  customs,  the 
Serenade  is  a  Saracen  introduction  into  Europe.  lam 
convinced  that  it  is,  and,  in  spite  of  its  name,  I  believe 
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the  guitar  on  which  it  is  accompanied  to  be  a  modili- 
cation  of  a  Saracen  instrument.^  I  defy  any  critic  to 
prove  that  any  such  nightly  love-song  as  the  true 
Peninsular  serenade,  so  accompanied,  Avas  ever 
poured  forth  under  the  windows  of  any  lady  what- 
ever, till  the  Saracens  invaded  Europe.  The  Greeks 
knew  of  nothing  of  the  sort,  their  domestic  institu- 
tions were  quite  opposed  to  such  proceedings  ;  so 
indeed  were,  and  still  are,  those  of  the  Moslems  them- 
selves ;  but  the  Moslems  of  Spain  and  Portugal  were 
never  very  strict  observers  of  their  oavu  institutions. 
The  ancient  Romans  knew  not  of  any  night-sung 
passion-song,  nor,  to  the  best  of  uiy  l^elief,  did  any 
barbarian  nation.  Again,  the  serenade  has  never 
thriven  in  any  land  beyond  those  countries  in  whicli 
the  Arabs  first  taught  it ;  in  Provence,  in  troubadour 
times,  it  was  a  custom  ;  in  Italy,  in  Spain,  and  in 
Portugal  it  has  never  died  out. 

The  serenade  in  these  southern  countries  of  course 
has  none  of  that  foolish  flavour  of  romance  which  we, 
who  frequent  the  opera  and  have  heard  the  serenade 
in  Don  Giovanni  a  dozen  times,  connect  with  it.  It  is 
nothing   more    than   a   delicate   comphment    to   tlie 

^  The  older-fashioned  lute  is,  I  siuqject,  the  origin  of  the  gnitar, 
though  the  lute,  in  its  latest  form,  was  a  more  complicated  instru- 
ment ;  and  the  name  guitar  is  no  doubt  a  Romance  word,  and 
was  coine<l  later  tlian  the  instrument  was  fii-st  used  in  Em-ope. 
I  do  not  think  it  can  be  found  mentioned  before  the  lioman  de 
la  Rose,  and  there  it  is  called  guiterne.  If  etymolog}'  could 
quite  be  trusted,  it  was  the  Por-tuguese  who  fii-st  taught  the 
name  and  use  of  the  Arabic  lute  to  the  rest  of  Europe,  for  they 
only  of  European  nations  have  preserved  in  Alowle  its  full  Ai-abic 
name,  Al  wl.     Even  in  Spanish  it  is  shoitened  to  lav/le. 
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<~)l)joct  ot"  a  iiiMn's  aH'c'ctioiis,  and  iiicaiis  no  iiioi-c  than 
Avhen  an  Englislinian  Liivos  liis  i'nturc  bi'ide  an  en- 
gaged ring,  a  Fronclinian  a  box  of  bonlxms  or  a 
])()nqiiet,  or  tlian  when  a  (Tcrniau  sends  Ids  betrotlied 
a  ])oinKl  of  kniklels  or  a  Strasbiirg  sausage. 

Not  but  tliat  tlie  serenade  is  a  rare  tlnnji-  even  in 
Andalusia.  Tlie  people  there  are  not  all  young  and 
inij)ulsive,  or  incautiously  trustl'ul  ol"  tlieniselves  to 
tlu'  air  of  night.  Kwu  in  Seville  itself  the  guitar 
tinkles  chielly  to  less  romantic  strains  than  those  of 
love. 

The  guitar  is  certainly,  in  our  critical  northern 
eyes,  an  efl'eniinate  instrument,  and  a  man  wIk)  plays 
upon  it  in  an  English  draAving-room  can  no  more 
hope  to  preserve  any  appearance  of  manly  dignity 
than  it  he  were  ])iping  upon  a  flageolet,  or  blowing 
into  that  most  ludicrous  of  all  instruments,  tlie  flute. 
'J'hat  a  man  should  l)c,  as  well  as  look,  sentimentally 
emotional  undei"  the  painful  circumstances  of  being 
tied  by  a  silk  ribbon  to  such  an  instrument  is, 
however,  clearly  a  nnitter  of  conventionality.  In  many 
parts  of  Portugal,  men  })lay  u])on  the  guitar  naturally 
and  as  a  matter  of  coni'se  :  thev  sti  iim  as  weEujilish- 
men  whistle.  The  j)ea.sants  are  universally  given  to 
])lav  n})on  this  instrument,  not  often,  however, 
achieving  more  than  a  simple  accompaniment  to  the 
voice,  of  chords  and  ai'j)eggios.  In  the  towns  the 
artisans  are  often  guitar  ])layers,  and  as  they  walk  to 
and  from  their  woik  in  twos  and  threes,  they  lighten 
the  journey  with  an  accompanied  chant  or  song. 
My  car})enter  always  brings  his  guitar  with  his  tools 
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when  he  comes  on  a  job.  He  is  a  fair  performer,  but 
my  bhic'ksmitli,  I  tliink,  has  the  hghter  touch  of  the 
two  on  the  instrument,  and  liis  tones  are  certainly 
fuller. 

When  the  Portuguese  workman  or  day-labourer 
has  done  his  long  day's  work,  he  does  not  lean 
against  a  post  and  smoke  a  pipe — he  does  not  favour 
any  such  'contemplative  man's  recreation' — nor 
does  he  linger  in  the  wine-shop  ;  but,  if  it  be  a 
holiday  or  a  Sunday,  and  in  a  rural  district,  he  puts 
on  a  clean  shirt,  with  a  large  gold  or  silver  stud  as  a 
neck-fastening,  and  his  newest  hat,  varying  in  shape 
according  to  locality,  but  always  of  black  felt,  and 
of  the  kind  which  we  see  in  pictures  of  Spanish 
life.  He  throws  over  his  shoulders  a  black  cloth 
cloak,  with  a  real  gold  or  silver  clasp.  He  takes  his 
favourite  ox-goad  in  his  hand,  as  tall  as  himself, 
straight  as  an  arrow,  well  rounded  and  polished,  and 
bound  with  brass.  He  slings  his  guitar  round 
his  neck,  and  makes  his  way  to  the  nearest  fashion- 
able threshing-floor  —  the  peasant's  drawing-room. 
Here  are  gathered  old  and  young  of  both  sexes, 
come  together  for  gossip,  song,  and  dance.  If  it  is 
the  time  of  the  Ceifa — the  reaping  of  the  maize  — or 
the  vintage,  or,  al)ove  all,  the  Decamisadas — the 
huskinix  of  the  ears  of  maize — and  if  corn  or  wine 
have  yielded  well,  then  are  the  peasants'  hearts  glad 
within  them,  and  song  and  dance  are  more  than  ever 
joyous. 

I  cannot  say  that  the  dancing  is  particularly 
graceful.     It  is  certainly  chiefly,  tliough.not  entirely, 
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Orienttil  in  cluiracter,  as  dancing  is  over  all  the 
soutliern  Peninsula;  that  is,  it  is  sh>w  aiul  linn  in 
movement,  accentuated  in  time,  and  depends  ahnost 
wholly  upon  the  motions  of  the  body  and  the  arms. 
It  has  commonly  been  asserted  that  it  was  the  Gipsies 
(who  are  far  the  best  dancers  in  JSpain  or  Portugal) 
"svho  brought  these  dances  with  them  from  the  East ; 
but  I  am  of  opinion  that  tliis  is  a  mistake,  and  that 
this  wandering  tribe  of  low-caste  Indians,  as  we  must 
now  take  them  to  be  proved  to  be,  never  have,  in 
spite  of  their  a])ologists,  remembered  anything  worth 
the  memory,  for  the  four  hundred  years  they  have 
])een  among  us.  They  have  forgotten,  in  this  com- 
])aratively  short  ])eriod,  their  oi"igin.  the  story  of  their 
own  wanderings,  their  customs,  their  language  and 
their  religion.  Why  should  they  have  remembered' 
only  their  dances  ?  Besides,  I  have  seen  Gipsies  dance 
in  England,  in  France,  and  in  Tyrol  :  in  none  of 
these  countries  do  tliey  dance  as  they  do  in  the 
I'eninsula.  We  may  conclude  that  they  have  every- 
wliere  adopted  the  national  dances,  and  that  in  k^pain 
and  Portugal  they  dance  not  Indian  l)ut  Moorish 
dances.  They  dance  them  better  than  the  natives 
because,  being  by  nature  lazy  and  eneminate,  their 
bodies  arc  never  sfiHeiKMl  by  continuous  labour,  and 
])erhaj)S  also  because  the\'  ])ossess  by  race  more  of 
the  artistic  temperamenl.  It  is  the  same  witli  that 
wonderful  instrumental  music  of  the  (ii|)sies  of 
Hungary,  tlie  Tsiganes.  It  is.  according  to  Monsieur 
de  Hertlia,  beyond  all  doubt,  not  of  (  iipsy,  bnl  ofjtnie 
IluiiL'arian  ojigin.      'J'lie  (lijisii's.  coming   to  Portugal 
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long  after  the  Moors  had  gone,  evidently  shaped  into 
an  art  what  had  been  till  then  only  a  diversion  of  the 
people.  They  are  almost  theonly  professional  dancers 
in  the  Peninsnla,  and  all  that  the  world  at  large 
knows  of  Peninsular  dancing,  in  the  theatres  of  London 
and  Paris,  came  at  first  from  the  tinkers  and  beggars, 
the  bull-lighters  and  fortune-tellers  of  Andalusia, 
who  help,  with  members  of  other  less  respectable 
trades,  to  make  up  the  half-bred  Gitano  community 
— a  community  composed  chiefly  of  rouglis  and 
idlers,  swindlers  and  thieves- 
Oriental  dancinsjs:  and  the  daucinw  of  northern 
peoples  are  as  much  opposed  as  two  modes  of  doing 
somethini^  of  the  same  sort  can  well  be.  One  is  a 
lis,  the  other  a  bolero  ;  one  onlv  the  ebullition  of 
high  spirits,  the  other,  the  expression  of  all  tlie  emotion 
and  poetry  in  the  nature  of  the  dancer.  The  Celts 
and  the  northern  Teutons  have  taught  the  world  to 
shufHe  with  their  feet  in  time  to  lively  music  ;  and 
the  impartial  philosopher  (if  such  a  being  exist) 
who  sees  the  Scotsman,  the  Irishman  and  the  Enoiish- 
man,  the  Dutchman,  and,  above  all,  the  northern 
German,  dancing  their  various  jigs,  reels,  and  horn- 
pipes, must  always  find  it  to  l)e  the  cause  of  a  struggle 
for  gravity  to  behold  individuals  of  these  nationalities, 
rigid  in  body,  grave  in  expression,  and  witli  no 
Hfe  and  movement  in  them  but  from  tlie  knees  down- 
ward. 

The  Portuguese  are  neither  an  Oriental  people 
nor  a  purely  northern,  nor  a  purely  southern  nation, 
but  a  race  blending  the  character  with  tlie  blood  of 
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the  Xorlli  anel  of  llic  ^Soiitli  ;  a  nation  educated  in 
its  voiitli  !)y  Moors  and  Arabs.  Tlieir  tlances  par- 
take of  their  lineage  and  of  tlieir  traininir.  Tliey 
dance  a  ji</,  and  are  a  little  absurd — they  dance  a 
bolero  and  are  interesting. 

In  Portuguese  dancing  there  is  nothing  cold  and 
conventional  like  the  nu)dern  quadrille,  or  formal  like 
the  minuet,  or  at  all  silly  like  the  polka  of  the  Hun- 
garians, or  in  any  way  grotesque  and  oflensive  like 
that  which  has  almost  become  the  national  dance  of 
Frenchmen.  The  Portuguese  are  only,  as  I  have 
said,  a  little  ridiculous,  from  oui-  point  of  view, 
when  they  stand  in  a  circle,  and  dance  something 
between  a  jig  and  a  reel. 

Their  bolero  dances  are  sinq)le,  natural,  and  ex- 
])ressive — expressive  of  youthfulness  and  health,  and 
the  exuberance  of  gaiety  which  goes  with  youthful- 
ness and  health,  and  the  reaction  coming  iVom  rest 
aftei-  labour.  'J'hat  they  are  not  always,  or  even  often, 
«n-aceful  1  admit.  Ibr  wc  (miserable  fault-seeking 
critics  that  we  all  m^'  who  write  nv  icad  books)  have 
come  to  si't  up  f;ir  too  high  a  standai'd  of  graceful- 
ness of  motion,  getting  it  in  theatres  and  where  thcie 
are  trained  dancers,  and  these  poor  peo])le  Jire  hard- 
working ])easants,  their  nuiscles  cramped  by  laboui', 
tlieir  backs  bowed  with  the  carrying  of  burdens. 
Hard  field  work  and  good  dancing  are  (piite  incom- 
patible things. 

With  the  dance  li'ocs  tlu»  song.  Though  there  is 
a  kind  of  sinking  in  |)arts(»i"  roitiig.d  which  has  .-in 
umloubted     Koman    origin, — the    melancholy,    h)ng- 
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drawn,  often  nnrhymecl  chaunting  which  is  to  be 
heard  in  the  fields,  and  which  often  takes  the  form  of 
a  rnde  hexameter, — the  singing  at  feasts  and  pleasure- 
gatherings  is  not  generally  of  this  kind.  Each  district 
has  songs  peculiar  to  itself,  as  it  has  costumes  and 
manners  and  legends  more  or  less  peculiar,  so  slow 
and  difficult  was  locomotion  till  recent  times,  and  so 
rare  the  traffic  and  exchanije  of  ideas  in  Portug-al  in 
its  louGf-end  urino"  condition  of  roadlessness.  The 
national  sonars  and  airs  of  Portugal  Avill  stand  com- 
parison  witli  those  of  any  country,  and  have  so  much 
charm  in  their  originahty,  their  variety  and  their 
sweetness,  that  it  is  a  marvel  to  me  that  they  are  not 
as  well  known  as  those  of  Spain  and  Italy.  How 
much  the  origin  of  such  songs,  and  indeed  of  modern 
passion- verse  generally  in  its  lyric  form,  is  derived 
from  Arab  sources,  is  now  an  old  and,  more  or  less,  a 
settled  question.  I  need  not  dwell  upon  it.  Every 
good  singer  at  a  rural  festival  will  have  in  his 
repertory  several  of  such  songs  as  these  I  have 
mentioned  ;  but  if  he  is  to  become  a  performer  of 
any  local  repute,  he  must  be  something  more  than  a 
singer  with  a  good  ear  and  a  memory.  He  must  be 
an  ed-tempore  song-maker,  and  it  is  for  this  depart- 
ment of  song,  quite  distinct  from  Italian  improvisa- 
tion, that  I  claim  an  undoubted  Saracen  origin.  The 
irregular  quatrain  in  use  by  the  Portuguese  improvis- 
atore,  the  curious  unfamihar  accompaniment,  monoto- 
nous but  not  unmelodipus,  the  style  of  the  sentiments, 
ranging  from  passionate  emotion  to  a  gay  and  rather 
downright  humour,  the  frequent  reference  to  natural 
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objects — so  rare  in  the  popular  verse  of  other  European 
countries,  so  common  in  the  poetry  of  Semitic  races — 
and  above  all  the  constant  use  of  figurative  speech 
and  a  certain  extravagance  in  imagery, — :ill  this 
points  most  unmistakably  to  the  Oriental  origin 
of  the  Portuguese  peasant  songs. 

Here  is  the  lament  of  a  girl-singer  whose  lover  is 
a  sailor.  It  might  be  a  translation  from  Persian  or 
Arabic.  '  Evil  be,'  she  sings,  '  to  the  man  who  first 
invented  sea-going  in  ships,  for  he  is  the  cause  that 
my  eyes  are  rivers  of  tears  : ' — 

Mai  haja  qnpin  inventou 
No  mar  andarem  navios, 
Que  esse  foi  o  causador 
Dos  meus  olhos  serem  rios. 

Here,  again,  is  a  quaint  fancy  that  might,  occur  to 
an  Oriental.  '  If,'  says  a  lover,  '  I  had  but  paper 
made  of  gold  I  would  buy  a  silver  ])en,  I  would  pohsli 
my  style,  and  write  you  a  letter  :  ' — 

Se  eu  tivera  papel  de  ouro 
Comj>rava  j^enna  de  jirata, 
Apurava  os  mons  sentidos, 
Eserevia  te  uuia  carta. 

It  was  the  same  singer  wlio,  apparently  from 
want  of  scholarshi}),  gave  up  letter-writing,  and, 
extravagantly  enough,  makes  believe  that  his  spoken 
declaration  is  really  in  letter  form.  The  paper,  lie 
tells  his  mistress,  on  wliich  ho  wi-ites  is  tlie  ])alni  of 
liis  hand,  his  tears  are  his  only  ink,  and  Jiis  pen  is 
taken  from  Ids  lieart  itself;  — 
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O  papel  em  que  eu  escrevo 
Tiro-o  da  palma  da  mao, 
A  tinta  sae-me  dos  olhos, 
A  pemia  do  coragao. 

These  quatrains  and  those  which  follow  are  not 
literature  in  any  sense  that  should  be  criticized  by  rule 
and  hue.  They  have  simply  been  taken  down  from 
the  mouths  of  the  peasant  singers  who  were  thinking 
of  nothing  less  than  of  being  reported.  A  thousand 
verses  as  good  as  or  better  than  these  are  sung  every 
summer  nioht  in  Portugal. 

The  song  is  not  always  complimentary.  '  When 
the  cork-tree,'  remarks  a  disdainful  young  lady, 
'  shall  yield  berries,  and  the  bay- tree  cork,  then  I  may 
fall  in  love  with  you — if  I  can  take  the  trouble  : ' — 

Quando  o  sovreii'o  der  baga 
E  o  loureiro  der  corti^a, 
Entao  te  amarei,  meu  bem, 
Se  nao  me  der  a  pregui^a. 

I  have  noticed  that  among  the  Portuguese  peasant 
class,  women  hold  a  very  independent  position.  They 
work  very  hard,  they  are  active  and  cheerful,  very 
helpful  in  any  trouble,  very  genial  and  sympathetic, 
and  yet  full  of  quick  answers  and  mother  wit.  They 
knov/  well  their  value  in  the  economy  of  hfe,  and 
Avithout  any  clamour  for  impossible  rights,  take  tlieir 
full  share  of  all  that  is  attainable  in  that  way.  Their 
suitors  in  love  are  very  humble  and  persevering,  but 
the  women  know  well  what  is  due  to  their  dignity. 
Here  is  the  petition  of  a  lover  who  has  too  much 
failed  in  constancy  to  be  well  received.     '  Let  us,'  he 
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asks,  '  be  friends  again  as  we  nsed  to  be.  People 
wlio  care  for  each  other  always  forgive,  not  one — or 
two — but  three  offences  : ' — 

Facamos,  men  bem,  as  pazes 
Como  foi  da  outra  vez, 
Quern  quel"  bem  sempre  perdoa 
Uma  ....  duas  ....  .at^  tres. 

And  the  girl  answers, '  No,  I  will  not  be  friends  witli 
you,  as  we  used  to  be.  Those  who  truly  love  commit 
neither  one,  nor  two — far  less  three  offences  : ' — 

Nao  quero  fazer  as  pjizes 
Como  foi  da  outra  vez, 
Quern  quer  bem  nunca  offende 
Nem  uma  ....  quando  mais  tres. 

The  women  assume  a  certain  freedom  in  Portugal — 
as,  for  the  matter  of  that,  they  often  do  elsewliere — 
and  it  is  well  for  their  lovers  if  they  can  always 
beheve  what  is  told  them  for  tlieir  own  good.  'I 
have,'  says  one  very  frank  maiden,  '  five  lovers — three 
for  the  morning,  two  for  the  afternoon  ;  to  all  of 
these  I  tell  falsehoods,  to  you  alone  I  speak  the 
trutli  :' — 

Eu  tcniio  cinco  namoroa, 
Ti'es  de  manha,  dois  de  tarde  : 
A  todos  elles  eu  minto, 
So  a  ti  fallo  a  verdade. 

An  obviously  plain  girl  recommends  lierself  ingeni- 
ously :  '  From  the  clefts  on  tlie  mountain  side  grow 
out  wihl  lierbs  and  flowers.  Hold  fast  to  tlie  herb 
as  you  climb  up — it  is  strong;  leave  the  flower — it 
will  break  away  : ' — 
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Entre  pedras  e  pedrinhas 
Nascem  raminhos  de  salsa  : 
Pega-te  a  feia  que  e  firme, 
Deixa  a  bonita  que  e  falsa. 

If  it  were  not  for  the  charges  of  inconstancy  so 
frequently  brought  by  the  poets,  love-songs  would 
make  duller  reading  even  than  they  do.  The  peasant 
poets  of  Portugal  have  evidently  as  good  reason  as 
any  others  to  inveigh  against  their  mistresses'  fickle- 
ness. In  tlie  foUomng  quatrain  the  disappointed 
lover  attains  in  his  bitterness  almost  to  real  epigram. 

Like  most  epigrams  it  is  untranslatable  : — 
Os  tens  olhos,  6  menina, 
Sao  gentios  da  Guine, 
Da  Guine  por  serem  pretos, 
Gentios  por  nao  terem  fe. 

The  last  example  I  will  give  has  bitterness  in  it  of 
a  graver  sort,  and  wit  too  of  still  higher  alloy.  '  For 
love  of  thee,'  says  the  singer,  '  I  have  lost  Heaven  ; 
for  love  of  thee  I  have  lost  myself — now  I  find  myself 
left  alone  without  God,  without  love,  without 
thee :  ' — 

Por  te  amar  perdi  a  Deus, 
Por  teu  amor  me  i^erdi. 
Agora  vejo  me  so 
Sem  Deus,  sem  amor,  sem  ti. 

It  is  in  the  centre  and  north  of  the  country  that  I 
have  chiefly  heard  this  extempore  singing  and  seen 
peasants  dancing  and  singing  at  their  desgarradas  a 
viola — their  village  balls  and  concerts.  It  is  not  easy 
to  give  the  reader  an  idea  of  the  delight  which  these 
gatherings  afibrd  the  people,  of  their  gaiety,  their 
quickness,  and  their  ready  appreciation  of  a  jest,  a 
local    allusion,    or    the    neat    turning    of    a   phrase. 
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The  tinkle  of  tlie  priiitar  in  tlie  niiiht  air,  the  pizzicato 
of  the  violin,  have  a  marvellous  attraction  for  them, 
as  I  have  often  seen,  and  these  simple  pleasures  seem 
to  be  quite  enough  to  redeem  the  monotony  of  their 
long  laborious  days.  They  ask  nothing  better  of 
life  than  such  distraction,  and,  in  truth,  rather  shame 
a  looker-on  wliu  may,  perhaps,  foolishly  ambition 
some  hardly  attainable  object,  valueless  or  bitter 
when  he  reaches  it.  For  the  thorough-going  He- 
donist, ^vlH),  -with  ^Ir.  Pater,  counts  the  thrills  of 
pleasurable  sensation  in  hfe  as  that  which  chiefly  tells 
on  the  right  side  of  nuin's  account,  the  lines  of  a 
Portuguese  peasant  might  seem  to  be  cast  upon  not 
unpleasant  times  or  places.  He  has,  indeed,  to  work 
hard  in  a  climate  which  is  not  altogether  a  perfect 
one.  Hot  suns  and  cold  winds  too  often  come 
together.  The  narrow  strip  of  land  which  lies 
between  the  Spanish  mountains  and  the  Atlantic,  and 
constitutes  Portugal,  is  su])ject  to  fogs,  and  to  rain 
which  is  almost  tropical.  Tt  is  nn  Atlantic  climate, 
and  our  En<dish  wiiiler  sojourners  in  the  South  know 
little  except  of  Mediterranean  (mes.  There  is  a 
diflerence,  and  it  is  not  altogether  in  favour  of  the 
climates  of  the  Mediterranean  shores.  If  the  day 
climate  of  Algiers,  Naples,  or  Messina,  is  better  than 
that  of  Portugal,  the  evening,  about  sunset  time,  and 
the  early  morning,  and  above  all,  the  air  of  night  in 
this  country,  have  a  ck>arness  and  })leasantness  which 
are  not  to  be  found  elsewhere  in  Euroj)e,  ;iud  wliich 
are,  no  doubt,  due  to  the  modifying  influence  of  the 
great  ocean.     The  night  air  of  sunnncr  is  especially 


CUSTOMS   OF  TPIE   I'ORTUGUESE   PEOPLE.        375 

deliglitfiil — warm,  soft,  and  genial.  However  hot 
and  sultry  the  day  may  have  been,  amends  are  made 
at  night.  Once  I  was  riding  with  a  peasant  guide, 
on  a  fearfully  hot  day,  through  the  plain  country  of 
Estremadura.  The  afternoon  sun  glared  into  our 
faces  as  w^e  rode  westward,  and  the  heat  was  as  if  a 
furnace  door  was  being  kept  open  above  our  heads. 
'  When  night  falls,'  said  my  guide,  breaking  a  long 
silence,  '  I  shall  he  out  in  the  fields  to  feel  the  air  cool 
upon  me  and  the  dew.'  The  very  prospect  seemed 
to  bring  refreshment  to  him.  He  did  as  he  said  he 
would,  and  as  do  many  Portuguese  in  the  hot  summer 
time,  and  the  practice  speaks  well  of  the  wdiolesome- 
ness  of  the  nights.  So  then,  to  sum  up  the  good  and 
bad  in  the  Portuguese  field  labourer's  lot — if  he  has 
a  hot  summer  to  toil  through,  he  has  no  great  severity 
of  winter  weather  to  endure  ;  if  his  summer  day  bring 
more  than  a  common  heat  and  burden,  in  the  pleasant 
night  he  finds  a  constant  respite  and  solace.  Then 
again,  there  is  abiding  peace  in  the  land.  Hardly  can 
the  grandfathers  in  the  hamlet  remember  the  story  of 
the  time  when  men  were  pressed  for  civil  war,  and 
fields  were  ravaged,  and  rumours  of  war  did,  as  they 
always  do,  more  evil  than  even  war  itself;  and  it 
would  take  men  of  a  generation  further  back  still  to 
tell  the  story  of  anything  approaching  the  horrors  of 
real  warfare.  '  Turtle-footed  peace  ! '  '  Peace  with 
her  wheaten  crown  ! '  and  so  forth.  Wlien  one  has 
had  the  horrors  of  war  brought,  as  w^e  all  have  had 
lately,  so  vividly  before  us,  one  is  almost  tempted  to 
quote  these  old  phrases  of  the  poets,  and  to  approve 
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their  entliusiasm  for  Peace  and  rient)-.  '  Ceres  and 
her  sheaves  ! '  '  Bacchns  and  liis  attendant  train  ! '  it 
sounds  stale  and  comnion-phice,  but  one  l)eoins  at 
last  to  see  the  sense  there  was  in  what  seemed  the 
sham  classicalism  of  our  schoolboy  verses.  Anyhow, 
Peace  and  her  blessintrs  are  here  for  tlie  l)enerit  of 
the  Portuguese  land-worker.  There  is  emigration  to 
Brazil  too  for  him  if  population  presses  ;  wages  also 
are  rising  ;  so  that  altogether  he  is  well  off  politically 
and  socially.  But  what  the  Hedonist  would  count 
his  chief  good  fortune  is  that  he  is  blessed  with  a 
cheerfulness  and  a  power  of  enjoying  simple  things, 
which  no  philosophy  that  was  ever  invented  can 
bestow. 

The  celebrated  and  benevolent  Jolin  Howard,  the 
prime  mover  in  tlie  reform  of  our  then  abominable 
Englisli  prison  system,  and  whose  successors  have, 
in  the  opinion  of  some  thoughtful  persons,  sometimes 
carried  the  liumane  inlhience  of  the  first  reformer 
into  humanitarian  excesses  good  neither  for  criminals 
nor  for  honest  men,  clearly  knew  nothing  of  the 
prisons  and  the  ])ri.son  S5'stem  of  Portugal.'  It  is 
not  a  good  system  at  all  ])oints,  or  perha])s  at  many 
points,  but  it  lias  this  of  singular  and  of  interesting 

'  It  is  ciinou.s  that  Howanl  loft  P^n^luiid  on  lii.s  fii-st  JDnnicy 
to  the  Continent  witli  tlie  intention  of  visiting  Portucjal,  a  country 
which  he  wa.s  fated  not  to  see  till  qin'tc  late  in  life,  for  he  wa.s 
capture<l  on  hi.s  way  to  Li.'ibon  by  a  French  privateer.  He  did 
not  see  Portugal  and  its  gaols  till  lone;  after  he  had  visited  tho.se 
of  noarly  every  Kurojxsin  country,  had  made  his  puMislie<l  report.s, 
and  h.id  helped  to  l»nng  alK)ut  the  great  reforiu.s  of  our  EnglLsh 
pri.son  system  and  di.scipline. 
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in  it,  tliat  such  as  it  is  now  it  lias  been,  with  not 
many  changes,  for  hundreds  of  years.  The  great  chari- 
table establishments  of  Portugal,  which  have  taken 
the  place  of  the  lazar-houses  of  the  Middle  Ages, — 
models,  hke  those  of  Spain,  of  good  and  liberal 
management,  are  more  or  less  recent  in  their  origin, 
and  are  either  the  work  of  priests,  or  of  those 
strongly  under  priestly  influence.  The  greatest  of 
them,  the  Misericordia  Hospital,  which  has  branches 
throujihout  the  kingdom,  Avas  founded  in  about  1510 
by  the  pious  King  Emmanuel.  With  the  prisons, 
however,  the  priests  have  never  much  meddled, 
beyond  carrying  the  consolations  of  rehgion  to  the 
sick  and  dying.  Such  as  the  prison  is  to  this  day 
in  Morocco  or  Tunis,  such  it  is  in  Portugal,  with  only 
such  diiferences  as  might  be  expected  in  the  appH- 
cation  of  a  system  and  principles  between  a  retro- 
grade and  Moslem  people,  and  a  Christian,  a  humane 
and  highly  civihzed  one.  As  it  was  when  Howard 
hved,  so  it  is  now  with  little  chancre,  and  had  he 
crossed  the  Pyrenees  during  his  Continental  travels, 
he  would  have  found,  I  think,  much  food  for  reflection, 
and,  not  improbably,  something  to  modify  his  own 
opinions. 

There  is  something  to  be  said  against  the  prison 
system  established  in  Portugal,  but  there  is  certainly 
a  good  deal  to  be  said  in  its  favour.  I  do  not  pretend 
to  decide  either  way,  but  I  could  heartily  wish  that 
some  of  the  more  hardened  of  our  habitual  rogues 
in  Great  Britain  could  be  committed  to  a  Portuguese 
gaol  for  at  least  some  portion  of  their  terms.    It  would 


878  I'OKTUliAL  :     OLD   AM)    M:\V. 

warm  tlie  loyalty  of  the  iiilluential  class  who  spend 
a  purlion  of  theii-  li\cs  in  gaol  to  learn,  by  the  con- 
trast that  would  be  forced  upon  them,  how  well 
their  comforts  ai'c  looked  after  at  home.  The  Portu- 
guese are  as  humane,  if  not  as  humanitarian,  a  ])eople 
as  we  are — more  so  even,  for  they  have  combined 
humanity  with  logic  in  abolishing  capital  punish- 
ment, holding  it  to  be  against  their  consciences  to  let 
an  irrevocable  ])unishment  ibllow  the  sentence  of  a 
falliljle  tribunal.  They  substitute  transportation  to 
the  coast  of  Africa  for  han<jjin*(,  though,  if  he  had 
his  choice,  it  may  be  doubted  if  any  rational  mur- 
derer would  not  rather  elect  to  be  hanged  at  once 
than  to  be  so  banished.  The  Portuguese,  like  us, 
are  wishful  that  the  lot  of  victims  of  the  criminal 
law  should  not  be  too  hard  a  one,  but  they  do  not 
set  about  attaining  their  end  as  we  do.  They  do  not 
warm,  and  feed  up,  and  carefully  clothe,  and  separate, 
and  classify  as  we  do.  There  is,  nevertheless,  more 
of  thought  for  many  urgent  wants  of  poor  human 
nature  in  the  Portuguese  gaol  management  than  in 
ours — more  kindness  and  loss  comfort,  more  freedom 
and  less  system  ;  and  yi't  the  kindness  is,  perhaps,  a 
mistaken  kindness  too.  The  rogue  and  thief  in  every 
country  has  always  something  of  the  beggar  about 
him,  and  in  Portugal,  even  in  prison,  his  liberty  is  not 
so  al)ridged  but  tluit  he  still  has  liberty  to  beg:  dang- 
lin''  his  line  and  basket  into  the  stream  of  the  outer 
world,  and  fishing  U])  bread  and  meat  and  co])per 
coins  from  his  dungeon  windows. 

There  is  often  not  a   ])nnc  of  glass  in  all  a  Portu- 
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guese  prison,  and  every  iron-grated  window  has  its 
four  or  five  haggard  faces  pressed  close  to  the  crossed 
bars — pale  prison  flowers  turning  to  the  hght  of  day 
and  freedom.  A  wholesome  example  to  evil-doers, 
no  doubt  think  those  who  manage  these  things ;  but 
as  all  the  main  business  of  the  convicts'  lives  can  be 
carried  on  through  their  grated  windows,  as  they  can 
and  do  wrangle  with  their  wives,  court  their  sweet- 
hearts, borrow  of  their  friends,  hbel  their  enemies, 
and  beg  of  everyone — living  in  careless  idleness,  and 
making  hfe  one  long  game  of  '  prison  bars ' — it  may 
be  doubted  whether  the  publicity  is  not  rather  a 
familiarizer  and  diminisher  than  other^vise  of  the 
terrors  of  imprisonment.  To  the  convict  anyhow  the 
weariness  of  confinement  is  lessened,  and  his  lot  can 
certainly  not  appear  a  very  hard  one  when  he  is 
visibly  idle  and  not  the  poorer,  made  a  pubhc  show 
and  yet  not  disgraced.  The  feeling  of  the  outer 
world  is  -with  him  rather  than  not.  With  them  he  is 
not  for  very  long  the  rascal  who  robbed  their  orchard 
or  their  hen-roost,  or  the  villain  who  murdered  their 
grandmother,  but  the  simpleton  who  was  guileless 
enough  to  get  caught.  Coitadinho  !  a  poor  devil ! 
who  will  come  out  of  the  gates  a  sadder  and  a  wiser 
man,  and  be  in  future  a  more  cautious  criminal. 

In  consequence  of  all  this,  the  criminal  is  not  so 
much  held  aloof  from  by  the  virtuous  members  of 
society  as  the  keen  moralist  might  desire,  of  which  a 
striking  proof  came  under  my  own  observation  ;  for 
happening  once  to  find  myself  in  the  chief  square  of 
a  remote  country  town  in  company  with  a  Portuguese 
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acquaiiitaiu'c  of  sonic  social  staiuliiig,  we  passed  by 
the  gaol,  at  one  of  the  ground-floor  windoAvs  of  wliich 
■\vas  visible  one  partinilnrly  villanous  countenance. 

My  companion  advanced  smilingly  to  the  window, 
gave  a  snuiU  coin  to  the  owner  of  the  scowling  face, 
inquired  kindly  after  his  health  and  that  of  his  family, 
and  after  a  few  more  friendly  and  genial  common- 
])laces,  shook  hands  with  the  convict  and  rejoined 
me. 

'  Tray,  who  is  your  friend  ?  '  I  asked,  as  we  walked 
on,  not  without  a  certain  amount  of  irony,  provoked 
b}'  some  lingering  British  prejudice  in  favour  of  a 
sterner  prison  discipline. 

'  Oh  !  poor  fellow,'  said  my  acquaintance,  '  he  is  a 
man  well  known  in  these  parts — a  popular  character  ; 
has  a  good  deal  of  influence.' 

'  Wrongly  imprisoned,  no  doubt,'  I  suggested ; 
'  or  ])erhaps  debt  or  some  such  ti-ifle  ?  ' 

'  Well,  no — in  fact,  he  shot  a  man  ;  some  dispute 
about  land — a  sudden  thing — a  quarrel — strong 
words  and  hot  blood  :  it  was  eithei"  his  uncle  or  his 
brother.' 

'And  is  this  all  he  gets  foi-  murdering  his  blood 
relation  ?  ' 

'  Not  at  all — the  murder  was  never  quite  ])rought 
home  to  liim.  lie  is  not  here  for  tliat,  but  for  steal- 
ing ducks — a  cat — a  s]iec|)  ;  1  leally  don't  leniember 
what.  Perhaps  he  is  innocent  of  any  of  these 
animals — one  can  never  tell  ;  but,  knowing  what  one 
docs  about  the  man,  one  really  can't  altogether  pity 
him.' 
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'  One  certainly  cannot,'  I  answered. 

If  I  recollect  rightly,  my  friend  was  at  about  this 
time  intending  to  do  the  Portuguese  equivalent  of 
'  standing  for  the  county,'  and  some  experiences  of  my 
0"\vn  as  to  the  condescension  of  Enijhsh  candidates  to- 
wards  English  ruffians  quite  as  great  as  this  beetle- 
browed  and  hot-blooded  person  did  something  to 
assuage  my  insular  prejudices. 

If  it  was  not  for  the  fresh  air  they  get,  and  the 
unceasing  charity  of  the  outer  world,  the  lot  of  the 
inmates  of  Portuguese  gaols  would  be  exceedingly 
disagreeable,  for  the  management  is  thrifty  in  the 
extreme  as  re^^ards  bed  and  board,  and  fire  and 
lighting.  So  that  British  sailors  of  the  occasionally 
disorderly  and  criminal  class  coming  to  Portuguese 
ports  ^Wth  their  pleasant  memories  of  the  comforts 
and  luxury,  and  even  dignity,  of  prison  life  in  England, 
who  have  incautiously  found  their  way  into  Portu- 
guese gaols,  have  been  really  quite  glad  to  get  out 
asfain. 
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CHAPTER   XL 

CONCLUSION. 

* 

It  is  beginning  to  weigli  a  little  on  my  conscienc^e 
that  I  may  have  caused  some  ofl'ence  to  the  excellent 
people  wlio  are  the  subject  of  the  foregoing  chapters. 
Once  before,  I  made  free  in  print  with  what  seemed 
to  me  to  be  certain  shortcomings  in  the  Portuguese, 
and  I  was  taken  to  task  pretty  severely  for  doing 
so.  I  had  said  that  modern  Portuguese  poetry  was, 
in  comparison  witli  the  nation's  own  great  achieve- 
ments in  that  line  of  past  days,  a  dead  thing.  I  miglit 
have  said  as  much  of  certain  national  literatures 
nearer  home,  with  as  much  tiuth  and  far  less  danger. 

When  my  observations  came  under  the  Portu- 
guese reviewer's  lash,  he  was  scornfully  indignant: — 
'  What ! '  was  the  tenor  of  liis  remark,  '  is  tliis  malig- 
nant foreigner  not  aware  tliat  tlie  great  poet  Costa, 
the  immortal  Silva,  Pinto, — lliat  ornament  of  liis 
country  ' — (licre  followed  a  list  of  some  score  more  of 
contemporary  immortals),  '  still  draw  the  breath  of 
life  in  Portugal? ' 

Wc  Engli.sh  have  ourselves  .so  outgrown  tliis  .sort 
of  .sensitiveness,  and  mind  .so  little  wliat  foreigners 
say  of  lis,  tliat  tlii-*  bitterness  and  indignation  came  to 
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me  with  a  certain  freshness  in  it.  A  Portuguese 
writer  Avho  had  stated  his  opinion  that  Milton  and 
Shakespeare  had  no  living  representatives  in  modern 
England  might  perhaps  feel  as  I  did  if  an  Enghsh 
weekly  review  answered  his  imputation  by  giving  a 
hst  of  the  minor  poets  whom  it  massacres  w^eekly, 
and  a  catalogue  raisonne  of  the  immortal  Smiths, 
Browns  and  Jenkinsons  of  modern  English  song. 

People  who  are  thin-skinned  about  censure  are 
not,  unfortunately,  correspondingly  moUified  by  ap- 
probation, and  hear  the  hint  of  a  fault  with  an  indig- 
nation that  is  none  the  less  strong  that  such  a  hint 
is  accompanied  by  a  hundred  comphments.  Else  I 
should  be  at  my  ease.  If  I  have  blamed,  I  have 
praised  much  oftener ;  but  there  is  no  pleading  a  set 
off  in  this  kind  of  suit.  It  arrests  all  flow  of  soul  in  a 
writer  to  have  to  think  of  these  things  while  he  is 
wanting,  and,  for  my  part,  I  do  habitually  not  think  of 
them.  It  never  struck  me  till  just  now  what  a  scrape 
I  had  probably  got  into ;  and  now  it  is  too  late  and 
no  use  to  do  anything  but  try  and  get  out  of  it  with 
the  best  grace  possible. 

If  I  have  offended  my  Portuguese  friends  by 
plain  speaking,  I  must  make  my  justification  for  it 
in  certain  heterodox  and  unscientific  opinions  which  I 
hold  upon  the  races  of  mankind — a  confession  of  which 
opinions  nothing  but  the  present  emergency  should 
draw  from  me.  The  reader  shall  perceive  at  once  how 
it  is  mj-  ethnology  that  shall  excuse  my  plain  speaking. 

There  are  a  certain  number  of  plain  men,  of 
whom  I  am  one,  who  refuse  to  entangle  our  under- 
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standings  with  prevailini;  dop^nuis  on  ctlmology,  and 
are  so  little  in  the  fashion  that  we  commit  ourselves 
thoroughly  to  none  of  the  many  conllietiiig  theories 
on  this  subject  to  wliidi  the  last  twenty  years  have 
given  birth.  I  know  enough  of  such  theories  to 
know  that  not  two  of  tliom  fit  into  each  other,  and 
that  the  advocates  of  each  theory  wrangle  more  and 
more  as  they  get  furtlier  back  into  antiquity.  Scep- 
ticism which  would  come  very  badly  from  an 
ethnolojrist  of  any  of  the  advanced  schools  is  no 
oflence  at  all  from  me,  wlio  am  an  ethnologist  (if  I 
deserve  so  learned  a  name)  of  no  school  at  all. 

I  have  listened  to  a  great  deal  cjf  profound  and 
complicated  talk  of  Aryans  and  Caucasians  and 
Indo-Europeans,  and  of  course  as  nn  unprejudiced 
person  I  see  that  'there  is  a  good  deal  in  it ;'  l)ut  to 
be  frank,  an  ethnology  which  teaches  me  that  I  am 
first  cousin  to  the  '  mild  Hindoo '  finds  me  but  a  cold 
believer.  Better  at  once  em])race  the  whole  human 
race  and  be  that  impossible  being — a  citizen  of  the 
world.  Y(jv  my  own  pait  I  am  altogetlier  wanting  in 
the  tolerance  necessary  for  this  breadth  of  view,  and 
my  sympathies  have  not  latitude  enougli  to  make  me 
feel  quite  like  a  man  and  a  brother  towards  Negroes, 
and  shock-headed  Papuans,  and  skew-eyed  Chinamen. 
It  is  very  narrow  and  uncliaritable,  l)ut  I  hereby  dis- 
own all  my  poor  and-  distant  relations,  and  I  utterly 
disbelieve  in  the  title  of  many  who  claim  my  cousin- 
ship.  I  am  an  anthropological  nonconformist,  and  am 
not  going  to  pi"  '".V  f'ith  to  any  n«'w-rangled  genca- 
l()«ncal  tree  found    for  me,  as   heraltls   llnd  coats  ol' 
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arms  for  parvenus^  by  the  last  fashionable  number  of 
a  learned  Society. 

Until  thinjxs  are  made  a  good  deal  clearer  to  me,  I 

CO  ' 

refuse  to  trace  my  lineage  direct  to  the  Caucasus  or 
the  Himalayas.  All  that  I  can  be  quite  sure  of  at 
present  is,  that  I  am  a  European  :  that  is  the  world  of 
which  I  constitute  myself  a  citizen,  and  Europe  is 
bounded  for  me  by  tlie  nearest  frontiers  of  Russia  and 
of  Turkey,  for  I  will  admit  neither  Turks  nor  Russians 
into  my  family  party. 

With  these  limitations,  I  find  a  sufficient  family 
likeness  to  myself  wherever  I  go  in  Europe,  and 
Greeks  and  Itahans,  Dutchmen,  Germans  and  French- 
men, Spaniards  and  Portuguese,  are  all  my  friends 
and  my  kinsmen.  Their  ideas  are  my  ideas,  their 
logic  is  mine,  I  symj^athize  with  their  weaknesses,  for  I 
share  them,  and  as  often  as  not  I  agree  in  their  pre- 
judices. In  what  family  do  the  members  hesitate  to 
point  out  a  relation's  foibles  ?  Why  should  I  then  be 
shy  of  telhng  home  truths  to  the  Portuguese  ?  I  am 
of  the  family  party  myself,  and  have  a  family  right 
to  speak  out  my  mind.  If  we  were  perfectly  wise  at 
home,  it  might  be  a  point  of  generosity  to  hold  one's 
tongue,  but  I  know  of  no  such  cause  for  silence.  I 
confess  that  I  hke  the  Portuguese  all  the  better  every 
time  I  discover  the  reflection  among  them  of  some 
fine  old  British  prejudice,  and  my  heart  warms  to 
them  when  I  find  that  there  are, — numbers  for 
numbers, — almost  as  many  fools  in  Portugal  as  in 
Great  Britain.  Every  discovery  like  this  is  a  new 
evidence  of  consanguinity. 

c  c 


38G  ruKTUGAL :     OLD    AND   NEW. 

Here  then  is  my  apology  and  sufficient  excuse. 
01'  course  there  is  another  side  of  the  question  for 
those  wlio  hold  these  old-fashioned  views  of  the 
faniiUes  of  nations,  and  so  far  as  Portugal  is  concerned 
it  is,  to  speak  quite  seriously,  a  very  pleasant  side, 
and  no  Enfijhshman  can  observe  without  a  stron<r 
sympathy  numy  qualities  and  aspirations  in  tlie 
Portuguese  akin  to  his  own ;  tlieir  loyalty  to 
their  king  and  tlieir  ancient  liberties  ;  the  constant 
ardour  of  independence  that  has  marked  every  i)age 
of  their  history  ;  and  their  faith  in  good  hard  blows 
for  the  maintenance  of  their  national  existence  against 
all  comers.  Tliese  things  are  recognized  as  desirable 
even  if  they  are  not  always  attained,  wherever  men  of 
true  European  blood  reside ;  and  for  my  part,  I 
am  proud  of,  and  claim  kinship  with,  tlie  nation  where 
I  find  them  : — 

Taurijc  Tvi  yirti'ii'  rt  kui  u'ifiaTO(;  t'v\ofiui  ilyat. 


THE    END. 
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